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of a friend. Let him ask himself any such question, and 
it is almost certain that, if he is honest with himself, he 
will have to admit that he can only conjecture what would 
be the result. This is not because human nature is incon- 
sistent ; the law of character is as immutable as any other 
law ; it is because human nature eludes us. 

But it did not elude Bret Harte. One who was intimate 
with him in California says : " He found endless enjoyment 
in the people whom he saw and met casually. He read 
their characters as if they were open books." Another early 
' friend of his, Mr. Noah Brooks, in his reminiscences of Bret 
Harte narrates the following : ** In Sacramento he and I 
met Colonel Starbottle, who had, of course, another name. 
He wore a tall silk hat and loosely fitting clothes, and he 
carried on his left arm by its crooked handle a stout walk- 
ing stick. The colonel was a dignified and benignant fig- 
ure ; in politics he was everybody's friend. A gubernato- 
rial election was pending, and with the friends of Haight 
he stood at the hotel bar, and as they raised their glasses 
to their lips, he said : ' Here 's to the Coming Event ! ' 
Nobody asked at that stage of the canvass what the coming 
event would be, and when the good colonel stood in the 
same place with the friends of Gorham he gave the same 
toast, 'The Coming Event.' " 

The reader will recognize the picture at once, even to the 
manner in which the colonel carried his cane. 

Bret Harte (christened Francis Brett) ^ was born in Al- 
bany, New York, August 25, 1839, of an ancestry which, it 
is said, combined the English, Grerman, and Hebrew strains. 
His father was a teacher of Greek in the Albany Female 
College, but he died while his son was still a child, and 
Bret Harte's only instruction was obtained in the Albany 

1 Brett was the name of liis father's mother. Though he dropped the 
Francis soon after he Jeft California, it or the more familiar Frank remained 
Ji/a name In bousebold speech and on the Wps of eaT\y imtv^ 
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public schools, and ceased when he was thirteen or fourteen 
years old. At the age of eleven he wrote a poem called 
" Autumn Musings," which was published in the New York 
" Sunday Atlas," but the household critics treated it with that 
frank severity which is peculiar to relatives. Their criticism 
so distressed the youthful poet that he declared in after 
years : " Sometimes I wonder that I ever wrote another 
line of verse." 

In the spring of 1856, Bret Harte sailed for California. 
We are told that he did not leave home without the sympathy 
of mother, relatives, and friends ; and it was a very hopeful 
and eagerly interested lad that landed in San Francisco. 
One of his early ventures in his new home was to start a 
school at Sonoma. The school soon closed its doors, but 
80 long as the English tongue remains, it will survive in the 
pages of " Cressy." In all literature there are no children 
drawn with more sympathy, more insight, more subtlety, 
more tenderness than those sketched by Bret Harte. He 
apprehended both the savagery and the innocence of child- 
hood. Every reader is the happier for having known that 
handsome and fastidious boy Rupert Filgee, who, secure 
in his avowed predilection for the tavern-keeper's wife, 
rejected the .advances of contemporary girls. " And don't 
you," to Octavia Dean, "go on breathing over my head 
like that. If there 's anything I hate, it 's having a girl 
breathing around me. Yes, you were ! I felt it in my 
hair." 

Mining proved no more profitable than school teaching, 
and the lad became a deputy collector of taxes, and was 
sent iYito the lawless mining camps, where no taxes had ever 
been collected. But the miners yielded to the unarmed boy 
what armed meii had not been able to extort, and, to the 
surprise of his superiors, he returned to San ¥T«Livdsco V\>i\v 
the taxes in his poach. Afterward he becara.© a "sci^s^^cvv^V 
for WelJs, Fargo & Company's Express, and \,t«ln^\^1^^ 
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the box of a stagecoach, presumably with Yuba Bill as the 
driver. It was a dangerous business : his predecessor had 
been shot through the arm by a highwayman, his successor 
was killed : but he escaped without injury. " He bore a 
charmed life,-' writes another of his early friends, Mr. C. 
W. Stoddard. '* Probably his youth was his salvation, for 
he ran a thousand risks, yet seemed only to gain in health 
and spirits.'' Later, he drifted to San Francisco, where 
he was for a while an apothecary's assistant, — his readers 
will at once recall the junior partner of the firm of Spar- 
low & Kane, — but he soon left the dispensing of drugs 
for the work of a printer, and began by setting type for 
a newspaper ; from that, like Franklin and many another, he 
passed into being a contributor to the newspapers, writing, 
among other things, the " Condensed Novels," and his first 
story, " M'liss," which was published in the ** Golden Era." 
It was at this time that he held the position of secretary in 
the United States Mint, a sinecure, or very neariy that, such 
as in" the good old days was properly bestowed upon literary 
men. He had become a householder before he had com- 
pleted his twenty- third year, having been n^arried to Miss 
Anna Griswold at San Rafael, August 11, 1862. In 1868 
he became the editor of the " Overiand Monthly," and 
finally he served for a brief period as Professor of Litera- 
ture in a San Francisco college. 

It will thus be perceived that Bret Harte knew by per- 
sonal experience almost every form of life in California; 
and it was such a life as probably the world never saw be- 
fore, as, almost certainly, it will never see again. 

When Bret Harte first became famous he was accused of 
misrepresenting California society. A philosophic and his- 
torical writer of great ability once spoke of the "perverse 
romanticism " of his tales ; and since his death these accu- 
sations, if they may be called such, have been renewed in 
San Francisco with bitterness. It \s sUw\^<& tbat Oalifomir 
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ans themselves should he so aiixioiis to strip from theii 
State the distinction which Bret Harte conferred upon it, — 
so anxious to show that its heroic age never existed, that life 
in California has always been just as commonplace, respect- 
able, and uninteresting as it is anywhere else in the world. 
But be this as it may, the records, the diaries, journals, and 
narratives written by pioneers themselves, and, most impor- 
tant of all, the daily newspapers published in San Francisco 
and elsewhere in the State from 1849 to 1859, fully corrobo- 
rate Bret Harte's assertion that he described only what he 
saw, and in almost every case, only what actually occurred. 
The fact is that Bret Harte merely skimmed the cream from 
the surface. The pioneers and those who followed them in 
the early fifties were mainly young men, many of them well 
educated, and most of them far above the average in vigor 
and enterprise. They were such men as enlist in the first 
years of a war ; and few wars involve more casualties than 
fell to their lot. They were sifted again and again before 
the survivors reached their destination. Many were killed . 
by the Apaches in the valleys of the Hio Grande and the 
Colorado ; many died of hunger and thirst ; many had no 
other food during the last part of their journey than the 
putrefying bodies of the horses and oxen that had perished 
along the way. 

In the story called " Liberty Jones's Discovery,'' Bret 
Harte has sketched the wan and demoralized appearance of 
a party of emigrants who just managed to reach the pro- 
mised land. IVIany were caught by storms in the late autumn, 
and were snowed up in the mountains. In " Gabriel Con- 
roy " are described the sufferings of such a party, a few of 
whom were rescued in the spring ; and the horrors which 
Bret Harte relates are only the actual facts of the case upon 
which his account is based. Those who came by sea had to 
face a long, wearisome voyage in lumbering craft, b^^\d!?.^N>c\^ 
deadly Panama fever, and the possible \\o\^tic.^ o\ \Xv^\v^^ 
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\mffsd;B UL tiifc IfiilL]xni&. irliokiHed Mrx on: of one ^knp^Bcai^ 
yavy. 

jS'u? r-hjh lift: in CaliiomiE «aFT : ihi- T.-»iI vb? seTcrc tlie 
l'j(#u 'jfUfL bad- iii€- €'XT»oBnre pr:>dDcr:v-e of rii^riiDarifan. S^ill 
v.i'ji^ Vi*iijLT2ii^ vitOL tirtr lierroiLS «x>i*-il vf-rf iLe excitements, 
tij*: duiiijo*jfc and c'tiaTigeg c»f a miiit-r'f lift, li iias lieeii re- 
juiirk*;a of tiJt Caiif<*niia pioneers, as oi i}^^ releTans of the 
Ci^ii V^'fcT. tiiat tii*'T haye pxjwu c.ld preiiiatiirelT. Few of 
tuifih wsf^vir^id wealth. Marsiiail, the sawmili foremuu who 
ciW^yvei-bd tiioiK; d<fposdts which in five reiirs prodiKjed gold 
V; Uj*: tui*e of ^>C»/X*0/X*(». died poor. No millioamres are 
i*j\iud aiiioug the *• Fonj-yiners," thos* timf^wom associates 
whv piXufit aiiiiuaUr to oelehrate their achieveineiits beneath 
ti*e f oid^b gf the Bear Flag. — the ensign of a premature^ 
iittii-'y^auk, half'heroic attempt to wrest from Spain what 
w^ then an out-lying and neglected province. Pioneers do 
iM, a* a rule- gather wealth : they make it possible for the 
isbfiewd men who come after them to do so. 

I^ut t^*e California pioneers enjoyed an experience that 
wa« better tlian wealth. They had their hour. The con- 
4iUf/h» of Jiociety then prevailing were those which the Al- 
ml'^hiy and tlie American Constitution intended should pre- 
vail ou ih'M> Of^ntinent, but from which we are daily drifting 
further and further. All men felt that, whether they were 
Utm ^) or not, they had become free and equal. Social dis- 
Uu^^UfU^ werfi rubbed out. A man was judged bj' his con- 
diM ; not by hi« bank account, nor by the class, the family, 
U^i ciub, or the church to which he belonged. Where all 
urn rlc.U eqtiality must prevail ; and how could any one be pool 
when the HimpleBt kind of labor was rewarded at the rate oi 
eight dollarn i>er day ; when the average miner " cleaned up " 
twenty or thirty dollars as the fruit of his day's work, and a 
inking of from three hundred to five hundred dollars a week 
for WiinkH together was not uncommon ? Servants received 
a/xfu^ $l/j() a month ; and washerwomen acc\v\\t%^ iotV-wxi^^ 
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and founded families. It was cheaper to send one's clothes 
to China to be laundered, and some thrifty persons availed 
themselves of the fact. 

Everybody was young. A man of fifty with a gray beard 
was pointed out as a curiosity. A woman created more ex- 
citement in the streets of San Francisco than an elephant or 
a giraffe ; and little children were followed by admiring 
crowds eager to kiss them, to shake their hands, to hear their 
voices, and humbly begging permission to make them pre^ 
sents of gold nuggets and miners' curiosities. Almost every- 
body was making money ; nobody was hampered by past 
mistakes or misdeeds ; all records had been wiped from the 
slate ; the future was full of possibilities ; and the dry, stim- 
ulating climate of California added its intoxicating effect to 
the general buoyancy of feeling. Best of all, men were 
thrown upon their own resources ; they themselves, and not 
a highly organized police and a brave fire department, pro- 
tected their lives ami their property. We pay more dearly 
than we think for such conveniences. The taxes which they 
involve are but a small part of the bill, — the training in 
manliness and self-reliance which we lose by means of them 
is a much more serious matter. In the mining camps of Cal- 
ifornia, as in the mediaeval towns of England, every man 
was his own policeman, fireman, carpenter, mason, and gen- 
eral functionary, — nay, he was his own judge, jury, sheriff, 
and constable. With pistol and bowie knife, he protected 
his gold, his claim, and his honor. There is something in 
the Anglo-Saxon nature, left to itself and freed from the re- 
straints of a more or less effete public opinion, which causes 
it to resent an insult with whatever weapons are sanctioned 
by custom in the absence of law. 

In the early days of California, society reverted to this 
militant, heroic type. The reversion was me.^\\>;xV\^ mvA^^ 
the c'lrcum stances^ and it was greatly assisted 'b'^ NoVe. ^o^\^ 
predominance of the Southern element. TXxe c\^^^ \e.^^^- 
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sented and partly caricatured in Colonel Starbottle w 
numerous, and, for reasons which we have not space to i 
call, was even more influential than its numbers warrante 
An editorial defense of dueling was published in a Sj 
Pran Cisco paper of Southern proclivities. The senior edit 
of the "Alta California '' was killed in a duel ; and at anoth 
time an assistant editor of the same paper published a loi 
letter, in which, with an unconscious * humor worthy 
Colonel Starbottle himself, he denied the charge of havii 
sought two rival editors with homicidal intent. ** I hi 
simply resolved," he wrote, " to pronounce Messrs. Cra 
and Rice poltroons and cowards, and to spit in their face 
and had they seen fit to resent it on the spot, I was pi 
pared for them." In those early days, when it was imp< 
sible to turn a neighbor in distress over to the police, or 
a hospital, or to some society, charitable or uncharitable, 
to dismiss him with a soup-ticket, — in that barbarous tin 
men were not only moie warlike, they were more generoi 
more ready to act upon that instinctive feeling of pity whi 
is the basis of all morality. In short, the shackles of cc 
ventionality and tradition were cast off, and the prime\ 
instincts of humanity — the instincts of pride, of pugnacit 
and of pity — asserted themselves. 

Such was the society into which Bret Harte, at the age 
seventeen, " a truant schoolboy," to use his own words, w 
plunged. Few writers have shown more well-bred re 
cence about themselves, but we have seen how varied w 
his experience, and we catch a single glimpse of him in t 
exquisite poem, that "spray of Western pine," which ! 
laid upon the grave of Dickens : — 

" Perhaps 'twas boyish fancy, — for the reader 
Was youngest of them all, — 
But, as he read, from clustering pine and cedar 
A silence seemed to fall ; 

" The fir-trees, gathering closer in the shadows, 
Listened in every spray, 
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While the whole camp with * Nell * on English meadows 
Wandered and lost their way." 

The extent of the influence which Dickens exercised 
upon Bret Harte has been much discussed, and the critics 
commonly agree tliat this influence was wholly bad. It is 
true that on the surface we see only the bad effects of it, — 
certain faults of style, certain mannerisms, a certain mawk- 
ishness of sentiment. Bret Harte had a morbid passion for 
splitting infinitives, and he misuses a few words, such as 
'* gratuitous " and " aggravating," with malice aforethought.' 
The truth is that a spice of self-will, a modest but radical 
unconventionality, were just as much parts of his character as 
was the fastidiousness which in general controlled his style. 

Occasionally, moreover, he lapses into a strange, pompous, 
involved manner, making his heroes and heroines, in mo- 
ments of passion or excitement, deliver themselves in a way 
which seems ludicrously out of place, as, for example, in 
*' Susy," where Clarence says : " If I did not know you were 
prejudiced by a foolish and indiscreet woman, I should be- 
lieve yoXi were trying to insult me as you have your adopted 
mother, and would save you the pain of doing both in her 
house by leaving it now and forever." Or, again, in " A 
Secret of Telegraph Hill," where Herbert Bly says to the 
gambler, whom he has surprised in his room hiding from 
the vigilance committee : " Whoever you may be, I am 
neither the police nor a spy. You have no right to insult 
me by supposing that I would profit by a mistake that made 
you my guest, and that I would refuse you the sanctuary 
of the roof that covers your insult as well as your blunder.'^ 
And yet the speaker is not meant *to be a prig. 

So again he imitates, or at least resembles, Dickens when 
he admires his heroes in the wrong place, representing them 
as saying or doing something quite out of keeping with their 
real character, and hardly to be described by any other 
word than that of vulgar. The reader will \:^\w^\B\i^^ "OcsaX 



^Of» y v.ci .;:.q n;ir.;,nl ri'fTj.r.'T' iil*1 I'l^i *;iTeri':ritT of 
^** v.'^:: r^.^r-irtir^i* in fiji'i Tiie" j.:i~'.nz. : : :•* T^'^tL ireats 

'Utnz'i • f^U"" '.; ■•* :?.♦* i;i-;:rLl zlaz-z.-tT :f 1 '^^^ a^ntlemaii, 
-inn rr,.iv.\ :a .'^^.'.j iz, -ixi,-:: ;: l-r :■: :>j*: t^az^ :f riiiTalry 
▼ 1 •.#*>. .:^ "rh**^ ^^r:r.i!i*: '.f iz. 1'^'^" tl*— ir_lT 'ELiira?::*?. Bret 
H^'^jt :. »*i7*ri. 'Lutft* rz^irs Ji»:k HjlzlIiz. *:c in almofit 
pr>/UNW*iT "^CA *ikr:.^ ncir..::-:?. tI^t":-;: «^-r rar^ of a tally in 
?*«*>^.-v* V, a\«i. "wloj w^T* inr^rl.r :■: Lizi s<:t:LiII]r. and in- 
i^cr tL-v* :r. 'bu: 'nipArrltT :.: ji:.;: ciiiklr mi accurately, 
-mrrUtt, rc.^.>. Mr, H.ir:.I::i f:m-:Lii>. Si:'-. f:r example, 
TT*^ iUc:,.-:,\ treatraer.: if Jenkir:?.: '. the tivern-keeper, 
-n'^^^r-, ly,r. A'<^, .>^p"lT:i.i ies^ri'irri Tr::h Sjiinish courtesy 
«« « V , * y^/^^-i Jer»lci:.ior.. rj-jr h:>t. lur father ; " or again, in 
*^ ^>k'''/r>: C^'^Tir^v,'* wr.«rre Hrtmlin in-ults the porter and 
tf,r*:%V5T;^j jw lifit Harte sav?. falling into the manner as 
ir^;, JW th*; Jir^irit of Thickens at his very worst, to "forcibly 
AWtfAyf', t-MtVjXu vital and necessary organs from the porter's 

hi. th«j whole, however, it seems highly probable that 
Vtit^, SWt^^, derived more good than bad from his admiration 
\ftf \f,(k^;u%. The reading of Dickens must have stimulated 
hiJ! \/fyi^]i i machination, must have quickened that sympathy 
wiU* the weak and suffering, with the downtrodden, with 
th'? w?iif«» and HtrayK, with the outcasts of society, which is 
ilie keynote? of IxAh writers. Bret Harte, like Dickens, 
deftN mainly with sentiment, but, unlike Dickens, he is 
n uiit^U'r of Hatire an well. His satire is directed chiefly 
ii^iinit^X tliat \ttu'.\\]\:ir form of cold and hypocritical character 
whi^'Ji ti*fUit'i'\ui('M Kiirvives as the very dregs of Puritanism. 
Thjt* is* the t-y|Mj whi»:h he has portrayed with almost savage 
UtU'umly ill the r;hnraf,tor of a woman who combines sensual- 
Uf ////// f/f*rf'it with the most ottbodox ioim ol "^ToV^sX.vaXi- 
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ism and horse-hair sofa respectability. Occasionally Bret 
Harte's humor takes a satirical form, as when, after de- 
scribing how a stranger was shot and nearly killed in a 
mining camp, he speaks of a prevailing impression in the 
camp ** that his misfortune was the result of the defective 
moral quality of his being a stranger ; " or again in ** Cressy," 
where Mrs. McKinstry, the stern survivor of a Kentucky 
vendetta, is. said to have "looked upon her daughter's 
studies and her husband's interest in them as a weakness 
that might in process of time produce an infirmity of homi- 
cidal purpose, and become enervating of eye and trigger 
finger. ' The old man's worrits hev sorter shook out a 
little of his sand,' she explained." 

In the main, however, Bret Harte was a writer of sen* 
timent, and that is why he is so beloved. Sentiment re- 
solves itself into humor and pathos ; and both humor- and 
pathos are said to consist in the perception of incongruities. 
In humor, there is the perception of some incongruity 
which excites derision and a smile ; in pathos, there is the 
perception of some incongruity which excites pity and a 
tear. It would hardly be an exaggeration to say that in no 
other writer in the world are humor and pathos so nearly 
the same as they are in Bret Harte. There are sentences and 
paragraphs in his stories and poems which might make one 
reader laugh and another weep, or which, more likely yet, 
would provoke a mingled smile and tear. Perhaps the 
most consummate example of this is found in the tale, 
" How Santa Glaus came to Simpson's Bar." 

The reader will remember that Johnny, after greeting the 
Christmas guests in his " weak, treble voice, broken by that 
premature hoarseness which only vagabondage and the 
habit of premature self-possession can give," and after hos- 
pitably setting out the whiskey bottle and sonve ctcvjl^V^^^^ 
creeps back to bed, and is then accosted \>y T)\c^5. ^x^^^'cs.^ 
the hero of the story. 
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" ' Hello, Johnny ! you ain't goin' to turn in ag'in, are 
ye ? ' said Dick. 

'* ' Yes, I are,' responded Johnny decidedly. 

<« i Why, wot 's up, old fellow ? ' 

'* a 'm sick.' 

"^ How sick?' 

" * I 've got a fevier, and childblains, and rooniatiz,' re- 
turned Johnny, and vanished within. After a moment's 
pause, he added in the dark, apparently from under the 
bedclothes, — ^ And biles ! ' 

" There was an embarrassing silence. The men looked 
at each other and at the fire." 

In discussing Bret Harte, it is almost impossible to sepa- 
rate substance from style. The style is so good, so exactly 
adapted to the ideas which he wishes to convey, that one 
can hardly imagine it as different. Some thousands of years 
ago, an Eastern sage remarked that he would like to write 
a book such that everybody should conceive that he might 
have written it himself, and yet so good that nobody else 
could have written the like. This is the ideal which Bret 
Harte fulfilled. Almost everything said by any one of his 
characters is so accurate an expression of that character as 
to seem inevitable. It is felt at once to be just what such a 
character must have said. Given the character, the words 
follow; and anybody could set them down! This is the 
fallacy underlying that strange feeling, which every reader 
must have experienced, of the apparent easiness of writing 
an especially good or telling conversation or soliloquy. 

In Bret Harte, at his best, the choice of words, the 
balance of the sentences, the rhythm of the paragraphs, are 
very nearly perfect. He had an ear for style, just as some 
persons have an ear for music. In conciseness, in artistic 
restraint, he is the equal of Turgenieff, of Hawthorne, of 
Kewman. All this could not have been achieved without 
eJTort Bret Harte had the conscience of an artist, if he 
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had no other conscience ; his masterpieces were slowly and 
painfully forged. " One day," wrote Mr. C. W. Stoddard, 
who was his friend in California, " I found him pacing the 
floor of his office in the United States Branch Mint. He 
was knitting his hrows and staring at vacancy. I wondered 
why. He was watching and waiting for a word. ... I 
suggested one ; it would not answer ; it must be a word of 
two syllables, or the rhythm of the sentence would suffer. 
^Fastidious to a degree, he could not overlook a lack of finish 
in a manuscript offered him. He had a special taste in the 
choice of titles, and I have known him to alter the name 
of an article two or three times, in order that the table of 
contents might read handsomely and harmoniously." 

The truth is, Bret Harte was essentially an artist, with 
all the peculiarities, mental and moral, which are com- 
monly associated under that name ; and this fact explains 
some apparent anomalies in his career. Why did he leave 
and never revisit California ? Why did he make his home 
in England ? Bret Harte left California when the glamour 
had departed from it, when, if not in the State generally, at 
least in San Francisco, where he was 'living, a calculating 
commercialism had in some degree replaced the generous 
mood of earlier days. It is well known that respectable 
San Francisco stood aghast at '*The Luck of Roaring 
Camp," the alarm having been sounded by a feminine 
proofreader who was shocked by what she conceived to be 
the indecency of the tale. Not equally well known is the 
contrasting fact, now recorded, that another young girl, an 
assistant in the office of the *^ Atlantic Monthly," first 
called Mr. Fields's attention to the story, upon its publica- 
tion in« the " Overland Monthly ; " and Mr. Fields, having 
read it, wrote that letter, soliciting a contribution to the 
" Atlantic," which, as Bret Harte himself has related, en- 
couraged him and confounded his critics. ISin^w >0£\^ ^^"^"&<5k 
of humor must have been weakened in a c.oTciTa\x^^\V^ >n\\^s^ 
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insisted that the newspapers should skip lightly over the 
facts of a recent and destructive earthquake, lest Eastern 
capital should become alarmed. 

Bret Harte, with his family, left California early in 1871, 
and the incidents of the journey from San Francisco to Bos- 
ton were chronicled by the press in what a London paper 
called " a kind of Bret Harte circular." Those were the 
days when men carried a newspaper clipping containing ^^ The 
Heathen Chinee " in their pocket-books, and lines of it were 
on every lip. Naturally the author, like some other writers 
of an extravagantly popular poem or story, came to hate the 
very name of the verses. His arrival in the East was 
eagerly looked for, and a good deal of curiosity was felt 
regarding the personality of the suddenly famous poet and 
story-teller. To some ingenuous observers, the quiet, well- 
bred, and exceedingly well-dressed gentleman, with his low, 
agreeably modulated voice and somewhat languid manner, 
hardly agreed with the Californian of their imagination. 
The welcome given him was hearty, and a generous recom- 
pense awaited his literary work. He also proved an admi% 
rable lecturer, though it was an occupation for which he had 
a great distaste ; a love of personal exhibition or publicity was 
never one of his foibles. But though his prosi)ects in his new 
home were so fair, he soon became involved in pecuniary diffi- 
culties. New York and its neighborhood, Newport or Lenox 
or the Massachusetts coast, to one naturally inclined to easy 
and hospitable living, proved far more expensive than San 
Francisco. Besides, as one of his old friends has said, '* Bret 
Harte was utterly destitute of what is sometimes called 
' money sense.' " His embarrassments, however exaggerated 
by common report, were grave enough to make him seriously 
entertain the thought of a position outside literature, and in 
1878 he accepted the somewhat incongruous post of U. S. 
Consul at Crefeld, and left his native country for what was 
destined to he a, Jife-long absence. But slight traces of the 
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experiences of those seven eastern years can be found in his 
writings, though we owe to them a few of what are perhaps 
his least successful character studies. 

In after years Bret Harte always keenly remembered the 
loneliness of his brief residence in Germany. With little 
knowledge of German or even French as spoken languages, 
widely separated from family and friends, it is not surpris- 
ing that he diversified his stay by visits to England, or that 
he soon sought a change to a more congenial post. But we 
should not care to miss such records of his life in Crefeld as 
he has left : that delightful description of " Schlaohtstadt,'' 
always filled with soldiery, *' who appeared to be daily taken 
out of their boxes of * caserne ' or depot and loosely scattered 
all over the pretty linden-haunted German town ; soldiers 
standing on street corners, soldiers staring woodenly into shop 
windows, soldiers halted suddenly into stone, like lizards, 
at the approach of offiziere, — ofifiziere lounging stiffly four 
abreast, sweeping the pavement with their trailing sabres all 
at one angle," and one and all seeming to have been wound 
up ; or our introduction to the Consul's office, with the 
waiting Madchen, household servants who serve as business 
messengers ; and elsewhere the fine tribute to the excellen- 
cies of the German handmaiden. Nor must his delicately 
sympathetic picture of German childhood be forgotten, ad- 
mirable in its contrast to the sketches of " the extreme self- 
assertion and early maturity of the American children " that 
he had chiefly drawn. With the more elaborate studies of 
these contrasting types by this child-lover a slight sketch of 
some English children given in an early home letter, quoted 
by his biographer, should not be overlooked. " The eldest 
girl is not unlike a highly educated Boston girl, and the con- 
versation sometimes reminds me of Boston. The youngest 
daughter, only ten years old, told her sister in reference to 
some conversation Froud^ and I had, that ' slxe j^eared"^ V^Cvcvs* 
child^ ' that Mr. Bret Harte was inclm^d tc^ \i^ skeptVcol^ 
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piece. Perhaps this disappointment made him too easily 
discouraged regarding future attempts. Always an exacting 
critic of his own work, at least one play (founded upon 
" Thankful Blossom ") was written and destroyed. He was 
very justly angered by the entirely unauthorized American 
dramatizations of some of his stories. One of these, a tra- 
vesty of his favorite " M'liss," was converted into a song and 
dance piece, " a form of entertainment which he loathed," 
and was performed hundreds of times. In 1896 he was 
gladdened by the success of " Sue '* (founded upon. " The 
Judgment of Bolinas Plain "), in both America and England ; 
but in this he was aided by the collaboration and theatrical 
experience of his friend Mr. Pemberton. In truth the de- 
mand from English magazines for his stories hardly allowed 
him time, painstaking writer as he was, for other work, and 
his last years were very busy ones. Never was the Cali- 
lornian background, never were the personalities of some of 
his earliest and best known characters more vividly depicted 
than in these latest stories. The welcome given to the his- 
tory of Colonel Starbottle and his ward brought urgent re- 
quests for yet another view of that old acquaintance, and 
though the writer was ill and sufiTering, he planned a tale 
and began to write it. " A Friend of Colonel Starbottle's " 
was the title, and in his usual delicately graceful handwrit- 
ing, also with the usual corrections and interlineations, he 
wrote : — 

" ^ I said a friend of mine,^ returned the Colonel a little 
loftily, ^ and when I used this term I did not degrade its 
sacred and er — responsible significance \vith that levity 
which I find, sir, much too frequent at the er — present 
day.' 

" The Colonel's manner was slightly exaggerated, as he 
had detected a cavalier tone in the stranger's first acceptance 
of the statement." ^ 

I Pemberton's Life of Bret f/orte, p, ^\<^, 
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TRENT'S TRUST 



Randolph Trent stepped from the Stockton boat on the 
San Francisco wharf, penniless, friendless, and unknown. 
Hunger might have been added to his trials, for, having 
paid his last coin in passage money, he had been a day and 
a half without food. Yet he knew it only by an occasional 
lapse into weakness as much mental as physical. Never- 
theless, he was first on the gangplank to land, and hurried 
feverishly ashore, in that vague desire for action and change 
of scene common to such irritation; yet after mixing for 
a few moments with the departing passengers, each selfishly 
hurrying to some rendezvous of rest or business, he insen- 
sibly drew apart from them, with the instinct of a vagabond 
and outcast. Although he was conscious that he was 
neither, but merely an unsuccessful miner suddenly reduced 
to the point of soliciting work or alms of any kind, he took 
advantage of the first crossing to plunge into a side street, 
with a vague sense of hiding his shame. 

A rising wind, which had rocked the boat for the last 
few hours, had now developed into a strong sou'wester, 
with torrents of rain which swept the roadway. His well- 
worn working clothes, fitted to the warmer Southern mines, 
gave him more concern from their visible, absutd Q,wvVt^^*^ 
to the climate than from any actual aens^ oi ^\^^o\s\io^^»'» 
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revulsion of feeling more hopeless than his feverish anx- 
iety, — the bitterness of disappointment. 

For during his journey he had been buoyed up with the 
prospect of finding work and sympathy in this youthful 
city, — a prospect founded solely on his inexperienced 
hopes. For this he had exchanged the poverty of the 
mining district, — a poverty that had nothing ignoble about 
it, that was a part of the economy of nature, and shared 
with his fellow men and the birds and beasts in their rude 
encampments. He had given up the brotherhood of the 
miner, and that practical help and sympathy which brought 
no degradation with it, for this rude shock of self-inter- 
ested, self-satisfied civilization. He, who would not have 
shrunk from asking rest, food, or a night's lodging at the 
cabin of a brother miner or woodsman, now recoiled sud- 
denly from these well-dressed citizens. What madness had 
sent him here, an intruder, or, even, as it seemed to him 
in his dripping clothes, an impostor ? And yet these were 
the people to whom he had confidently expected to tell his 
story, and who would cheerfully assist him with work! 
He could almost anticipate the hard laugh or brutal hurried 
negative in their faces. In his foolish heart he thanked 
God he had not tried it. Then the apathetic recoil which 
is apt to follow any keen emotion overtook him. He was 
dazedly conscious of being rudely shoved once or twice, and 
even heard the epithet " drunken lout '' from one who had 
run against him. 

He f oimd himself presently staring vacantly in the apothe- 
cary's window. How long he stood there he could not 
tell, for he was aroused only by the door opening in front 
of him, and a young girl emerging with some purchase in 
her hand. He could see that she was handsomely dressed 
and quite pretty, and as she passed out she lifted to his 
withdrawing figure a pair of calm, inquiring eyes, \n\\\Oc\, 
however, changed to a look of half-wondmivo, \v^i-"9crciN\s.'5.^ 
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"Yes," said Eandolph. The whiskey — possihly the re- 
lief — had given him new strength. Besides, he might 
earn his alms. 

" Take it up to room 74, Niantic Hotel — top of next 
street to this, one block that way — and wait till I come." 

" What name shall I say 1 " asked Kandolph. 

"Needn't say any. I ordered the room a week ago. 
Stop; there's the key. Go in; change your togs; you'll 
find something in that bag that '11 fit you. Wait for me. 
Stop — no; you'd better get some grub there first." He 
fumbled in his pockets, but fruitlessly. "No matter. 
You '11 find a buckskin purse, with some scads in it, in the 
bag. So long." And before Randolph could thank him, 
he lurched away again into the semi-darkness of the wharf. 

Overflowing with gratitude at a hospitality so like that 
of his reckless brethren of the mines, Randolph picked up 
the portmanteau and started for the hotel. He walked 
warily now, with a new interest in life, and then, sud- 
denly thinking of his own miraculous escape, he paused, 
wondering if he ought not to warn his benefactor of the 
perils of the rotten wharf ; but he had already disappeared. 
The bag was not heavy, but he found that in his exhausted 
state this new exertion was telling, and he was glad when 
he reached the hotel. Equally glad was he in his dripping 
clothes to slip by the porter, and with the key in his 
pocket ascend unnoticed to 74. 

Yet had his experience been larger he might have spared 
himself that sensitiveness. For the hotel was one of those 
great caravansaries popular with the returning miner. It 
received him and his gold dust in his worn-out and bedrag- 
gled working clothes, and returned him the next day as a 
well-dressed citizen on Montgomery Street. It was hard 
indeed to recognize the unshaven, unwashed, and unkempt 
" arrival " one met on the principal staircase at iv\^\\t va. 
the scrupulously neat stranger one sat oppoail^ to ?X \st^^- 
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street below. Gradually the fatigue his excitement had 
hitherto kept away began to overcome him; his eyes once 
or twice closed during his vigil; his head nodded against 
the pane. He rose and walked up and down the room to 
shake off his drowsiness. Another hour passed — nine 
o'clock, blown in Htful, far-off strokes from some wind- 
rocked steeple. Still no stranger. How inviting the bed 
looked to his weary eyes! The man had told him he 
wanted rest; he could lie down on the bed in his clothes 
until he came. He would waken quickly and be ready for 
his benefactor's directions. It was a great temptation. He 
yielded to- it. His head had scarcely sunk upon the pillow 
before he slipped into a profound and dreamless sleep. 

He awoke with a start, and for a few moments lay 
vaguely staring at the sunbeams that stretched across his 
bed before he could recall himself. The room was exactly, 
as before, the portmanteau strapped and pushed under the 
table as he had left it. There came a tap at the door — 
the chambermaid to do up the room. She had been there 
once already, but seeing him asleep, she had forborne to 
wake him. Apparently the spectacle of a gentleman lying 
on the bed fully dressed, even to his boots, was not an 
unusual one at that hotel, for she made no comment. It 
was twelve o'clock, but she would come again later. 

He was bewildered. He had slept the round of the 
clock — that was natural after his fatigue — but where was 
his benefactor? The lateness of the time forbade the con- 
clusion that he had merely slept elsewhere; he would as- 
suredly have returned by this time to claim his portman- 
teau. The portmanteau ! He unstrapped it and examined 
the contents again. They were, undisturbed as he had left 
them the night before. There was a further change of 
linen, the buckskin bag, which he could see now contained 
a couple of Bank of England notes, with some forei^ ^c»\.d 
mixed with American half-eagles, and a Q\i^^^^ \aw^ 
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memorandum book clasped with elastic, containing a lettei 
in a boyish hand addressed " Dear Daddy '* and signed 
"Bobby," and a photograph of a boy taken by a foreign 
photographer at Callao, as the printed back denoted, but no- 
thing giving any clue whatever to the name of the owner, 

A strange idea seized him: did the portmanteau really 
belong to the man who had given it to him ? Had he been 
the innocent receiver of stolen goods from some one who 
wished to escape detection ? He recalled now that he had 
heard stories of robbery of luggage by thieves — " Sydney 
ducks " — on the deserted wharves, and remembered, too, 
— he could not tell why the thought had escaped him be- 
fore, — that the man had spoken with an English accent 
But the next moment he recalled his frank and open man- 
ner, and his mind cleared of. all unworthy suspicion. It 
was more than likely that his benefactor had taken this 
delicate way of making a free, permanent gift for that tem- 
porary service. Yet he smiled faintly at the return of that 
youthful optimism which had caused him so much suffering. 

Nevertheless, something must, be done: he must try to 
find the man; still more important, he must seek work be- 
fore this dubious loan was further encroached upon. He 
restrapped the portmanteau and replaced it under the table, 
locked the door, gave the key to the office clerk, saying 
that any one who called upon him was to await his return, 
and sallied forth. A fresh wind and a blue sky of scud- 
ding clouds were all that remained of last night's storm. 
As he made his way to the fateful wharf, still deserted 
except by an occasional "wharf- rat," — as the longshore 
vagrant or petty thief was called, — he wondered at his own 
temerity of last night, and the trustfulness of his friend in 
yielding up his portmanteau to a stranger in such a place. A 
low drinking saloon, feebly disguised as a junk shop, stood 
at the corner, with slimy green steps leading to the water. 

The wharf was slowly decaying, and here and there were 
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occasional gaps in the planking, as dangerous as the one 
from which he had escaped the night before. He thought 
i^in of the warning he might have given to the stranger; 
but he reflected that as a seafaring man he must have been 
familiar with the locality where he had landed. But had 
he landed there? To Randolph's astonishment, there was 
no sign or trace of any late occupation of the wharf, and 
the ship whose crossyards he had seen dimly througli the 
darkness the night before was no longer there. She might 
have " warped out " in the early morning, but there was no 
trace of her in the stream or offing beyond. A bark and 
brig quite dismantled at ap adjacent wharf seemed to accent 
the loneliness. Beyond, the open channel between him 
and Verba Buena Island was racing with white-maned seas 
and sparkling in the shifting sunbeams. The scudding • 
clouds above him drove down the steel-blue sky. The 
lateen sails of the Italian fishing boats were like shreds 
of cloud, too, blown over the blue and distant bay. His 
ears sang, his . eyes blinked, his pulses throbbed, with the 
untiring, fierce activity of a San Francisco day. 

With something of its restlessness he hurried back to 
the hotel. Still the stranger was not there, and no one 
had called for him. The room had been put in order; the 
portmanteau, that sole connecting link with his last night's 
experience, was under the table. He drew it out again, 
and again subjected it to a minute examination. A few 
toilet articles, not of the best quality, which he had over- 
looked at first, the linen, the buckskin purse, the memo- 
randum book, and the suit of clothes he stood in, still com- 
prised all he knew of his benefactor. He counted the 
money in the purse ; it amounted, with the Bank of Eng- 
land notes, to about seventy dollars, as he could roughly 
guess. There was a scrap of paper, the torn-off margin of 
a newspaper, lying in the purse, with an address hastily 
scribbled in peDcU, It gave, however, ive ii^\\\e, qi^'^ ^ 
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number: "86 California Street." It might be a clue. He 
put it, with the purse, carefully in his pocket, and aftei 
hurriedly partaking of his forgotten breakfast, again started 
out. 

lie presently found himself in the main thoroughfare of 
last niglit, which he now knew to be Montgomery Street 
It was more thronged than then, but he failed to be im- 
pressetl, as then^ with the selfish activit}' of the crowd. 
Yet he was half conscious that his own brighter fortune, 
more decent attire, and satisfied hunger had something to 
do with this change, and he glanced hurriedly at the drug- 
gist's broad plate-glass windows, with a faint hope that the 
young girl whose amused pity he had awakened might be 
there again, lie found California Street quickly, and in 
. a few moments he stood before No. 85. He was a little dis- 
turlnnl to lind it a rather large building, and that it bore 
the inscription "Iknk." Then came the usual shock to 
his mennirial temperament, and for the first time he began 
to consider the al>surd hopelessness of his clue. 

He, however, entered des]>erately, and approaching the 
window of the receiving teller, put the question he had 
fornudated in his mind : Could they give him any informa- 
tion concerning a customer or correspondent who had just 
arrived in San Francisco and was putting up at the Xiantic 
Hotel, room 74? He folt his face flushing, but, to his 
nstiunshnient, the clerk manifest eil no surprise. "And you 
don'l know his name?'* said tlie clerk quietly. "Wait a 
mo]uent." lie moved away, and Randolph saw him speak- 
i]>g \o ono of the other clerks, who consulted a large regis- 
ter. In a few minutes he returned. '*We don't have 
many customers," he hejiau politely. '*who leave only their 
hotrl-ioom adilresses," when he was interrupted by a mum- 
Minvr protest from one of the other clerks. "That's very 
ditVerent," he re]»lied to his fellow clerk, and then turned 
to Randolph. *' I '\n afraid we cannot help you; but I'll 
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make other inquiries if you '11 come back in ten minutes.'' 
Satisfied to be relieved from the present perils of his ques- 
tioning, and doubtful of returning, Randolph turned away. 
But as he left the building he saw a written notice on . the 
swinging door, "Wanted: a Night Porter ;" and this one 
chance of employment determined his return. 

When he again presented himself at the window the 
clerk motioned him to step inside through a lifted rail. 
Here he found himself confronted by the clerk and another 
man, distinguished by a certain air of authority, a keen 
gray eye, and singularly compressed lips set in a closely 
clipped beard. The clerk indicated him deferentially but 
briefly — everybody was astonishingly brief and business- 
like there — as the president. The president absorbed and 
possessed Randolph with eyes that never seemed to leave 
him. Then leaning back against the counter, which he 
lightly grasped with both hands, he said: "We *ve sent to 
the Niantic Hotel to inquire about your man. He ordered 
his room by letter, giving no name. He arrived there on 
time last night, slept there, and has occupied the room No. 
74 ever since. We don't know him from Adam, but" — 
his eyes never left Randolph's — "from the description the 
landlord gave our clerk, you 're the man himself." 

For an instant Randolph flushed crimson. The natural 
mistake of the landlord flashed upon him, his own stupid- 
ity in seeking this information, the suspicious predicament 
in which he was now placed, and the necessity of telling 
tlie whole truth. But the president's eye was at once a 
threat and an invitation. He felt himself becoming sud- 
denly cool, and, with a business brevity equal to their 
own, said : — 

" I was looking for work last night on the wharf. He 
employed me to carry his bag to the hotel, saying I wag 
to wait for him. I have waited since nine o'clock last 
night in his room, and he has not come." 
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"What are you in such a d d hurry for? He's 

trusted you; can't you trust him? You 've got his bag? *' 
returned the president. 

Randolph was silent for a moment. "I want to know 
what to do with it," he said. 

" Hang on to it. What 's in it 1 " 

" Some clothes and a purse containing about seventy dol- 
lars. " 

" That ought to pay you for carrying it and storage after- 
ward," said the president decisively. "What made you 
come here ? " 

• "I found this address in the purse," said Randolph, pro- 
ducing it. 

"Is that all?" 

"Yes." 

"And that 's the only reason you came here, to find an 
owner for that bag ? " 

"Yes." 

The president disengaged himself from the counter. 

"I'm sorry to have given you so much trouble," said 
Randolph concludingly. "Thank you and good-morning." 

"Good-morning." 

As Randolph turned away he remembered the advertise- 
ment for the night watchman. He hesitated and turned 
back. He was a little surprised to find that the president 
had not gone away, but was looking after him. 

" I beg your pardon, but I see you want a night watch- 
man. Could I do? " said Randolph resolutely. 

" No. You 're a stranger here, and we want some one 
who knows the city, — Dewslake,"he returned to the re- 
ceiving teller, "who 's taken Larkin's place? " 

"No one yet," returned the teller, "but," he added par- 
enthetically, "Judge Boompointer. you know, was speak- 
ing to you about his son." 

"Yes, I know that." To Randolph; "Go round to my 
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private room and wait for me. I won't be as long as. your 
friend last nighf Then he added to a negro porter, 
' Show him round there. " 

He moved away, stopping at one or two desks to give 
an order to the clerks, and once before the railing to speak 
to a depositor. Randolph followed the negro into the hall, 
through a "board room," and into a handsomely furnished 
office. He had not to wait long. In a few moments the 
president appeared with an older man whose gray side 
whiskers, cut with a certain precision, and whose black 
and white checked neckerchief, tied in a formal bow, pro- 
claimed the English respectability of the period. At the 
president's dictation he took down Randolph's name, na- 
tivity, length of residence, and occupation in California. 
This concluded, the president, glancing at his companion, 
said briefly, — 

"Well?" 

"He had better come to-morrow morning at nine,'' was 
the answer. 

"And ask for Mr. Dingwall, the deputy manager," 
added the president, with a gesture that was at once an 
introduction and a dismissal to both. 

Randolph had heard before of this startling brevity of 
San Frandsco business detail, yet he lingered until the 
door closed on Mr. Dingwall. His heart was honestly 
full. 

"You have been very kind, sir," he stammered. 

"I haven't run half the risks of that chap last night," 
said the president grimly, the least tremor of a smile on 
his set mouth. 

" If you would only let me know what I can do to thank 
jrou," persisted Randolph. 

"Trust the man that trusts you, and hang on to your 
trust," returned the president curtly, with a parting nod. 

Elated and filled with high hopes as ^aii^o\^N^^^^^» 
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felt some trepidation in returning to his hotel. He had to 
face his landlord with some explanation of the hank's in- 
quiry. The landlord might consider him an impostor, and 
request him to leave, or, more dreadful still, insist upon 
keeping the bag. He thought of the parting words of the 
president, and resolved upon "hanging on to his trust," 
whatever happened. But he was agreeably surprised to 
find that he was received at the office with a certain respect 
not usually shown to the casual visitor. "Your caller 
turned up to-day " — Randolph started — "from the Eureka 
Bank," continued the clerk. "Sorry we could not give* 
your name, but you know you only left a deposit in your 
letter and sent a messenger for your key yesterday after- 
noon. When you came you went straight to your ioom. 
Perhaps you would like to register now." Randolph no 
longer hesitated, reflecting that he could explain it all later 
to his unknown benefactor, and wrote his name boldly. 
But he was still more astonished when the clerk continued: 
" I reckon it was a case of identifying you for a draft — it 
often happens here — and we *d have been glad to do it 
for you. But the bank clerk seemed satisfied with our 
description of you — you 're easily described, you know " 
(this in a parenthesis, complimentarily. intended) — "so 
it 's ail right. We can give you a better room lower down, 
if you 're going to stay longer." Not knowing whether to 
laugh or to be embarrassed at this extraordinary conclusion 
of the blunder, Randolph answered that he had just come 
from the bank, adding, with a pardonable touch, of youth- 
ful pride, that he was entering the bank's employment the 
next day. 

Another equally agreeable surprise met him on his arrival 
there the next morning. Without any previous examina- 
tion or trial he was installed at once as a corresponding 
clerk in the place of one just promoted to a sub-agency in 
the interior. His handwriting, his facility of composition. 
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had all been taken for granted, or perhaps predicated upon 
something the president had discerned in that one quick, 
absorbing glance. He ventured to express the thought to 
his neighbor. 

"The boss,'' said that gentleman, "can size a man in 
and out, and all through, in about the time it would take 
you and me to tell the color of his hair. He don't make 
mistakes, you bet ; but old Dingy — the dep — you settled 
with your clothes." 

" My clothes ! " echoed Randolph, with a faint flush. 

"Yes, English cut — that fetched him." 

And 80 his work began. His liberal salary, which 
seemed to him munificent in comparison with his previous* 
earnings in the mines, enabled him to keep the contents of 
the buckskin purse intact, and presently to return the bor- 
rowed suit of clothes to the portmanteau. The mysterious 
owner should find everything as when he first placed it in 
his hands. With the quick mobility of youth and his own 
rather mercurial nature, he had begun to forget, or perhaps 
to be a little ashamed of his keen emotions and sufferings 
the night of his arrival, until that night was recalled to 
him in a singular way. 

One Sunday a vague sense of duty to his still missing 
benefactor impelled him to spend part of his holiday upon 
the wharves. He had rambled away among the shipping 
at the newer pier slips, and had gazed curiously upon decks 
where a few seamen or officers in their Sunday apparel 
smoked, paced, or idled, trying vainly to recognize the face 
and figure which had once briefly flashed out under the 
flickering wharf lamp. Was the stranger a shipmaster who 
had suddenly transferred himself to another vessel on an- 
other voyage ? A crowd which had gathered around some 
ianding steps nearer shore presently attracted his attention. 
He lounged toward it and looked over the shoulders of the 
bystanders down upon the steps.. A boa\) >n^^ \^m% ^^^^'^ 
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which had just towed in the body of a man found floating 
on the water. Its features were already swollen and defaced 
like a hideous mask ; its body distended beyond all propor- 
tion, even to the bursting of its sodden clothing. A tremu- 
lous fascination came over Randolph as he gazed. The by- 
standers made their brief comments, a few authoritatively 
and with the air of nautical experts. 

"Been in the water about a week, I reckon." 

"*Bout that time; just rucked up and floated with the 
tide." 

"Not much chance o' spottin' him by his looks, eh?" 

"Nor anything else, you bet. E-egUarly cleaned out. 
Look at his pockets." 

" Wharf- rats or shanghai men ? " 

"Betwixt and between, I reckon. Man who found him 
says he 's got an ugly cut just back of his head. Ye can^t 
see it for his floating hair." 

" Wonder if he got it before or after he got in the water. " 

"That 's for the coroner to say." 

"Much he knows or cares," said another cynically. 
"It '11 just be a case of * Found drowned ' and the regular 
twenty-five dollars to Aim, and five to the man who found 
the body. That *s enough for him to know." 

Thrilled with a vague anxiety, Randolph edged forward 
for a nearer view of the wretched derelict still gently un- 
dulating on the towline. The closer he looked the more 
he was impressed by the idea of some frightful mask that 
liid a face that refused to be recognized. But his attention 
became fixed on a man who was giving some advice or 
orders and examining the body scrutinizingly. Without 
knowing why, Randolph felt a sudden aversion to him, 
which was deepened when the man, lifting his head, met 
Randolph's eyes with a pair of shifting yet aggressive ones. 
He bore, nevertheless, an odd, weird likeness to the miss- 
man Randolph was seeking, which strangely troubled 
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him. As the stranger's eyes followed him and lingered 
with a singular curiosity on Randolph's dress, he remem- 
bered with a sudden alarm that he was wearing the suit of 
the missing man. A quick impulse to conceal himself came 
upon him, but he as quickly conquered it, and returned 
the man's cold stare with an anger he could not account for, 
but which made the stranger avert his eyes. Then the 
man got into the boat beside the boatman, and the two 
again towed away the corpse. Tlie head rose and fell with 
the swell, as if nodding a farewell. But it was still defi- 
ant, under its shapeless mask, that even wore a smile, as if 
triumphant in its hideous secret. 

II 

The opinion of the cynical bystander on the wharf 
proved to be a correct one. The coroner's jury brought in 
the usual verdict of " Found drowned, " which was followed 
by the usual newspaper comment upon the insecurity of 
the wharves and the inadequate protection of the police. 

Randolph Trent read it with conflicting emotions. The 
possibility he had conceived of the corpse being that of his 
benefactor was dismissed when he had seen its face, al- 
though he was sometimes tortured with doubt, and a wonder 
if he might not have learned more by attending the in- 
quest. And there was still the suggestion that the myste- 
rious disappearance might have been accomplished by vio- 
lence like this. He was satisfied that if he had attempted 
publicly to identify the corpse as his missing friend he 
would have laid himself open to suspicion with a story he 
could hardly corroborate. 

He had once thought of confiding his doubts to Mr. 
Revelstoke, the bank president, but he had a dread of that 
gentleman's curt conclusions and remembered his injunction 
to "hang on to his trust.-* Since his installation, Mr, 
Revelstoke had merely acknowledged \i\a ^x^^^^i^'i Ns^ ^ 



22 TRENT'S TRUST 

good-humored nod now and then, although Eandolph had 
an instinctive feeling that he was perfectly informed as to 
his progress. It was wiser for Randolph to confine him- 
self strictly to his duty and keep his own counsel. 

Yet he was young, and it was not strange that in his 
idle moments his thoughts sometimes reverted to the 
pretty girl he had seen on the night of his arrival, nor that 
ho should wish to parade his better fortune before her 
curious eyes. Neither was it strange that in this city, 
whose day-long sunshine brought every one into the public 
streets, he should presently have that opportunity. It 
chanced that one afternoon, being in the residential quarter, 
he noticed a well-dressed young girl walking before him in 
company witli a delicate looking boy of seven or eight 
years. Something in the carriage of her graceful figure, 
something in a certain consciousness and ostentation of co- 
quetry toward her youthful escort, attracted his attention. 
Yet it struck him that she was neither related to the child 
nor accustomed to children's ways, and that she somewhat 
unduly emphasized this to the passers-by, particularly those 
of his own sex, who seemed to be greatly attracted by her 
evident beauty. Presently she ascended the steps of a 
handsome dwelling, evidently their home, and as she 
turned he saw her face. It was the girl he lemembered. 
As her eye caught his, he blushed with the consciousness 
of their former meeting; yet, in the very embarrassment 
of the moment, he lifted his hat in recognition. But the 
salutation was met only by a cold, critical stare. Ean- 
dolph bit his lip and passed on. His reason told him she 
was right, his instinct told him she was unfair; the con- 
tradiction fascinated him. 

Yet he was destined to see her again. A month later, 
while seated at his desk, which overlooked the teller's 
counter, he was startled to see her enter the bank and 
approach the counter. She was already withdrawing a 
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glove from hej little hand, ready to affix her signature to 
the receipted form to be proffered by the teller. As she 
received the gold in exchange, he could see, by the in- 
creased politeness of that official, his evident desire to pro- 
long the transaction, and th'e sidelong glances of his fellow 
clerks, that she was apparently no stranger but a recognized 
object of admiration. Although her face was slightly 
flushed at the moment, Randolph observed that she wore 
a certain proud reserve, which he half hoped was intended 
as a check to these attentions. Her eyes were fixed upon 
the counter, and this gave him a brief opportunity to study 
her delicate beauty. For in a few moments she was gone; 
whether she had in her turn observed him he could not 
say. Presently he rose and sauntered, with what he be- 
lieved was a careless air, toward the paying teller's counter 
and the receipt, which, being the last, was plainly exposed 
on the file of that day's "taking." He was startled by a 
titter of laughter from the clerks and by the teller ironi- 
cally lifting the file and placing it before him. 

"That 's her name, sonny, but I did n't think that you 'd 
tumble to it quite as quick as the others. Every new man 
manages to saunter round here to get a sight of that re- 
ceipt, and I 've seen hoary old depositors outside edge 
around inside, pretendin' they wanted to see the dep, jest 
to feast their eyes on that girl's name. Take a good look 
at it and paste a copy in your hat, for that 's all you '11 
know of her, you bet. Perhaps you think she 's put her 
address and her * at home ' days on the receipt. Look 
hard and maybe you '11 see 'em." 

The instinct of youthful retaliation to say he knew her 
address already stirred E,andolph, but he shut his lips in 
time, and moved away. His desk neighbor informed him 
that the young lady came there once a month and drew a 
hundred dollars from some deposit to her credit, but that 
was all they knew. Her name was Caroline A\o\x-d^^\si., 
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yet there was no one of that name in the San Francisco 
Directory. 

But Randolph's romantic curiosity would not allow the 
incident to rest there. A favorable impression he had pro- 
duced on Mr. Dingwall enabled him to learn more, and 
precipitated what seemed to him a singular discovery. 
"You will find," said the deputy manager, "the statement 
of the first deposit to Miss Avondale's credit in letters in 
your own department. The account was opened two years 
ago through a South American banker. But I am afraid it 
■will not satisfy your curiosity." Nevertheless, Randolph 
remained after office hours and spent some time in examin- 
ing the correspondence of two years ago. He was rewarded 
at last by a banker's letter from Callao advising the remit- 
tance of one thousand dollars to the credit of Miss Avon- 
dale of San Francisco. The letter was written in Spanish, 
of which Randolph had a fair knowledge, but it was made 
plainer by a space having been left in the formal letter for 
the English name, which was written in another hand, to- 
gether with a copy of Miss Avondale's signature for iden- 
tification — the usual proceeding in those early days, when 
personal identification was difficult to travelers, emigrants, 
and visitors in a land of strangers. 

But here he was struck by a singular resemblance which 
he at first put down to mere coincidence of names. The 
child's photograph which he had found in the portmanteau 
was taken at Callao. That was a mere coincidence, but it 
suggested to his mind a more singular one — that the hand- 
writing of the address was, in some odd fashion, familiar 
to him. That night when he went home he opened the 
portmanteau and took from the purse the scrap of paper 
with the written address of the bank, and on comparing it 
with the banker's letter the next day he was startled to 
find that the handwriting of the bank's address and thax 
in which the girl's name was introduced in the banker's 
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letter were apparently the same. The letters in the words 
" Caroline " and " California " appeared as if formed by the 
same hand. How this might have struck a chirographicsal 
expert he did not know. He could not consult the paying 
teller, who was supposed to be familiar with signatures, 
without exposing his secret and himself to ridicule. And, 
after all, what did it prove ? Nothing. Even if this girl 
were cognizant of the man who supplied her address to the 
Callao banker two years ago, and he was really the missing 
owner of the portmanteau, would she know where he was 
now? It might make an opening for conversation if he 
ever met her familiarly, but nothing more. Yet I am 
afraid another idea occasionally took possession of Ran- 
dolph's romantic fancy. It was pleasant to think that the 
patron of his own fortunes might be in some mysterious 
way the custodian of hers. The money was placed to her 
credit — a liberal sum for a girl so young. The large 
house in which she lived was sufficient to prove to the op- 
timistic Randolph that this income was something personal 
and distinct from her family. That his unknown bene- 
factor was in the habit of mysteriously rewarding deserving 
merit after the fashion of a marine fairy godmother, I fear 
did not strike him as being ridiculous. 

But an unfortunate query in that direction, addressed to 
a cynical fellow clerk, who had the exhaustive experience 
with tlie immature mustaches of twenty-three, elicited a 
reply which shocked him. To his indignant protest the 
young man continued : — 

"Look here; a girl like that who draws money regularly 
from some man who doesn't show up by name, who comes 
for it herself, and has n't any address, and calls herself 
* Avondale ' — only an innocent from Dutch Flat, like you, 
would swallow." 

"Impossible," said Randolph indignantly. "Anybody 
tsould see she 's a lady by her dress aud \iftam\^.^^ 
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"Dress and bearing I" echoed the clerk, with the deri- 
sion of blase youth. "If that 's your test, you ought to 
see Florry .^' 

But here one may safely leave the young gentleman as 
abruptly as Randolph did. Yet a drop of this corrosivt 
criticism irritated his sensitiveness, and it was not until he 
recalled his last meeting with her and her innocent escort 
that he. was himself again. Fortunately, he did not relate 
it to the critic, who would in all probability have added a 
precocious motherhood to the young lady^s possible qualities. 

He could now only look forward to her reappearance at 
the bank, and here he was destined to a more serious dis- 
appointment. For when she made her customary appear- 
ance at the counter, he noticed a certain businesslike grav- 
ity in the paying teller's reception of her, and that he was 
consulting a small register before him instead of handing 
her the usual receipt form. "Perhaps you are unaware, 
Miss Avondale, that your account is overdrawn," Randolph 
distinctly heard him say, 'although in a politely lowered 
voice. 

The young girl stopped in taking off her glove ; her deli- 
cate face expressed her wonder, and paled slightly; she cast 
a quick and apparently involuntary glance in the direction 
of Randolph, but said quietly, — 

"I don't think I understand." 

"I thought you did not — ladies so seldom do," contin- 
ued the paying teller suavely. "But there are no funds 
to your credit. Has not your banker or correspondent 
advised you ? " 

The girl evidently did not comprehend. "I have nc 
correspondent or banker," she said. "I mean — I have 
heard nothing." 

"The original credit was opened from Callao," continued 
the official, "but since then it has been added to by drafts 
from Melbourne. There may be one nearly due now." 
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The young girl seemed scarcely to comprehend, yet her 
face remained pale and thoughtful. It was not until the 
paying teller resumed with suggestive politeness that she 
roused herself: "If you would like to see the president, 
he might oblige you until you hear from your friends. Of 
course, my duty is simply to " — 

"I don't think I require you to exceed it," returned the 
young girl quietly, "or that I wish to see the president." 
Her delicate little face was quite set with resolution and a 
mature dignity, albeit it was still pale, as she drew away 
from the counter. 

"If you would leave your address," continued the offi- 
cial, with persistent politeness, "we could advise you of 
any later deposit to your credit." 

"It is hardly necessary," returned the young lady. "I 
should learn it myself, and call again. Thank you. Good- 
morning." And settling her veil over her face, she quietly 
passed out. 

The pain and indignation with which Randolph over- 
heard this colloquy he could with the greatest difficulty 
conceal. For one wild moment he had thouglit of calling 
her back while he made a personal appeal to Revelstoke; 
but the conviction borne in upon him by her resolute bear- 
ing that she would refuse it, and he would only lay himself 
open to another rebuff, held him to his seat. Yet he could 
not entirely repress his youthful indignation. 

"Where I come from," he said in an audible voice to his 
neighbor, "a young lady like that would have been spared 
this public disappointment. A dozen men would have 
made up that sum and let her go without knowing any- 
thing about her account being overdrawn." And he really 
believed it. 

"Nice, comf'able way of doing banking business in 
Dutch Flat," returned the cynic. "And I suppose you 'd 
have kept it up every month 1 RaU\ex ^ \i^\ \i\:\^vi \.<^ ^-^cj 
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for looking at a pretty girl once a month ! But I suppose 
they 're scarcer up there than here. All the same, it ain't 
too late now. Start up your subscription right here, sonny, 
and we '11 all ante up." 

But Randolph, who seldom followed his heroics to their 
ultimate prosaic conclusions, regretted he had spoken, al- 
though still unconvinced. Happily for his temper, he die 
not hear the comment of the two tellers. 

"Won't see her again, old boy," said one. 

"I reckon not," returned the other, "now that she's 
been chucked by her fancy man — until she gets another. 
But cheer up; a girl like that won't want friends long." 

It is not probable that either of these young gentlemen 
believed what they said, or would have been personally 
disrespectful or uncivil to any woman; they were fairly 
decent young fellows, but the rigors of business demanded 
this appearance of worldly wisdom between themselves. 
Meantime, for a week after, Randolph indulged in wild 
fancies of taking his benefactor's capital of seventy dollars, 
adding thirty to it from his own hard-earned savings, buy- 
ing a draft with it from the bank for one hundred dollars, 
and in some mysterious way getting it to Miss Avondale as 
the delayed remittance. 

The brief wet winter was nearly spent; the long dry 
season was due, although there was still the rare beauty of 
cloud scenery in the steel-blue sky, and the sudden return 
of quick but transient showers. It was on a Sunday of 
weather like this that the nature-loving Randolph extended 
his usual holiday excursion as far as Contra Costa by the 
steamer after his dutiful round of the wharves and ship- 
ping. It was with a gayety born equally of his youth and 
the weather that he overcame his constitutional shyness, 
and not only mingled without restraint among the pleasure- 
seekers tliat thronged the crowded boat, but, in the con- 
sciousness of his good looks and a new suit of clothes, even. 
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penetrated into the aristocratic seclusion of the "ladies' 
cabin " — sacred to the fair sex and their attendant swains 
or chaperones. 

But he found every seat occupied, and was turning away, 
when he suddenly recognized Miss Avondale sitting beside 
lier little escort. She appeared, however, in a somewhat 
constrained attitude, sustaining with one hand the boy, 
who had clambered on the seat. He was looking out of 
the cabin window, which she was also trying to do, with 
greater difficulty on account of her position. He could see 
her profile presented with such marked persistency that he 
was satisfied she had seen him and was avoiding him. He 
turned and left the cabin. 

Yet, once on the deck again, he repented his haste. 
Perhaps she had not actually recognized him; perhaps she 
wished to avoid him only because she was in plainer clothes 
— a circumstance that, with his knowledge of her changed 
fortunes, struck him to the heart. It seemed to him that 
even as a liumble employee of the bank he was in some 
way responsible for it, and wondered if she associated him 
with her humiliation. He longed to speak with her and 
assure her of his sympathy, and yet he was equally conscious 
that she would reject it. 

When the boat reached the Alameda wharf she slipped 
away with the other passengers. He wandered about the 
hotel garden and the main street in the hope of meeting 
her again, although he was instinctively conscious that she 
would not follow the lines of the usual Sunday sight-seers, 
but had her own destination. He penetrated the depths 
of the Alameda, and lost himself among its low, trailing 
oaks, to no purpose. The hope of the morning had died 
within him ; the fire of adventure was quenched, and whep 
the clouds gathered with a rising wind he felt that t? . 
promise of that day was gone. He turned to go back to 
the ferry, but on consulting his v«atcYi \v^ iwi^sA ^^ V^ 
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her to an angle of the paddle box, where they were compar- 
atively alone although still exposed to the rain. She re- 
cognized their enforced companionship by dropping her 
grasp of the umbrella, which she had hitherto been holding 
over him with a singular kind of mature superiority very 
like — as Randolph felt — her manner to the boy. 

" You have left your little friend 1 '' he said, grasping at 
the idea for a conversational opening. 

"My little cousin? Yes," she said. "I left him with 
friends. I could not bear to make him run any risk in 
this weather. But," she hesitated half apologetically, half 
mischievously, "perhaps I hurried you." 

"Oh, no," said Randolph quickly. "This is the last 
boat, and I must be at the bank to-morrow morning at 
nine. " 

"And I must be at the shop at eight," she said. She 
did not speak bitterly or pointetlly, nor yet with the entire 
familiarity of custom. He noticed that lier dress was in- 
deed plainer, and yet she seemed quite concerned over the 
water-soaked state of that cheap thin silk pelerine and 
merino skirt. A big lump was in his throat. 

"Do you know," he said desperately, yet trying to 
laugh, "that this is not the first time you have seen me 
dripping 1 " 

"Yes," she returned, looking at him interestedly; "it 
was outside of the druggist's in Montgomery Street, about 
four months ago. You were wetter then even than you 
are now." 

"I was hungry, friendless, and penniless, Miss Avon- 
dale." He had spoken thus abruptly in the faint hope 
that the revelation might equalize their present condition ; 
but somehow his confession, now that it was uttered, 
seemed exceedingly weak and impotent. Then he blun- 
dered in a different direction. " Your eyes were the only 
kind ones I had seen since I landed." He ftuahed ^ V\^\i\sH 
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feeling himself on insecure ground, and ended desperately: 
" Why, when I left you, I thought of committing suicide. " 

" Oh, dear, not so bad as that, I hope ! " she said quickly, 
smiling kindly, yet with a certain air of mature toleration, 
as if she were addressing her little cousin. "You only 
fancied it. And it isn't very complimentary to my eyes 
if their kindness drove you to such horrid thoughts. And 
then what happened 1 " she pursued smilingly. 

"I had a job to carry a man's bag, and it got me a 
night's lodging and a meal,'' said Randolph, almost 
brusquely, feeling the utter collapse of his story, 

" And then 1 " she said encouragingly. 

"I got a situation at the bank." 

"WheuT' 

"The next day," faltered Randolph, expecting to hear 
her laugh. But Miss Avondale heaved the faintest sigh. 

"You are very lucky," she said. 

"Not so very," returned Randolph quickly, "for the 
next time you saw me you cut me dead." 

"I believe I did," she said smilingly. 

" Would you mind telling me why 1 " 

"Are you sure you won't be angry 1 " 

" I may be pained, " -said Randolph prudently. 

"I apologize for that beforehand. Well, that first night 
I saw a young man looking very anxious, very uncomfort- 
able, and very weak. The second time — and not very 
long after — I saw him well dressed, lounging like any 
other young man on a Sunday afternoon, and I believed 
that he took the liberty of bowing to me then because I 
had once looked at him under a misapprehension." 

" Oh, Miss Avondale ! " 

"Then I took a more charitable view, and came to the 
conclusion that the first night he had been drinking. But," 
she added, with a faint smile at Randolph's lugubrious face, 
"I apologize. And you have had your revenge; for if 2 
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cut you on account of your smart clothes, you have tried 
to do me a kindness on account of my plain ones." 

"Oh, Miss Avondale,'' burst out Eandolph, "if you only 
knew how sorry and indignant I was at the bank — when 
— you know — the other day '^ — he stammered. " I 
wanted to go with you to Mr. Revelstoke, you know, who 
had been so generous to me, and I know he would have 
been proud to befriend you until you heard from your 
friends. " 

"And I am very glad you did nothing so foolish," said 
the young lady seriously, " or " — with a smile — "I should 
have been still more aggravating to you when we met^ 
The bank was quite right. Nor have I any pathetic story 
like 3'ours. Some years ago my little half-cousin whom 
you saw lost his mother and was pui in my charge by his 
father, with a certain sum to my credit, to be expended for 
myself and the child. I lived with an uncle, with whom, 
for some family reasons, the child's father w^s not on good 
terms, and this money and the charge of the child were 
therefore intrusted entirely to me; perhaps, also, because 
Bobby and I were fond of each other and I was a friend 
of his mother. The father was a shipmaster, always away 
on long voyages, and has been home but once in the three 
years I have had charge of his son. I have not heard from 
him since. He is a good-hearted man, but of a restless, 
roving disposition, with no domestic tastes. Why he 
should suddenly cease to provide for my little cousin — if 
he has done so — or if his omission means only some tem- 
porary disaster to himself or his fortunes, I do not know. 
My anxiety was more for the poor boy's sake than for my- 
self, for as long as I live I can provide for him." She said 
this without the least display of emotion, and with the 
same mature air of also repressing any emotion on the part 
of Randolph. But for her size and girlish figure, but for 
the dripping tangles of her hair andlaei soi\. ^^^^^V^^<^^^^ 
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have believed he was talking to a hard, middle-aged 
matron. 

"Then you — he — has no friends herel'' asked Ran- 
dolph. 

"No. AVe are all from Callao, where Bobby was bom. 
My uncle was a merchant there, who came here lately to 
establish an agency. We lived with him in Sutter Street 
— where you remember I was so hateful to you," she in- 
terpolated, with a mischievous smile — "until his enter- 
prise failed and he was obliged to return; but / stayed 
here with Bobby, that he might be educated in his father's 
own tongue. It was unfortunate, perhaps," she said, with 
a little knitting of her pretty brows, " that the remittances 
ceased and uncle left about the same time; but, like you, 
I was lucky, and I managed to get a place in the Empo- 
rium. " 

"The Emporium! " rejieated Eandolph in surprise. It 
was a popular ^^ magasiji of fashion" in ^lontgomery 
Street. To connect this refined girl with its garish display 
and vulgar attendants seemed impossible. 

"The Emporium," reiterated Miss Avondale simply. 
"You see, we used to dress a good deal in Callao and had 
the Paris fashions, and that experience was of great service 
to me. I am now at the head of what they call the * man- 
tle department, ' if you please, and am looked up to as an 
authority." She made him a mischievous bow, which had 
the effect of causing a trickle from the umbrella to fall 
across his budding mustache, and another down her own 
straight little nose — a diversion that made them laugh to- 
gether, although Randolph secretly felt that the young 
girl's quiet heroism was making his own trials appear ridic- 
ulous. But her allusion to Callao and the boy's name had 
again excited his fancy and revived his romantic dream of 
their common benefactor. As soon as they could get a 
more perfect shelter and furl the umbrella, he plunged into 
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the full story of the niyirterious portmanteau and its missing 
owner, with the strange discovery that he had made of the 
similarity of the two handwritings. The young lady lis- 
tened intently, eagerly, checking herself with what might 
have been a half smile at his enthusiasm. 

"I remember 'the banker's letter, certainly,'' she said, 
"cold Captain Dornton — that was the name of Bobby's 
father -^ asked me to sign my name in the body of it where 
he had also written it with my address. But the likeness 
of the handwriting to your slip of paper may be only a 
fancied one. Have you shown it to any one," she said 
quickly — "I mean," she corrected herself as quickly, "any 
one who is an expert 1 " 

"Not the two together," said Randolph, explaining how 
he had shown the paper to Mr. Bevelstoke. 

But Miss Avondale had recovered herself, and laughed. 
" That that bit of paper should have been the means of getting 
you a situation seems to me the more wonderful occurrence. 
Of course it is quite a coincidence that there should be a 
child's photograph and a letter signed * Bobby ' in the port- 
manteau. But " — she stopped suddenly and fixed her 
dark eyes on his — " you have seen Bobby. Surely you 
can say if it was his likeness ? " 

Randolph was embarrassed. The fact Avas he had always 
been so absorbed in her that he had hardly glanced at the 
child. He ventured to say this, and added a little awk- 
wardly, and coloring, that he had seen Bobby only twice. 

"And you still have this remarkable photograph and 
letter ? " she said, perhaps a little too carelessly. 

" Yes. Would you like to see tliem ? " 

"Very much," she returned quickly ; and then added, 
with a laugh, "you are making me quite curious." 

"If you would allow me to see you home," said Ran- 
dolph, "we have to pass the street where my room is, 
and," he added timidly, "I could show t\\^m \.q> ^om."*^ 
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"Certainly," she replied, with sublime unconsciousness 
of the cause of his hesitation; "that will be very nice." 

Randolph was happy, albeit he could not help thinking 
that she was treating him like the absent Bobby. 

**It's only on Commercial Street, just above Montgom- 
ery,'' he went on. " We go straight up from the wharf " — 
he stopped short here, for the bulk of a bystander, a 
roughly clad miner, was pressing him so closely that he 
was obliged to resist indignantly — partly from discomfort, 
and partly from a sense that the man was overhearing him. 
The stranger muttered a kind of apology, and moved 
away. 

" He seems to be perpetually in your way, " said Miss 
Avondale, smiling. "He was right behind you, and you 
nearly trod on his toes, when you bolted out of the cabin 
this morning." 

"Ah, then you did see me!" said Randolph, forgetting 
all else in his delight at the admission. 

But Miss Avondale was not disconcerted. "Thanks to 
your collision, I saw you both." 

It was still raining when they disembarked at the wharf, 
a little behind the other passengers, who had crowded on 
the bow of the steamboat. It was only a block or two 
beyond the place where Randolph had landed that eventful 
night. He had to pass it now; but with Miss Avondale 
clinging to his arm, with what different, feelings! The 
rain still fell, the day was fading, but he walked in an 
enchanted dream, of which the prosaic umbrella was the 
mystic tent and magic pavilion. He must needs even stop 
at the corner of the wharf, and show her the exact spot 
where his unknown benefactor appeared. 

* Coming out of the shadow like that man there," she 
added brightly, pointing to a figure just emerging from the 
obscurity of an overhanging warehouse. " Why, it 's your 
friend the miner ! " 
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Eandolph looked. It was indeed the same man, who 
had probably reached the wharf by a cross street. 

" Let us go on, do ! " said Miss Avondale, suddenly 
tightening her hold of Randolph's arm in some instinctive 
feminine alarm. "I don't like this place.'' 

But Randolph, with the young girl's arm clinging to 
his, felt supremely daring. Indeed, I fear he was some- 
what disappointed when the stranger peacefully turned into 
the junk shop at the corner and left them to pursue their 
way. 

They at last stopped before some business offices on a 
central thoroughfare, where Randolph had a room on the 
third story. When they had climbed the flight of stairs 
he unlocked a door and disclosed a good- sized apartment 
which had been intended for an office, but which was now 
neatly furnished as a study and bedroom. Miss Avondale 
smiled at the singular combination. 

"I should fancy," she said, "you would never feel as 
if you had quite left the bank behind you." Yet, with 
her air of protection and mature experience, she at once 
began to move one or two articles of furniture into a more 
tasteful position, while Randolph, nevertheless a little 
embarrassed at his audacity in asking this goddess into 
his humble abode, hurriedly unlocked a closet, brought 
out the portmanteau, and handed her the letter and photo- 
graph. 

Woman-like, Miss Avondale looked at the picture first. 
If she experienced any surprise, she repressed it. "It is 
like Bobby," she said meditatively, "but he was stouter 
then J and he's changed sadly since he has been in this 
climate. I don't wonder you didn't recognize him. His 
father may have had it taken some day when they were 
alone together. I didn't know of it, though I know tlie 
photographer." She then looked at the letter, knit her 
pretty brows, and with an abstracted a\i fe«L\, ^o\nw q.w SXsa 
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edge of Randolph's bed, crossed her little feet, and looked 
puzzled. But he was unable to detect the least emotion. 

"You see," she said, "the handwriting of most children 
who are learning to write is very much alike, for this is the 
stage of development when they ' print. ' And their com- 
position is the same : they talk only of things that interest 
all children — pets, toys, and their games. This is only 
any child's letter to any father. I could n't really say it 
was Bobby's. As to the photograph, they have an odd 
way in South America of selling photographs of anybody, 
principally of pretty women, by the packet, to any one 
who wants them. So that it does not follow that the 
owner of this photograph had any personal interest in it. 
Now, as to. your mysterious patron himself, can you de- 
scribe him ? " She looked at Bandolph with a certain 
feline intensity. 

He became embarrassed. "You know I only saw him 
once, under a street lamp " — he began. 

"And I have only seen Captain Dornton — if it were he 
— twice in three years," she said. "But go on." 

Again Randolph was unpleasantly impressed with her 
cold, dryly practical manner. He had never seen his bene- 
factor but once, but he could not speak of him in that way. 

" I think, " he went on hesitatingly, " that he had dark, 
pleasant eyes, a thick beard, and the look of a sailor." 

" And there were no other papers in the portmanteau ? " 
she said, with the same intense look. 

"None." 

" These are mere coincidences, " said Miss Avondale, af- 
ter a pause, "and, after all, they are not as strange as the 
alternative. For we would have to believe that "Captain 
Dornton arrived here — where he knew his son and I were 
living — without a word of warning, came ashore for the 
purpose of going to a hotel and the bank also, and then 
unaccountably changed his mind and disappeared." 
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The thought of the rotten wharf, his own escape, and 
the dead body were all in Randolph's mind; but his rea- 
soning was already staggered by the girl's conclusions, and 
he felt tliat it might only pain, without convincing her. 
And was he convinced himself? She smiled at his bjank 
face and rose. "Thank you all the same. And now I 
must go." 

Randolph rose also. "Would you like to take the pho- 
tograph and letter to show your cousin ? " 

"Yes. But I should not place much reliance on his 
memory." Nevertheless, she took up the photograph and 
letter, and Randolph, putting the portmanteau back in the 
closet, locked it, and stood ready to accompany her. 

On their way to her house they talked of other things. 
Randolph learned something of her life in Callao: that she 
was an orphan like himself, and had been brought from 
the Eastern States when a child to live with a rich uncle 
in Callao who was childless; that her aunt had died and 
her uncle had married again; that the second wife had 
been at variance with his family, and that it was conse- 
quently some relief to Miss Avondale to be independent as 
the guardian of Bobby, whose mother was a sister of the 
first wife; that her uncle had objected as strongly as a 
brother-in-law could to his wife's sister's marriage with 
Captain Dornton on account of his roving life and unsettled 
habits, and that consequently there would be little sympa- 
thy for her or for Bobby in his mysterious disappearance. 
The wind blew and the rain fell upon these confidences, 
yet Randolph, walking again under that umbrella of feli- 
city, parted with her at her own doorstep all too soon, 
although consoled with the permission to come and see her 
when the child returned. 

He went back to his room a very hopeful, foolish, but 
nappy youth. As he entered he seemed to feel the charm 
of her presence again in the humble apailm^w^. ^^ V'siv.^ 
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sanctified. The furniture she bad moYed vrith her (MH 
little hands, the bed on which she bad sat for a half mo* 
ment, was glorified to hid youthful fancy. And eyen that 
magic portmanteau which had brought him all this bappi- 
neas, that, too, — hut he gave a sudden start. The closet 
door, which lie had t>hut as he went out, was unlocked and 
open, the portmanteau — his " trust -' — gone ! 

Ill 

Eandolph Trent's consternation at the loss of tbe port- 
manteau was partly superstitious. For, although it "was easy 
to make up the small sum taken, and the papers were safe 
in Miss Avondale's possession, yet this displacement of the 
only link between him and his missing benefactor, and the 
mystery of its disappearance, raised all his old doubts and 
suspicions. A vague uneasiness, & still more vague sense 
of some remissness on his own part, possessed him. 

That the portmanteau was taken from his room during 
his absence with Miss Avondale that afternoon was evi- 
dent. The door had been opened by a skeleton key, and 
as the building was deserted on Sunday, there had been no 
chance of interference with the thief. If mere booty had 
Ixjftu his object, the purse would have satisfied him with- 
out his burdening himself with a portmanteau which might 
be i(l<?ntiiie(l. ^Nothing else in the room had been dis- 
turlxjd. The thief must have had some cognizance of its 
locution, and have kept some espionage over Kandolph's 
niovenicints — a circiniistance which added to the mystery 
and his <lisq\ii(;t. He placed a description of his loss with 
the ])()li(!(i authorities, but their only idea of recovering it 
was hy leaving that description Avith pawnbrokers and sec- 
ond-haiid dealers, a proceeding that Kandolph instinctively 
felt was in vain. 

A singular but instinctive reluctance to inform Miss 
Avondale of his loss kept him from calling upon her for 
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the first few days. When he did, she seemed concerned 
at the news, although far from participating in his super- 
stition or his suspicions. 

" You still have the letter and photograph — whatever 
they may be worth — for identification,'' she said dryly, 
"although Bobby cannot remember about the letter. He 
thinks he went once with his father to a photographer and 
had a picture taken, but he cannot remember seeing it af- 
terward." She was holding them in her hand, and Ran- 
dolph almost mechanically took them from her and put 
them in his pocket. He would not, perhaps, have noticed 
his own brusqueness had she not looked a little surprised, 
and, he thought, annoyed. "Are you quite sure you won't 
lose them? " she said gently. "Perhaps I had better keep 
them for you.'' 

"I shall seal them up and put them in the bank safe," 
he said quickly. He could not tell whether his sudden 
resolution was an instinct or the obstinacy that often comes 
to an awkward man. "But," he added, coloring, "I shall 
always regret the loss of the portmanteau, for it was the 
means of bringing us together." 

"I thought it was the umbrella," said Miss Avondale 
dryly. 

She had once before halted him on the perilous edge of 
sentiment by a similar cynicism, but this time it cut him 
deeply. For he could not be blind to the fact that she 
treated him like a mere boy, and in dispelling the illusions 
of his instincts and beliefs seemed as if intent upon dispel- 
ling his illusions of her ; and in her half -smiling abstraction 
he read only the well-bred toleration of one who is begin- 
ning to be bored. He made his excuses early and went 
home. Nevertheless, although regretting he had not left 
her the letter and photograph, he deposited them in the 
bank safe the next day, and tried to feel that he had vin- 
dicated his character for grown-up wisdom. 
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Then, in his conflicting emotions, he punished himself^ 
after the fashion of youth, by avoiding the beloved one's 
presence for several days. He did this in the belief that 
it would enable him to make up his mind whether to re- 
veal his real feelings to her,^ and perhaps there was the 
more alluring hope that his absence might provoke some 
manifestations of sentiment on her part. But she made no 
sign. And then came a reaction in his feelings, with a 
heightened sense of loyalty to his benefactor. For, freed 
of any illusion or youthful fancy now, a purely unselfish 
gratitude to the unknown man filled his heart. In the 
lapse of his sentiment he clung the more closely to this one 
honest romance of his life. 

One afternoon, at the close of business, he was a. little 
astonished to receive a message from Mr. Dingwall, the 
deputy manager, that he wished to see him in his private 
office. He was still more astonished when Mr. Dingwall, 
after offering him a chair, stood up with his hands under 
his coat tails before the fireplace, and, with a hesitancy half 
reserved, half courteous, but wholly English, said, — 

"I — er — would be glad, Mr. Trent, if you would — 
er — give me the pleasure of your company at dinner to- 
morrow. '' 

Randolph, still amazed, stammered his acceptance. 

*• There will be — er — a young lady in whom you were 
— er — interested some time ago. Er — Miss Avondale." 

Randolph, feeling he was coloring, and uncertain whether 
he should speak of having met her since, contented himself 
with expressing his delight. 

"In fact," continued Mr. Dingwall, clearing his throat 
as if he were also clearing his conscience of a tremendous 
secret, "she — er — mentioned your name. There is Sir 
William Dornton coming also. Sir William has recently 
succeeded his elder brother, who — er — it seems, was the 
gentleman ^-ou were inquiring about when you first came 
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here, and who, it is now ascertained, was drowned in the 
bay a few months ago. In fact — er — it is probable that 
you were the last one who saw him alive. I thought I 
would tell you," continued Mr. Dingwall, settling his chin 
more comfortably in his checked cravat, "in case Sir Wil- 
liam should speak of him to you.'' 

Randolph was staggered. The abrupt revelation of his 
benefactor's name and fate, casually coupled with an invi- 
tation to dinner, shocked and confounded him. Perhaps 
Mr. Dingwall noticed it and misunderstood the cause, for 
he added in parenthetical explanation: "Yes, the man 
whose portmanteau you took charge of is dead; but you 
did your duty, Mr. Trent, in the matter, although the re- 
covery of the portmanteau was unessential to the case." 

"Dead," repeated Randolph, scarcely heeding him. 
" But is it true ? Are they sure ? " 

Mr. Dingwall elevated his eyebrows. "The large pro- 
perty at stake of course rendered the most satisfactory 
proofs of it necessary. His father had died only a month 
previous, and of course they were seeking the presumptive 
heir, the so-called * Captain John Dornton ' — your man — 
when they made the discovery of his death. " 

Randolph thought of the strange body at the wharf, of 
the coroner's vague verdict, and was unconvinced. "But," 
he said impulsively, "there was a child." He checked 
himself as he remembered this was one of Miss Avondale's 
confidences to him. 

" Ah — Miss Avondale has spoken of a child ? " said 
Mr. Dingwall dryly. 

"I saw her with one which she said was Captain Dorn- 
ton 's, which had been left in her care after the death of 
his wife," said Randolph in hurried explanation. 

"John Dornton had no wife^^^ said Mr. Dingwall se- 
verely. "The boy is a natural son. Captain John lived 
: wild, rough, and — er — an eccentric life." 
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" I thought — I imderstood from Miss Avondale that he 
was married,'' stammered the young man. 

"In your rather slight acquaintance with that young 
lady I sliould imagine she would have had some delicacy 
in telling you otherwise,''' returned Mr. Dingwall primly. 

Randolph felt the truth of this, and was momentarily 
emharrassed. Yet he lingered. 

"Has Miss Avondale known of this discovery longf 
he asked. 

"About two weeks, I should say," returned !Mj. Ding- 
wall. "She was of some service to Sir TTilliam in getting 
up certain proofs he required." 

It was three weeks since she had seen Randolph, yet it 
would have been easy for her to communicate the news to 
him. In these three weeks his romance of their common 
interest in his benefactor — even his own dream of ever 
seeing him again — had been utterly dispelled. 

It was in no social humor that he reached DingAvall's 
house the next evening. Yet he knew the difficulty of 
taking an aggressive attitude toward his previous idol or 
of inviting a full explanation from her then. 

The guests, with the exception of himself and Miss 
Avondale, were all English. She, self-possessed and charm- 
ing in evening dress, nodded to him with her usual mature 
patronage, but did not evince the least desire to seek him 
for any confidential aside. He noticed the undoubted re- 
semblance of Sir William Domton to his missing benefactor, 
and yet it produced a singular repulsion in him, rather than 
Miy sympathetic predilection. At table he found that Miss 
Avondale was separated from him, being seated beside the 
distinguished guest, while he was placed next to the young 
lady he had taken down — a Miss Eversleigh, the cousin of 
Sir William. She was tall, and Randolph's first impres- 
sion of her was that she was stiff and constrained — an im- 
pression he quickly corrected at the sound of her voice, her 
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frank ingenuousneas, and her unmistakable youth. In the 
habit of being crushed by Miss Avondale's unrelenting su- 
periority, he found himself apparently growing up beside 
this tall English girl, who had the naivete of a child. After 
a few commonplaces she suddenly turned her gray eyes on 
his, and said, — 

"Didn't you like Jack? I hope you did. Oh, say you 
did — do! '^ 

" You mean Captain John Dornton 1 " said 'ftandolph, a 
little confused. 

" Yes, of course ; his brother " — glancing toward Sir 
William. " We always called him Jack, though I was ever 
so little when he went away. No one thought of calling 
him anything else but Jack. Say you liked him ! " 

" I certainly did," returned Randolph impulsively. Then 
checking himself, he added, " 1 only saw him once, but I 
liked his face and manner — and — he was very kind to me. " 

" Of course he was, " said the young girl quickly. " That 
was only like him, and yet '' — lowering her voice slightly 
— " would you believe that they all say he was wild and 
wicked and dissipated ? And why ? Fancy ! Just be- 
cause he did n't care to stay at home and shoot and hunt 
and race and make debts, as heirs usually do. No, he 
wanted to see the world and do something for himself. 
Why, when he was quite young, he could manage a boat 
like any sailor. Dornton Hall, their place, is on the coast, 
you know, and they say that, just for adventure's sake, 
after he went away, he shipped as first mate somewhere over 
here on the Pacific, and made two or three voyages. You 
know — don't you? — and how every one was shocked at 
such conduct in the heir." 

Her face was so girlishly animated, with such sparkle of 
eye and responsive color, that he could hardly reconcile it 
with her first restraint or with his accepted traditions of her 
unemotional race, or, indeed, with her reIatioi\sl\\>^ \.<^ ^X\^ 
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that once he lifted his eyes toward Randolph, as if in 
answer to some remaik from her. It struck Randolph that 
he was the subject of their conversation, and this did not 
tend to allay the irritation of a mind already wounded by 
the contrast of her lack of sympathy for the dead man who 
had befriended and trusted her to the simple faith of the 
girl beside him, who was still loyal to a mere childish 
recollection. 

After the ladies had rustled away, Sir William moved 
his seat beside Randolph. His manner seemed to combine 
Mr, Dingwall's restraint with a certain assumption of the 
man of the world, more notable for its frankness than its 
tactfulness. 

"Sad business this of my brother's, eh,'" he said, light- 
ing a cigar ; " any way you take it, eh % You saw him last, 
eh % '' The interrogating word, however, seemed to be 
only an exclamation of habit, for he seldom waited for an 
answer. 

"I really don't know,'' said Randolph, "as I saw him 
only once^ and he left me on the wharf. I know no more 
where he went to then than where he came from before. 
Of course you must know all the rest, and how he came to 
be drowned." 

" Yes ; it really did not matter much. The whole ques- ' 
tion was identification and proof of death, you know. * 
Beastly job, eh % " 

"Was that his body you were helping to get ashore at 
the wharf one Sunday 1 " asked Randolph bluntly, now 
fully recognizing the likeness that had puzzled him in Sir 
W^illiam. "I didn't see any resemblance." 

"Precious few would. I didn't — though it's true I 
hadn't seen him for eight years. Poor old chap been 
knocked about so he hadn't a feature left, eh? Rut his 
shipmate knew him, and there were his traps on the ship." 

Then, for the first time, Randolph \\ea\d \i\ife ^vhi ^&2cl^ 
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"Yes; we had n't clear proof of identity then," he re- 
turned coolly, "but we had a reexamination of the body 
before witnesses afterward, and a verdict according to tlie 
facts. That was kept out of the papers in deference to tlie 
feelings of the family and friends. I fancy you wouldn't 
have liked to be cross-examined before a stupid jury about 
what you were doing with Jack's portmanteau, even if we 
were satisfied with it." 

"I should have been glad to testify to the kindness of 
your brother, at any risk," returned Randolph stoutly. 
"You have heard that the portmanteau was stolen from 
me, but the amount of money it contained has been placed 
in Mr. Dingwall's hands for disposal." 

"Its contents were known, and all that 's been settled," 
returned Sir William, rising. "But," he continued, with 
his forced laugh, which to Randolph's fancy masked a cer- 
tain threatening significance, "I say, it would have been 
a beastly business, don't you know, if you had been called 
upon to produce it again — ha, ha ! — eh ? " 

Returning to the dining room, Randolph found Miss 
Avondale alone on a corner of the sofa. She swept her 
skirts aside as he approached, as an invitation for him to sit 
beside her. Still sore from his experience, he accepted 
only in the hope that she was about to confide to him her 
opinion of this strange story But, to his chagrin, she 
looked at him over her fan with a mischievous tolerance. 
" You seemed more interested in the cousin than the bro- 
ther of your patron." 

Once Randolph might have been flattered at this. But 
her speech seemed to him only an echo of the general 
heartlessness. " I found Miss Eversleigh very sympathetic 
over the fate of the unfortunate man, whom nobody else 
here seems to care for," said Randolph coldly. 

"Yes," returned Miss Avondale composedly; "I believe 
she was a great friend of Captain Dorntoiv \?\\fexv ^^ ^^s^ 
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quito a child, and I don't think she can expect much from 
Sir \Viniam, who is very d liferent from his brother. In 
faot, she was one of the relatives who came over here in 
Huosl v^f the captain, when it was believed he was living 
and iho heir. He was quite a patron of hers." 

** HiU wjis he nvn also one of yours ? ■• said Randolph 
bluutly. 

"I think 1 tv^ld you I was the friend of the boy and of 
|xvr raquit;\, the lx\v*s mother." said Miss Avondale qui- 
etly. "I never s;iw Oa plain IVrnton but twice." 

l\A:Klv^lp:; lu^tiotvi tl:.^t she b.ad not said "wife,'' although 
i:x her prt^vious cv^titider.oes sb.e liad so described the mo- 
i:ier. l^;;:* as Pir.cw.ill :i.ivi s;i:i. why should she have 
e\iv>s<\i :he :vy*s :'.>4:i:::v.:u\v to a cor.iivirative stranger; 
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The question was so pertinent to his reflections at the mo- 
ment that he answered impulsively, "I really don't know." 

"Yes, that's the answer, I think, most of her acquaint- 
ances would give, if they were asked the same question 
and replied honestly," said the young girl, as if musing. 

" Even Sir William 1 " suggested Randolph, half smil- 
iiig, yet wondering at her unlooked-for serious shrewdness 
as he glanced toward the sofa. 

"Yes; hut he wouldn't care. You see, there would he 
a pair of them." She stopped with a slight blush, as if 
she had gone too far, but corrected herself in her former 
youthful frankness: "You don't mind my saying what I 
did of her? You 're not such a particular friend? " 

" We both owe a debt of gratitude to your cousin Jack," 
said Randolph, in some embarrassment. 

" Yes, but you feel it and she does n't. So that does n't 
make you friends." 

"But she has taken good care of Captain Dornton's 
child," suggested Randolph loyally. 

He stopped, however, feeling that he was on dangerous 
ground. But Miss Eversleigh put her ow.n construction 
on his reticence, and said, — 

"I don't think she cares for it much — or for ani/ chil- 
dren." 

Randolph remembered his own impression the only time 
he had ever seen her with the child, and was struck with 
the young girl's instinct again coinciding with his own. 
But, possibly because he knew he could never again feel 
toward Miss Avondale as he had, he was the more anxious 
to be just, and he was about to utter a protest against this 
general assumption, when the voice of Sir William broke 
in upon them. He was taking his leave — and the oppor- 
tunity of accompanying Miss Avondale to her lodgings on 
the way to his hotel. He lingered a moment over his 
handshaking with Randolph. 
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"Awfully glad to have met you, and I fancy you're 
awfully glad to get rid of what they call your * trust.* 
Must liavc given you a beastly lot of bother, eh — might 
liavo giviMi you more 1 " 

lie uoddi'd familiarly to Miss Eversleigh, and turned 
away with Miss Avondale, wlio waved her usual smiling 
patronage to Kandolph, even including his companion in 
that half-amusi'il, half-superior salutation. Perhaps it "was 
this that put a sudiU'n hauteur into the young girl's expres- 
sion as she stannl at Miss Avondale *s departing figure. 

**lf you ever eome to Kngland, ^Ir. Trent," she said,* 
with a pretty dignity in her youthful face, "I hope you 
will tind some people not quite so rude as my cousin 
HUvl " — 

**Miss Avondale, you would say,*^ returned KandolpK 
i^uietly. ** As to ht'i\ I am quite accustomed to her ma- 
tun^r si'.perivMity, which, I am afraid, is the effect of my 
own youth anvl inexperience ; and I Wlieve that, in course 
of tiVi'.o, yor,r cousin's brr.squeness might be as easily un- 
dersuwl by r.:e, I dare say." he addeil, with a laugh, 
**tha: I nw.s: seem to xliem a very romantic visionary with 
i".\ Mvus:/ ar.d the t\v'.ish iv.'.vortdi.ce 1 have put upon a 
V : \ : ; •. \ *. ;» '» v\v;; v rx^ v. oe, " 

** ." .-.sV.': tV.r/.K Sv\" >,*»:.; ;iu" cir' vr.uckly, "and I con- 
sul ;• •. I ^ •. ■ ', \ '. \ I v. K*, e. a V, *i / ' :>V. o ;-. .i .U- vl. w i: h a return of her 
\ ' \ . >' . v. /, V. \ ^. x- ss, * ' I > *; ■. :v I '. : t *. ". ': i :/. s^ .\ A < for Miss A von- 
,;;;..,. >" , s . ' .. .:,Nr :/,:;;>, 1 v.v-.-.i'.^'.K;..,. : ixrLaps she can't 
V,'/ >",/«*,;•.>; *.' V.' ;"'..;' ^^.•,^, 'xV.** 

1^ : .. -.v K.;v.,-, '.v.. :.^ rA;..;v :;.:::.;': ixrfcnal allusions, 
o. • . ..,v, ...^ -.'v^ *^Vv./, r.:i 1 \c .* sv: :r.T * trust,' I 

. *>...■■ .,>i" v., /..■.". ji :.- -vv ::-.,'. :::e of my kind 

\: ^> y*,>,.K ^» > N--.' '.: :: .v.'.v.c:;*, and then 
^v ,\v. .; ,K> ,.A , ./. "...'. V.x" :"i>: ^i lie company 
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were their elders, and, engaged in conversation at the other 
end of the apartment, had evidently left the young people 
to themselves. 

"Wait a moment," she said, with a youthful air of mys- 
tery and earnestness. Randolph saw that she had slipped 
an Indian bracelet, profusely hung with small trinkets, 
from her arm to her wrist, and was evidently selecting one. 
It proved to be a child's tiny ring with a small pearl set- 
ting. "This was given to me by Cousin Jack," said Miss 
Eversleigh in a low voice, "when I was a child, at some 
frolic or festival, and I have kept it ever since. I brought 
it with me when we came here as a kind of memento to 
show him. You know that is impossible now. You say 
you have nothing of his to keep. Will you accept this? 
I know he would be glad to know you had it. You could 
wear it on your watch chain. Don't say no, but take it." 

Protesting, yet filled with a strange joy and pride, Ean- 
dolph took it from the young girl's hand. The little color 
which had deepened on her cheek cleared away as he 
thanked her gratefully, and with a quiet dignity she arose 
and moved toward the others. Randolph did not linger 
long after this, and presently took his leave of his host and 
hostess. 

It seemed to him that he walked home that night in the 
whirling clouds of his dispelled dream. The airy structure 
he had built up for the last three months had collapsed, 
The enchanted canopy under which he had stood with 
Miss Avondale was folded forever. The romance he had 
evolved from his strange fortune had come to an end, not 
prosaically, as such romances are apt to do, but with a dra- 
matic termination which, however, was equally fatal to his 
hopes. At any other time he might have projected the 
wildest hopes from the fancy that he and Miss Avondale 
were orphaned of a common benefactor; but it was plain 
that her interests were apart from his. A.iv(\. W\vi\% ^^a^s. "a^w 
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indefinablo something he did not understand, and did not 
want to understand, in the story she had told him. How 
much of it she had withheld, not so much from delicacy or 
contempt for his understanding as a desire to mislead him, 
he did not know. His faith in her had gone with his 
romance. It was not strange that the young English girl's 
unsophisticated frankness and simple confidences lingered 
longest in his memory, and that when, a few days later, 
Mr. Dingwall informed him that Miss Avondale had sailed 
for England with the Dornton family, he was more con- 
scious of a loss in the stranger girl's departure. 

"I suppose Miss Avondale takes charge of — of the boy, 
sir 1 '' he said quietly. 

Mr. Dingwall gave him a quick glance. " Possibly. Sir 
William has behaved with great — er — consideration," he 
replied briefly. 

' IV 

Randolph's nature was too hopeful and recuperative to 
allow bim to linger idly in the past. He threw himself 
into his work at the bank with his old earnestness and a 
certain simple conscientiousness which, while it often pro- 
voked the raillery of his fellow clerks, did not escape the 
eyes of his employers. He was advanced step by step, and 
by the end of the year was put in charge of the corriespond- 
ence with banks and agencies. He had saved some money, 
and had made one or two profitable investments. He was 
enabled to take better apartments in the same building he 
had occupied. He had few of the temptations of youth. 
His fear of poverty and his natural taste kept him from the 
speculative and material excesses of the period. A dis- 
trust of his romantic weakness kept him from society and 
meaner entanglements which might have beset his good 
looks and good nature. He worked in his rooms at night 
and forbore his old evening rambles. 
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As the year wore on to the anniversary of his arrival, 
he thought much of the dead man who had inspired his 
fortunes, and with it a sens^ of his old doubts and suspi- 
cions revived. His reason had obliged him to accept the 
loss of the fateful portmanteau as an ordinary theft; his 
instinct remained unconvinced. There was no superstition 
connected with his loss. His own prosperity had not been 
impaired by it. On the contrary, he reflected bitterly that 
the dead man had apparently died only to benefit others. 
At such times he recalled, with a pleasure . that he knew 
might become perilous, the tall English girl who had de- 
fended Dornton's memory an^ echoed his own sympathy. 
But that was all over now. 

One stormy night, not unlike that eventful one of his 
past experience, Randolph sought his rooms in the teeth 
of a southwest gale. As he buffeted his way along the 
rain- washed pavement of Montgomery Street, it was not 
strange that his thoughts reverted to that night and the 
memory of his dead protector. But reaching his apartment, 
he sternly banished them with the vanished romance they 
revived, and lighting his lamp, laid out his papers in the 
prospect of an evening of uninterrupted work. He was 
surprised, however, after a little interval, by the sound of 
uncertain and shuffling steps on the half-lighted passage 
outside, the noise of some heavy article set down on the 
floor, and then a tentative knock at his door. A little 
impatiently he called, "Come in." 

The door opened slowly, and out of the half obscurity of 
the passage a thickset figure lurched toward him into the 
full light of the room. Randolph half rose, and then sank 
back into his chair, awed, spellbound, and motionless. He 
saw the figure standing plainly before him; he saw dis- 
tinctly the familiar furniture of his room, the storm-twin- 
kling lights in the windows opposite, the flash of passing 
carriage lamps .in the street belcvv. But U\^ ^^^\vt^ \i^\ftrt^ 
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him was none other than the dead man of whom he had 
just been thinking. 

The figure looked at him intently, and then burst into 
a fit of unmistakable laughter. It was neither loud nor 
unpleasant, and yet it provoked a disagreeable recollection. 
Nevertheless, it dissipated Randolph's superstitious tremor, 
for he had never before heard of a ghost who laughed heart- 

iiy. 

"You don't remember me," said the man. "Belay 
there, and I'll freshen your memory." He stepped back 
to the door, opened it, put his arm out into the hall, and 
brought in a portmanteau, closed the door, and appeared 
before Randolph again with the portmanteau in his hand. 
It was the one that had been stolen. " There ! " he said. 

"Captain Dornton," murmured Randolph. 

The man laughed again and flung down the portmanteau. 
"You've got my name pat enough, lad, I see; but I reck- 
oned you 'd have s]3otted vie without that portmanteau." 

"I see you 've got it back," stammered Randolph in his 
embarrassment. " It was — stolen from me." 

Captain Dornton laughed again, dropped into a chair, 
rubbed his hands on his knees, and turned his face toward 
Randolpli. "Yes; I stole it — or had it stolen — the 
same thhig, for I 'm responsible." 

"But 1 would have given it up to you at once," said 
Randolph reproaclifully, clinging to the only idea he could 
understand in his utter bewilderment. "I have religiously 
and faithfully kept it for you, with all its contents, ever 
since — you disappeared. " 

"I know it, lad," said Captain Dornton, rising, and ex- 
tending a brown, weather-beaten hand which closed heartily 
on the young man's; "no need to say that. And you've 
kept it even better than you know. Look here ! " 

He lifted the portmanteau to his lap and disclosed fte- 
%ind the usual small pouch or pocket in the' lid a slit in 
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the lining. "Between the lining and the outer leather," 
he went on grimly, "I had two or three bank notes that 
came to about a thousand dollars, and some papers, lad, 
that, reckoning by and large, might be worth to me a mil- 
lion. When I got that portmanteau back they were all 
there, gummed in, just as I had left them. I didn't show 
up and come for them myself, for T was lying low at the 
time, and — no offense, lad — I didn't know how you 
stood with a party who was no particular friend of mine. 
An old shipmate whom I set to watch that party quite ac- 
cidentally run across your bows in the ferry boat, and heard 
enough to make him follow in your wake here, where he 
got the portmanteau. It's all "right," he said, with a 
laugh, waving aside with his brown hand Kandolph's pro- 
testing gesture. "The old bag 's only got back to its right- 
ful owner. It may n't have been got in shipshape 'Frisco 
style, but when a man's life is at stake, at least, when it 's 
a question of his being considered dead or alive, he 's got to 
take things as he finds 'em, and /found 'em d bad." 

In a flash of recollection Randolph remembered the ob- 
truding miner on the ferry boat, the same figure on the 
wharf corner, and the advantage taken of his absence with 
Miss Avondale. And Miss Avondale was the "party" 
this man's shipmate was watching! Ha felt his face crim- 
soning, yet he dared not question him further, nor yet de- 
fend her. Captain Dornton noticed it, and with a friendly 
tact, which Randolph had not expected of him, rising 
again, laid his hand gently on the young man's shoulder. 

"Look here, lad," he said, with his pleasant smile; 
"don't you worry your head about the ways or doings of 
the Dornton family, or any of their friends. They 're a 
queer lot — including your humble servant. You 've done 
the square thing accordin' to your lights. You 've ridden 
straight from start to finish, with no jockeying, and I 
shan't forget it. There are only two m^w n\\\o \i^m^^\» 
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failed me when I trusted them. One was you when I gave 
you my portmanteau ; tlie other was Jack Eedhill when he 
stole it from you." 

He dropped back in his chair again, and laughed silently. 

**Then you did not fall overboard as they supposed," 
stammered Randolph at last. 

"Xot much I Hut the next thing to it. It wasn't the 
water that I took in that knocked me out, my lad, but 
something stronger. I was shanghaied." 

** Shanghaied I " repeated Randolph vacantly. 

"Yes, shanghaietll Hocused! Drugged at that gin- 
mill on the wharf by a lot of crimps, who, mistaking me 
for a better man, shoved me, blind drunk and helpless, 
down the steps into a boat, and out to a short-handed brig 
in the stream. When I ci\me to I was outside the Heads, 
pointed for Guayaquil. When tliey found they 'd cap- 
tured, not a poor Jack, but a man who *d trod a quarter- 
deck, who knew, and was known at every port on the trad- 
ing line, and who could make it hot for them, they were 
glad to compromise and set me ashore at Acapulco, and six 
weeks later I lauvled in 'Frisco.*' 

" Safe and sound, thank Heaven I '* said Randolph joy- 
ously. 

"Xot exactly, liv-l," said Captain Pomton grimly, "hut 
deaii and sat uihmi by the coroner, and my body comfortably 
K^xed up and on its way to England." 

'*Br.l that was nine mouths ago. What have you been 
doing since • Why didn't you declare yourself thent" 
said Rauviolph impatiently, a little irritated by the man's 
extreu.o iuditroronco. He really talked like an amused 
siH-oMtvT of Lis own nnsfortiinos. 

"S:t\uiy, lad, I kr.ow what you're going to say. I 
know a*', t'r.ar havpoucvl, R:;: tr.e tirst thing I found when 
I o^t -Viok was that the shar.giiai :n;s:ness had s^vetl my 
life: that but for ir.at I would have really been occupying 
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that box on its way to England, instead of the poor deyil 
who was taken for me.'' 

A cold tremor passed over Kandolph. Captain Domton, 
however, was tolerantly smiling. 

"I don't understand," said Randolph breathlessly. 

Captain Dornton rose and, walking to the door, looked 
out into the passage ; then he shut the door carefully and 
returned^ glancing about the room and at the storm- washed 
windows. "I thought I heard some one outside. I'm 
lying low just now, and only go out at night, for I don't 
want this thing blown before I 'm ready. Got anything 
to drink here ? '' 

Randolph replied by taking a decanter of whiskey and 
glasses from a cupboard. The captain filled his glass, and 
continued with the same gentle but exasperating noncha- 
lance, " Mind my smoking ? " 

"Not at all," said Randolph, pushing a cigar toward 
him. But the captain put it aside, drew from his pockst a 
short black qlay pipe, stuffed it with black "Cavendish plug," 
which he had first chipped off in the palm of his hand with 
a large clasp knife, lighted it, and took a few meditative 
whiffs. Then, glancing at Randolph's papers, he said, " I 'm 
not keeping you from your work, lad ? " and receiving a 
reply in the negative, puffed at his pipe and once more set- 
tled himself comfortably in his chair, with his dark, 
bearded profile toward Randolph. 

"You were saying just now you did n't understand," he 
went on slowly, without looking up; "so you must take 
your own bearings from what I 'm telling you. When I 
met you that night I had just arrived from Melbourne. I 
had been lucky in some trading speculations I had out there, 
and I had some bills with me, but no money except what 
I had tucked in the skin of that portmanteau and a few 
papers connected with my family at home. When a man 
lives the roving kind of life I have, he lea.iiv^ \»o Vfe^^ ^SS. 
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that lie cares for under his own hat, and is n't apt to blab 
to friends. But it got out in some way on the voyage that 
I had money, and as there was a mixed lot of * Sydney 
ducks ' and * ticket of leave men ' on board, it seems they 
hatched a nice little plot to waylay me on the wharf on 
landing, rob ?ne, and drop me into deep water. To make 
it seem less suspicious, they associated themselves with a 
lot of crimps who were on the lookout for our sailors, who 
were going ashore that night too. I 'd my suspicions that 
a couple of tliose men might be waiting for me at the end 
of the wliarf. I left the ship just a minute or two before 
the sailors did. Then I met you. That meeting, my lad, 
was my tirst step toward salvation. For the two men let 
yoii pass with my portmanteau, which they didn't recog- 
nize, as I knew they would me, and supposed 3'ou were a 
stranger, and lay low, waiting for me. I, who went into 
the gin-mill with the other sailors, was foolish enough to 
drink, and was drugged and crimped as they were. I 
had n't thought of that. A poor devil of a ticket of leave 
man, abinit my size, was knocked down for me, and," he 
added, suppressing a laugh, '*will be buried, deeply la- 
mented, in the clianoel uf Dornton Church. While the row 
was gtiing on, the skipper, fearing to lose other men, 
warped out into the stream, and so knew nothing of what 
happened to me. When they found what they thought 
was my hudy, he was willing to identify it in the hope that 
the crime might Ix* eliarged to the crimps, and so did the 
other sailor witnesses. lUit my brother l>ill, who had just 
arrived here from I'allao. where he had been hunting for 
me, hushed it u]i to prevent a scandal. All the same, Bill 
miirht liine known the boJy wasn't mine, even though he 
hadn't s- t.n me for years." 

"B.:: it was frightfully disfigured, so that even /, who 
saw y.'.i .'Illy once, could not liave sworn it was not you,* 
said K..:.dolph quickly. 
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"Humph ! " Baid Captain Dornton musingly. "Bill may 

Lave acted on the square — though he was in a d d 

hurry. " 

"But," said Randolph eagerly, "you will put an end to 
all this now. You will assert yourself. You have wit- 
nesses to prove your identity." 

"Steady, lad," said the captain, waving his pipe gently. 
**0f course I have. But" — he stopped, laid down his 
pipe, and put his hands doggedly in his pockets — " t6' it 
worth it ? " Seeing the look of amazement in Randolph's 
face, he laughed his low laugh, and settled himself back ii) 
his chair again. "No," he said quietly, "if it wasn't for 
my son, and what's due him as my heir, I suppose — I 
reckon I 'd just chuck the whole d d thing." 

"What!" said Randolph. "Give up the property, the 
title, the family honor, the wrong done to your reputation, 
the punishment"-^— He hesitated, fearing he had gone 
too far. 

Captain Dornton withdrew his pipe from his mouth with 
a gesture of caution, and holding it up, said: "Steady, lad. 
We '11 come to that by and by. As to the property and 
title, I cut and run from them ten years ago. To me they 
meant only the old thing — the life of a country gentle- 
man, the hunting, the shooting, tlie whole beastly business 
that the land, over there, hangs like a millstone round 
your neck. They meant all this to me, who loved adven- 
ture and the sea from my cradle. I cut the property, for 
I hated it, and I hate it still. If I went back I should 
hear the sea calling me day and night; I should feel the 
breath of the southwest trades in every wind that blew over 
that tight little island yonder; I should be always scenting 
the old trail, lad, the trail that leads straight out of tlie Gate 
to swoop down to the South Seas. Do you think a man 
who has felt his ship^s bows heave and plunge under liim in 
tbe long Pacific swell — just ahead of him a. ic^^l \>rt^^vi\.% 
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white into the In goon, and beyond a fence of feathery palms 
— cares to fi^llow hounds over gray hedges under a gray 
^ovc::.lvr sky \ And the society ? A man who 's got a 
speak:::.: ac|i:ainiauoe in every ]vrt from Acapulco to Mel- 
bx:ri:e, wh-j knows every vien and every longshoreman in it 
fr^:-::; a So:t:; Ar.ivrioan tUfi*A*t to a Samoan beach-comber's 
b::*. — vr:.;,: d \rs he want wi:h society J " He paused as 
K^:.:ol: h's eyes were f.xevl woiuleringly on the first sign 
of e:::;::.r. o:: !;:s woairier-beaie:: face, which seemed for a 
iii::::f:.: :o ji'.^w with i::e strri:j;:h and freshness of the sea, 
s::.l r'-LvV. n.i:-,:. wi::i a Liv.izi:: "You stare, lad. Well, for 
all :l.c IV :::::::< are ritV.er pr:::.; of their family, like as 
Er;: tl'.'fT': WAS >?:::e lvas:'y oil l>ii::sh pirate among them 
I ::■-*: ..^-\ -::■". I've c:: a tas:e •;: his bic-xl in me. But 
I :v :. , I .'*::if ..s "«.i,: as t."..iZ y^-« 

Itf l-v. -:.:v:. a::.: .Mr-ltssly -.ve:.: on: "As to the family 
h;:: :. I .:.::": >:t :1 a: :: -.vill Vr :.rl:>e i ;y my ripping up 
:! -• -v.. :e :'.:::j: a::: ivrliay*? s..:v.-i::^ tl.i: Bill was a little 
Sva: •>: ■ .:> ::. ::-::::::■ :.; :ut\ As :■; :uy repctation, that 
Wis ^- ■ :: t A : : i r I ! -: : : 1 . ; : .: -\ ■ v. .: : : I :: i .: r. * : c^vai the legal 
b-e : : : ' -- y v.- ; ,-. ;-.-.: ' . .: -. , l-i- : V -- :v-..: : 1: -- i r 1:^ ids about me. 
M;. :.i: --? V- l ^:'-iV ". -: vy '. :\; .:i:.\ u:.: :lier\e isn't a man, 
w : " .. ? ' . : T : : . : . A : 1 i: '• : v.'. ,: :: : v. : -t w^l .viine Bill in my 

■ V -: rv : s ,' * ' e '-v >. .^ -.v .- v. ! .1 v. : / " s;.i : .: K^n iolpb impul- 

Sl ■ :' ' ■ 

\ . .: "-/.:: \.\::\lv; A* ,-..■..'.> "■ :5i*:.l CytTCAin Domton 
Vl.i - ..'^ .v' -'l *"N-' 1 -tvi:. M 585 Ev-r^Ieigh, who 
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of the past which had escaped him, fixing his frank eyes 
upon Randolph. 

The young man recounted at some length the dinner 
party at DingwalPs, his conversation with Miss Eversleigh, 
and his interview with Sir William, but spoke little of Miss 
Avondale. To his surprise, the captain listened smilingly, 
and only said: "That was like Billy to take a rise out of 
you by pretending you were suspected. That 's his way — 
a little rough when you don't know him and he 's got a lit- 
tle grog amidships. All the same, I 'd have given some- 
thing to have heard him * running ' you, when all the while 
you had the biggest bulge on him, only neither of you knew 
if He laughed again, until Randolph, amazed at his lev- 
ity and indifference, lost his patience. 

"Do you know," he said bluntly, "that they don't be- 
lieve you were legally married ] " 

But Captain Dornton only continued to laugh, until, see- 
ing his companion's horrified face, he became demure. "I 
suppose Bill did n't, for Bill had sense enough to know that 
otherwise he would have to take a Ijack seat to Bobby. '^ 

" But did Miss Avondale know you were legally married, 
and that your son was the heir 1 " asked Randolph bluntly. 

"She had no reason to suspect otherwise, although we 
were married secretly. She was an old friend of my wife, 
not particularly of mine." 

Randolph sat back amazed and horrified. Those were 
her own words. Or was this man deceiving him as the 
others had? 

But the captain, eying him curiously, but still amusedly, 
added: "I even thought of bringing her as one of my wit- 
nesses, until " — 

" Until what ] " asked Randolph quickly, as he saw the 
captain had hesitated. 

"Until I found she wasn't to be trusted; until I found 
she was too thick with Bill," said the captaiw \A\xo^^ 
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"And now she 's gone to England with him and the hoy, 
I suppose she 41 make him come to terms." 

"Come to terms? " echoed Randolph. "I don't under- 
stand." Yet he had an instinctive fear that he did. 

"Well," said the captain slowly, "suppose she might pre- 
fer the chance of being the wife of a grown-up baronet to 
l)eing the governess of one who was only a minor? She's 
a cute girl," he added dryly. 

"But," said Randolph indignantly, "you have other wit- 
nesses, I hope." 

"Of course I have. I 've got the Spanish records now 
from the Callao priest, and they 're put in a safe place 
should anything happen to me — if anything could happen 
to a dead man!" lie added grimly. "These proofs were 
all I was waiting for before I made up my mind whether 
I should blow the whole thing, or let it slide." 

Randolph looked again with amazement at this strange 
man who seemed so indifferent to the claims of wealth, po- 
sition, and even to revenge. It seemed inconceivable, and 
yet he could not lielp being impressed with his perfect sin- 
cerity. He was relieved, however, when Captain Domton 
rose with apparent reluctance and put away his pipe. 

"Now look here, my lad, I 'm right glad to have over- 
hauled you again, whatever happened or is going to happen, 
and there 's my hand upon it ! Kow, to come to business. 
I 'm going over to England on this job, and I want you to 
come and lielp me." 

Randolph's heart lea])ed. The appeal revived all his old 
boyish enthusiasm, with his secret loyalty to the man be- 
fore him. }5ut he suddenly remembered his past illusions, 
and fur an instant he hesitated. 

"But the bank," he stammered, scarce knowing what to 
say. 

The captain smiled. "I will pay you better than the 
bank j and at the end of four months, in whatever way this 
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job turns out, if you still wish to return here, I will see 
that you are secured from any loss. Perhaps you may he 
able to get a leave of absence. But your real object must 
be kept a secret from every one. Not a word of my exist- 
ence or my purpose must be blown before I am ready. You 
and Jack Redhill are all that know it now." 

" But you have a lawyer ? '' said the surprised Randolph. 

"Not yet. I 'm my own lawyer in this matter until I 
get fairly under way. I 've studied the law enough to know 
that as soon as I prove that I 'm alive the case must go on 
on account of my heir, whether I choose to cry quits or not. 
And it 's just that that holds my hand." 

Randolph stared at the extraordinary man before him. 
For a moment, as the strange story of his miraculous escape 
and his still more wonderful indifference to it all recurred 
to his mind, he felt a doubt of the narrator's truthfulness 
or his sanity. But another glance at the sailor's frank eyes 
dispelled that momentary suspicion. He held out his ham? 
as frankly, and grasping Captain Dornton's, said, "I wiU 
go." 



Randolph's request for a four months' leave of absence 
was granted with little objection and no curiosity. He had 
acquired the confidence of his employers, and beyond Mr. 
Revelstoke's curt surprise that a young fellow on the road 
to fortune should sacrifice so much time to irrelevant travel, 
and the remark, "But you know your own business best," 
there was no comment. It struck the young man, however, 
that Mr. Dingwall's slight coolness on receiving the news 
might be attributed to a suspicion that he was following 
Miss Avondale, whom he had fancied Dingwall disliked, and 
he quickly made certain inquiries in regard to Miss Ever- 
sleigh and the possihility of his meeting her. As, without 
intending it, and to his o^yn surprise, he ac\\\e\^^^\^>\^*"«3L 
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80 doing, which Dingwall noted, he received a gracioas re- 
ply, and the suggestion that it was " quite proper " for him, 
on arriving, to send the young lady his card. 

Captain Dornton, under the alias of "Captain Johns," 
was ready to catch the next steamer to the Isthmus, and in 
two days they sailed. The voyage was uneventful, and if 
Randolph had expected any enthusiasm on the part of the 
captain in the mission on which he was now fairly launched, 
he would have been disappointed. Although his frankness 
was unchanged, he volunteered no confidences. It was evi» 
dent he was fully acquainted with the legal strength of hifl 
claim, yet he, as evidently, deferred making any plan of re- 
dress until he reached £nf;land. Of Miss Eversleigh he was 
more communicative. " You would have liked her better, 
my latl, if you hadn't l)een bewitched by the Avondale 
woman, for she is the whitest of the Dorntons." In vain 
Randolph protested truthfully, yet with an even more con- 
vincing color, that it had made no difference, and he heuL 
liked her. The captain laughed. " Ay, lad ! But she *8 
a poor orphan, with scarcely a hundred pounds a year, who 
lives with her guardian, an old clergyman. And yet," he 
added grimly, "there are only three lives between her and 
the property — mine, Bobby's, and Bill's — unless he 
should marry and have an heir." 

" The more reason why you should assert yourself and do 
what you can for her now,-' said Randolph eagerly. 

" Ay," returned the captain, with his usual laugh, " when 
she was a cliild I used to call her my little sweetheart, and 
gave her a ring, and I reckon I promised to many her, too, 
when sho grew up." 

The truthful Randolph would have told him of Miss 
Eversleigh 's gift, but unfortunately he felt himself again 
blushing, and foarful lest the captain would misconstrue his 
confusion, he sjud nothing. 

Except on this occasion, the captain talked with Bandolph 
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chiefly of his later past, — of voyages he had made, of places 
they were passing, and ports they visited. He spent much 
of the time with the oflBcers, and even the crew, over whom 
he seemed to exercise a singular power, and with whom he 
exhibited an odd freemasonry. To Randolph's eyes he ap- 
peared to grow in istrength and stature in the salt breath of 
the sea, and although he was uniformly kind, even affection- 
ate, to him, he was brusque to the other passengers, and at 
times even with his friends the sailors. Randolph sometimes 
"wondered how he would treat a crew of his own. He found 
some answer to that question in the captain's manner to 
Jack Redhill, the abstractor of the portmanteau, and his old 
shipmate, who was accompanying the captain in some de- ' 
pendent capacity, but who received his master's confidences 
and orders with respectful devotion. 

It was a cold, foggy morning, nearly two months later, 
that they landed at Plymouth. The English' coast had been 
a vague blank all night, only pierced, long hours apart, by 
dim star-points or weird yellow beacon flashes against the 
horizon. And this vagueness and unreality increased on 
landing, until it seemed to Randolph that they had slipped 
into a land of dreams. The illusion was kept up as they 
walked in the weird shadows through half-lit streets into a 
murky railway station throbbing with steam and sudden an- 
gry flashes in the darkness, and then drew away into what 
ought to have been the open country, but was only gray 
plains of mist against a lost horizon. Sometimes even the 
vague outlook was obliterated by passing trains coming from 
nowhere and slipping into nothingness. As they crept along 
with the day, without, however, any lightening of the opaque 
vault overhead to mark its meridian, there came at times a 
thinning of the gray wall on either side of the track, show- 
ing the vague bulk of a distant hill, the battlemented sky 
line of an old-time hall, or the spires of a cathedral, but al- 
ways melting back into the mist again as in a d^^aiKv. ^Tsv'stk. 
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vagiie stretches of gloom again, foggy stations obscaTed bj 
nebulous light and blurred and moving figures, and the black 
relief of a tunnel. Only once the captain, catching sight 
oi Randolph's awed face under the lamp of the smoking 
carriage, pave way lo his long, low laugh. "Jolly place, 
England — so very * Merrie. ' " And then they came to a 
commratively lighter, broader, and more brilliantly sig- 
naled tun ml tilled Avith people, and as they remained in it, 
Randolph was told it was London. With the sensation of 
beini: only half awake, he was guided and put into a cab 
by liis companion, and seemed to be completely roused only 
at tlie hotel. 

I: had Iven arnmged rhat Riindolph should first go down 
to Cl;i'Iir.^wor:h rectory an^i call on Miss Eversleigh, and, 
witV.our disci-^sirig his seer*;:, gather the latest news from 
lVr:;:o:i H.1II. only a few miles from Chilling worth. For 
this yur; -ose he had telegraphed to her that evening, and 
had rv oe i v e « l a rvl i ,1 1 r^- s; v :: st» . T he ne xt mom ing he arose 
early. a:i :. ii; s*^i:e -f :he g'.x^u;. in the glow of his youth- 
ful o::i:. •.:<:'.: e:i:ervd the lxdr\ 01:; ,^f the sleeping Captain 
l^'rr.:;::. a: I >:. > s. h:::: Vy t'.e s":-.:-:ller in lieu of the ac- 
V-:.- i^. s;iyi:^:: • K:se, SirJoh:; IV::::.-:" 

r.>: .v.y:j,:v.. .*. l:g..: >',<:- vr. a'v.ke '.r-ickly. "Thank 
y ; ■: . v.: y ". 1 1 . .1 1 1 : .-. e >.i : :: e . : '. .0 v. ^ ':; 1 do :: " : kr.o w t hat I 'm 
•: . : : : e ^: -. i y y ^ : : ,« : ■.: - . I le :: y : ■ ^ : 1 . .1: kind of piping. 
T. -Tf s .". :■:::-::: 0' i s.'. iVj: ::: the :A::'.:ly :;-.ar only once in 
I ' .:" i:v'.l ^;-:vs :' c vlLs: <::: <":•:<:•: -is. Th-t 's why Bill 
w.i< > :■ .. v>."v, I rv.'x ::. We.. - 

. ' \ : I r: .■.: :- C •.■'.::•.-.•.■..::".: :o begin the cam- 
j*""^"'. <. . ii. ■. v. :..■.'.■.* ».ecT*.v. 

- .V :;■..:■■ -y, v. ;..i:e'. -:r >.i ";>"<. Clap a stop- 
•vr ■ • .: ■ . >. : .u". v/^ .,r.i :;.-:;. I 'm glad you 
V. V > ■ . . : 1. i ". : ^^ a'.: y '. :o l.kc '.tr so much as to 
f::.?:: " .-.:stl: jl:..; ^.•. v: :::;* JL^^J^v." 
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Half an hour out of London the fog grew thinner, break- 
ing into lace-like shreds in the woods as the train sped by, 
or expanding into lustrous tenuity above him. Although 
the trees were leafless, there was some recompense in the 
glimpses their l>are boughs afforded of clustering chimneys 
and gables nestling in ivy. An infinite repose had been laid 
upon the landscape with the withdrawal of the fog, as of a 
veil lifted from the face of a sleeper. All his boyish dreams 
of the mother country came back to him in the books he had 
read, and re-peopled the vast silence. Even the rotting 
leaves that lay thick in the crypt-like woods seemed to him 
the dead laurels of its past heroes ai\d. sages. Quaint old- 
time villages, thatched roofs, the ever-recurring square tow- 
ers of church or hall, the trim, ordered parks, tiny streams 
crossed by heavy stone bridges much too large for them - — 
all these were only pages of those books whose leaves he 
seemed to be turning over. Two hours of this fancy, and 
then the train stopped at a station within a mile or two of 
a bleak headland, a beacon, and the gray wash of a pewter- 
colored sea, where a hilly village street climbed to a Norman 
church tower and the ivied gables of a rectory. 

Miss Eversleigh, dignifiedly tall, but youthfully frank, 
as he remembered her, was waiting to drive him in a pony 
trap to the rectory. A little pink, with suppressed con- 
sciousness and the responsibilities of presenting a stranger 
guest to her guardian, she seemed to Handolph more charm- 
ing than ever. 

But her first word of news shocked and held him breath- 
less. Bobby, the little orphan, a frail exotic, had suc- 
cumbed to the Northern winter. A cold caught in New 
STork had developed into pneumonia, and he died on the 
passage. Miss Avondale, although she had received marked 
attention from Sir William, returned to America in the 
<same ship. 

"I really don't think she was quite as di^NoXi^^ \aJ|m 
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poor child as all that, you know, " she continued with iniio* 
cent frankness, " and Cousin Bill was certainly most kind to 
them both, yet there really seemed to be some coolness be- 
tween lliem after the child's death. But," she added sud- 
denly, for the first time observing her companion's evident 
distress, and coloring in confusion, "I beg your pardon — 
I *ve been horribly rude and heartless. I dare say the poor 
boy was very dear to you, and of course Miss Avondale was 
your friend. Please forgive me I '■ 

Randolph, intent only on that catastrophe which seemed 
to wreck all Captain I>ornton's hopes and blunt his only 
purpose for declaring himself, hurriedly reassured her, yet 
was not sorry his agitation had been misunderstood. And 
what was to be done ? There was no train back to London 
for four hours. He dare not telegraph, and if he did, could 
he trust to his strange j^tron's wise conduct under the first 
shock of this news to his present vacillating purpose t He 
could only wait. 

Luckily for his ungallant abstraction, they were speedily 
at the rectory, where a warm welcome from Mr. Brunton, 
Sibyl's guardian, and his family forced him to recover him- 
self, ami showed him that the story of his devotion to John 
Dornt(m had suffered nothing from Miss Eversleigh's recital. 
Distraught and anxious as he was, he could not resist the 
young girl's offer after luncheon to show him the church 
with the vault of the Porntons and the tablet erected to 
John Doniton, and, later, the Hall, only two miles distant. 
But here Randolph hesitated. 

"I would rather not call on Sir AYilliam to-day," he 
said. 

" Ynu need not. He is over at the horse show at Fern 
Dyke, and won't l>e back till late. And if he has been for- 
gathering with his boon companions he won't be very plea 
sant company." 

" Sibyl I " said the rector in good-humored protest. 
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"Oh, Mr. Trent has had a little of Cousin Bill's convivial 
manners before novy," said the young girl vivaciously, "and 
is n't shocked. But we can see the Hall from the park on 
our way to the station.'' 

Even in his anxious preoccupation he could see that the 
church itself was a quaint and wonderful preservation of the 
past. For four centuries it had been sacred to the tombs of 
the Dorntons and their efhg-es in brass and marble, yet, as 
Randolph glanced at the stately sarcophagus of the unknown 
ticket of leave man, its complacent absurdity, combined 
with his nervousness, made him almost hysterical. Yet 
again, it seemed to him tliat something of the mystery and 
inviolability of the past now invested that degraded dust, 
and it would be an equal impiety to disturb it. Miss Ever- 
sleigh, again believing his agitation caused by the memory 
of his old patron, tactfully hurried him away. Yet it was 
a more bitter thought, I fear, that not only were his lips 
sealed to his charming companion on the subject in which 
they could sympathize, but his anxiety prevented him from 
availing himself of that interview to exchange the lighter 
confidences he had eagerly looked forward to. It seemed 
cruel tliat he was debarred this cliance of knitting their 
friendship closer by another of those accidents that had 
brought them together. And he was aware that his gloomy 
abstraction was noticed by her. At first she drew herself 
up in a certain proud reserve, and then, perhaps, his own 
nervousness infecting her in turn, he was at last terrified to 
observe that, as she stood before the tomb, her clear gray 
eyes filled with tears. 

"Oh, please don't do that — there^ Miss Eversleigh," he 
burst out impulsively. 

"I was thinking of Cousin Jack," she said, a little star- 
tled at his abruptness. " Sometimes it seems so strange that 
he is dead — I scarcely can believe it." 

"I meant," stammered liandolph, "that \\e \s mwokV^^^^ 
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y.'i^ — 7": "sLT,-.-^ " — r-rr rrrTT ilr:-:*: £Tfterical again as he 
:;.-,.;•:.: .: ::.*: liT^aiL lyii-r ::.eenuliT in his bed at the 
!.->:. — "::...:. ":.a:::rr :":-ir; joi or I," he added bitterly; 
••::---: >. — I ll-:!:-, :: t^itTes ilc a^:. to see \fOH grieve, you 

M.-> Ev-::r>:^-i. -iii li-.f kno-w. t-ut ibere was enough sin- 
cfrriv.- >,:. i rei: f-riii.L* iii ::.- y- ;::? fellow's Toice and eyes 
to i:.i>:-; :.*:: c.I'.r iliti-tly axid L'lrry him away to a locality 
]*:-.-. f : i ■: :: :. t v. i : ii e ir. i.t io ns. In a f r w mom ents they en- 
\A::t-A •.:;*: jkik. and the oli Ha-1 r<'=^ before them. It vM 
a ;;:;':.: T :'ior ho!is* of muliioned windows, traceries, and 
lAltJer:.*-!;*.-:: of stately towers, moss-grown balustrades, and 
fclat ':*.'=■ 'Jirkeiiiiig with the fog thai was already hiding the 
arj^;ier and wings of it? huge bulk. A peacock spread its 
o«l^ijtatio".s tail on the bread stone steps before the ]X)rtal; 
a lii;/ljt of rooks fruni llie leafless elms rose above its stacked 
and twi.-ted cliinineys. After all, how little had this stately 
incarnation of tlje vested rights and sacred* tenures of the 
pa-t in common with the laugbing rover he had left in Lou- 
don that morning! And thinking of the destinies that the 
c;iptain lield ^a lightly in his hand, and perhaps not a little 
of the al>>urdity of his own position to the confiding young 
girl beside him, for a moment he half hated him. 

'J'he fog de<'fKMied as they reached the station, and, as it 
seenK'd tc; Kandolph, made their parting still more vague 
and indifiiiite, and it was with difliculty that he could re- 
8pon<l to the young girl's frank hope that he would soon 
return to them. Yet he half resolved that he would not 
until lie could tell her all. 

Neveitlielcss, as the train crept more and more slowly, 
with halting signals, toward London, he buoyed himself up 
with the hope that (.'aptain Dornton would still try conclu- 
sions for his patrimony, or at least come to some compromise 
by whirh he might be restored to his rank and name. But 
upon these ho])e6 the vision of that great house settled firmly 
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upon its lands, held there in perpetuity by the dead and 
stretched-out hands of those that lay beneath its soil, always 
obtruded itself. Then the fog deepened, and the crawling 
train came to a dead stop at the next station. The whole 
■ line was blocked. Four precious hours were hopelessly 
lost. 

Yet despite his impatience, he reentered London with the 
same dazed semi- consciousness of feeling as on the night he 
had first arrived. There seemed to have been no interim ; 
his visit to the rectory and Hall, and even his fateful news, 
were only a dream. He drove througli the same shadow to 
the hotel, was received by the same halo-encircled lights 
that had never been put out. After glancing through the 
halls and reading room he hurriedly made his way to his 
companion's. room. The captain was not there. He quickly 
summoned the waiter. The gentleman? Yes; Captain 
Dornton had left with his servant, Redhill, a few hours 
after Mr. Trent went away. He had left no message. 

Again condemned to wait in inactivity, Randolph tried to 
resist a certain uneasiness that was creeping over him, by 
attributing the captain's absence to some unexpected legal 
consultation or the gathering of evidence, his prolonged de- 
tention being due to the same fog that had delayed his own 
train. But he was somewhat surprised to find that the cap- 
tain had ordered his luggage into the porter's care in the 
hall below before leaving, and that nothing remained in his 
room but a few toilet articles and the fateful portmanteau. 
TJie hours passed slowly. Owing to that perpetual twilight 
in which he had passed the day, there seemed no perceptible 
flight of time, and at eleven o'clock, the captain not arriv- 
ing, he determined to wait in the latter's room so as to be 
sure not to miss him. Twelve o'clock boomed from an ad- 
jacent invisible steeple, but still he came not. Overcome 
by the fatigue and excitement of the day, Randolph con- 
cluded to lie down in lis clothes on tl[ie ca\^VA\iv' ^ \^^ ^<^H> 
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I am afraid Randolph thought more of the simple-minded 
girl who, in the midst of her excitement, turned to him half 
unconsciously, than he did of Sir William. Had it not been 
for the necessity of seeing the captain, he would probably 
have taken the next train to the rectory. Perhaps he might 
later. He thought little of Sir William's illness, and was 
inclined to accept the young girl's naive suggestion of its 
cause. He read and reread the letter, staring at the large, 
grave, childlike handwriting — so like herself — and obey- 
ing a sudden impulse, raised the signature, as gravely as if 
it had been her hand, to his lips. 

Still the day advanced and the captain came not. Ran- 
dolph found the inactivity insupportable. He knew not 
where to seek him ; he had no more clue to his resorts or his 
friends — if, indeed, he had any in London — than he had 
after their memorable first meeting in San Francisco. He 
might, indeed, be the dupe of an impostor, who, at the 
eleventh hour, had turned craven and fled. He might be, 
in the captain's indifference, a mere instrument set aside at 
his pleasure. Yet he could take advantage of Miss Ever- 
sleigh's letter and seek her, and confess everything, and ask 
her advice. R was a great and at the moment it seemed 
to him an overwhelming temptation. But only for the 
moment. He had given his word to the captain — more, 
he had given his youthful /at^A. And, to his credit, he 
never swerved again. It seemed to him, too, in his youth- 
ful superstition, as he looked at the abandoned portmanteau, 
that he had again to take up his burden — his " trust. " 

It was nearly four o'clock when the spell was broken. A 
large packet, bearing the printed address of a London and 
American bank, was brought to him by a special messenger; 
but the written direction was in the captain's hand. Ran- 
dolph tore it open. It contained one or two inclosures, 
which he hastily put aside for the letter, two pages of fools- 
cap, which he read breathlessly : — 
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1>KAK Thknt, — Don't worry your head if I have slipped 
i«y rablo without tolling you. I 'm all right, only I got the 
nows you rti*o bringing mo, Just after you lefty by Jack 
luulhill, whom 1 had sont to Dornton Hall to see how the 
land lay tho night U^foro. It was not that I didn't trust 
fA>(r» Imt /<f' had ways of gotling news that you wouldn't 
sUk^P to. You can guoss, from what I have told you already, 
I hat, now Iv^bhy is gone, ihoro 's nothing to keep me here, 
auvl I *ni following my own idea of letting the whole blasted 
thiuj; s'.ido. 1 only worked this racket for the sake of him. 
I *;v. s.^vry for him, but I suinn^e the poor little beggar 
iVv.M*./: stand these sunless, I Tod-fors;\ken longitudes any 
xv,oiv ::',i:i I vvuld. besides ti:a:, as I did n't want to trust 
Av.\ '..ov\s'r \**::i :iiy seer^:, I v.. y self had hunted up some 
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Dornton Hall. I timed myself to get there about the hour 
you left, to keep out of sight until I knew he was returning 
from the horse show, and to waylay him alone and have our 
little talk without witnesses. I dare n't go to the Hall, for 
some of the old servants might recognize me. 

I went down there with Jack Redhill, and we separated 
at the station. I hung around in the fog. I even saw you 
pass with Sibyl in the dogcart, but you didn't see me. I 
knew the place, and just where to hide where I could have 
the chance of seeing him alone. But it was a beastly job 

waiting there. I felt like a d d thief instead of a man 

who was simply visiting his own. Yet, you may n't believe 
me, lad, but I hated the place and all it meant more than 
ever. Then, by and by, I heard him coming. I had 
arranged it all with myself to get into the yew hedge, and 
step out as he came to the garden entrance, and as soon as 
he recognized me to get him round the terrace into the sum- 
mer house, where we could speak without danger. 

I heard the groom drive away to the stable with the cart, 
and, sure enough, in a minute he came lurching along toward 
the garden door. He was mighty unsteady on his pins, and 
I reckon he was more than half full, which was a bad look- 
out for our confab. But I calculated that the sight of me, 

when I slipped out, would sober him. And, by , it did ! 

For his eyes bulged out of his head and got fixecj there ; his 
jaw dropped; he tried to strike at me with a hunting crop 
he was carrying, and then he uttered an ungodly yell you 
might have heard . the station, and dropped down in his 
tracks. I had just time to slip back into the hedge again 
before the groom came driving back, and then all hands were 
piped, and they took him into the house. 

And of course the game was up, and I lost my only 
chance, I was thankful enough to get clean away without 
discovering myself, and I have to trust now to the fact of 
"Bill's being drunk, and thinking it was m'jf ^\vo^\. \>My.\» V^ 
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that he had money enough without touching the Dornton 
estates. 

For a long time he sat with these sole evidences of the 
reality of his experience in his hands, a prey to a thousand 
surmises and conflicting thoughts. Was he the self-deceived 
disciple of a visionary, a generous, unselfish, but weak man, 
whose eccentricity passed even the bounds of reason ? Who 
would believe the captain's story or the captain's motives? 
Who compreliend his strange quest and its stranger and 
almost ridiculous termination ? Even if the seal of secrecy 
were removed in after years, what had he, Randolph, to 
show in corroboration of his patron's claim? 

Then it occurred to him that there was no reason why he 
should not go down to the rectory and see Miss Eversleigh 
again under pretense of inquiring after the luckless baronet, 
whose title and fortune had, nevertheless, been so strangely 
preserved. He began at once his preparations for the jour- 
ney, and was nearly ready when a servant entered with a 
telegram. Randolph's heart leaped. The captain had sent 
him news — perhaps had changed his mind ! He tore off 
the yellow cover, and read, — 

Sir William died at twelve o'clock without recovering 
consciousness. S. Eversleigh. 

VI 

Eor a moment Randolph gazed at the dispatch with a 
half-hysterical laugh, and then became as suddenly sane and 
cool. One thought alone was uppermost in his mind; the 
captain could not liave heard this news yet, and if he was 
still within reach, or accessible by any means whatever, how- 
ever determined his purpose, he must know it at once. The 
only clue to his whereabouts was the Victoria Docks. But 
that was something. In another moment Randolph was in 
the lower hall, had learned the quickest way of reaching the 
docks, and plunged into the street. 
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The fog here swooped down, and to the embarrassment of 
his mind was added the obscurity of light and distance, 
which halted him after a few hurried steps, in utter per- 
plexity. Indistinct figures were here and there approaching 
him out of nothingness and melting away again into the 
greenish gray chaos. He was in a busy thoroughfare.; he 
could hear the slow trample of hoofs, the dull crawling of 
vehicles, and the warning outcries of a traffic he could not 
see. Trusting rather to his own speed than that of a halt- 
ing conveyance, he blundered on until he reached the rail- 
way station. A short but exasperating journey of impulses 
and hesitations, of detonating signals and warning whistles, 
and he at last stood on the docks, beyond him a vague bulk 
or two, and a soft, opaque flowing wall — the river ! 

But one steamer had left that day — the Dom Pedro, for 
the River Plate — two hours before, but until the fog thick- 
ened, a quarter of an hour ago, she could be seen, so his in- 
formant said, still lying, with steam up, in midstream. Yes, 
it was still possible to board her. But even as the boatman 
spoke, and was leading the way toward the landing steps, 
the fog suddenly lightened ; a soft salt breath stole in from 
the distant sea, and a veil seemed to be lifted from the face 
of the gray waters. The outlines of the two shores came 
back ; the spars of nearer vessels showed distinctly, but the 
space where tlie huge hulk had rested was empty and void. 
There was a trail of something darker and more opaque than 
fog itself lying near the surface of the water, but the Dom 
Pedro was a mere speck in the broadening distance. 

A bright sun and a keen easterly wind were revealing the 
curling ridges of the sea beyond the headland when Kan- 
dolph again passed the gates of Dornton Hall on his way to 
the rectory. Now, for the first time, he was able to see 
clearly the outlines of that spot which had seemed to him 
only a misty dream, and even in his preoccupation he was 
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struck by its grave beauty. The leafless limes and elms in 
the park grouped themselves as part of the picturesque de- 
tails of the Hall they encompassed, and the evergreen slope 
of firs and larches rose as a background to the gray battle- 
ments, covered with dark green ivy, whose rich shadows 
were brought out by the unwonted sunshine. With a half- 
repugnant curiosity he had tried to identify the garden en- 
trance and the fateful yew hedge the captain had spoken of 
as he passed. But as quickly he fell liack upon the resolu- 
tion he had taken in coming there — to dissociate his secret, 
his experience, and his responsibility to his patron from his 
relations to Sibyl Eversleigh; to enjoy her companionship 
without an obtruding thought of the strange circumstances 
that had brought them together at first, or the stranger for- 
tune that had later renewed their acquaintance. He had 
resolved to think of her as if she had merely passed into his 
life in the casual ways of society, with only her personal 
charms to set her apart from others. Why should his ex- 
clusive possession of a secret — which, even if confided to 
her, would only give her needless and hopeless anxiety — 
debar them from an exchange of those other confidences of 
youth and sympathy ? Why could he not love her and yet 
withhold from her the knowledge of her cousin's existence? 
So he had determined to make the most of his opportunity 
during his brief holiday ; to avail himself of her naive invi- 
tation, and even of what he dared sometimes to think was 
her predilection for his companionship. And if, before he 
left, he had acquired a right to look forward to a time when 
her future and his should be one — but here his glowing 
fancy was abruptly checked by his arrival at the rectory 
door. 

Mr. Brunton received him cordially, yet with a slight 
business preoccupation and a certain air of importance that 
stnick him as peculiar. Sibyl, he informed him, was en- 
gaged at that moment with some friends vjYio Yvsl^ coxc^^ q^«- 
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from the Hall. Mr. Trent would understand that there was 
a great deal for her to do — in her present position. Won- 
dering why she should be selected to do it instead of older 
and more experienced persons, Randolph, however, eon- 
tented himself with inquiries regarding the details of Sir 
William's seizure and death. He learned, as he expected, 
that nothing whatever was known of the captain's visit, 
nor was there the least suspicion that the baronet's attack 
was the result of any predisposing emotion. Indeed, it 
seemed more possible that his medical attendants, knowing 
something of his late excesses and their effect upon his con- 
stitution, preferred, for the sake of avoiding scandal, to 
attribute the attack to long-standing organic disease. 

Randolph, who had already determined, as a forlorn hope, 
to write a cautious letter to the captain (informing him 
briefly of the news without betraying his secret, and directed 
to the care of the consignees of the Dom Pedro in Brazil, 
by the next post), was glad to be able to add this medical 
opinion to relieve his patron's mind of any fear of having 
hastened his brother's death by his innocent appearance. 
But here the entrance of Sibyl Eversleigh with her friends 
drove all else from his mind. 

She looked so tall and graceful in her black dress, which 
set off her dazzling skin, and, with her youthful gravity, 
gave to her figure the charming maturity of a young widow, 
that he was for a moment awed and embarrassed. But he 
experienced a relief when she came eagerly toward him in 
all her old girlish frankness, and with even something of 
yearning expectation in her gray eyes. 

"It was so good of you to come," she said. "I thought 
you would imagine how I was feeling" — She stopped, as 
if she were conscious, as Randolph was, of a certain chill of 
unresponsiveness in the company, and said in an undertone, 
"Wait until we are alone." Then, turning with a slight 
color and a pretty dignity toward her friends, she contin- 
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ned: "Lady Ashbrook, this is Mr. Trent, an old friend of 
both my cousins when they were in America. " 

In spite of the gracious response of the ladies, Randolph 
was aware of their critical scrutiny of J)oth himself and Miss 
Eversleigh, of the exchange of significant glances, and a 
certain stiflPness in her guardian's manner. It was quite 
enough to affect Randolph's sensitiveness and bring out his 
own reserve. 

Fancying, however, that his reticence disturbed Miss 
Eversleigh, he forced himself to converse with Lady Ash- 
brook — avoiding many of her pointed queries as to himself, 
his acquaintance with Sibyl, and the length of time he ex- 
pected to stay in England — and even accompanied her to 
her carriage. And here he was rewarded by Sibyl running 
out with a crape veil twisted round her throat and head, 
and the usual femininely forgotten final message to her -vis- 
itor. As the carriage drove away, she turned to Randolph, 
and said quickly, — 

"Let us go in by way of the garden." 

It was a slight detour, but it gave them a few moments 
alone. 

"It was so awful and sudden," she said, looking gravely 
at Randolph, "and to think that only an hour before I had 
been saying unkind things of him! Of course," she added 
naively, " they were true, and tlie groom admitted to me 
that the mare was overdriven and Sir William could hardly 
stand. And only to think of it! he never recovered com- 
plete consciousness, but muttered incoherently all the time. 
I was with him to the last, and he never said a word I could 
understand — only once. " 

" What did he say 1 " asked Randolph uneasily. 

"I don't like to say — it was too dreadful ! " 

Randolph did not press her. Yet, after a pause, she said 
in a low voice, with a naivete impossible to describe, "It 
was, ' Jack, damn you ! ' " 



84 TRENT'S TRUST 

He did not dare to look at her, even with this grim 
mingling of farce and tragedy which seemed to invest every 
scene of that sordid drama. Miss Eversleigh continued 
gravely; "The groom's name was Robert, but Jack might 
have been the name of one of his boon companions.'' 

Convinced that she suspected nothing, yet in the lix)pe of 
changing the subject, Randolph said quietly: "I thought 
your guardian perhaps a little less frank and communicative 
to-day. " 

" Yes, " said the young girl suddenly, with a certain im- 
patience, and yet in half apology to her companion, "of 
course. He — they — all and everybody — are much more 
concerned and anxious about my new position than I am. 
It 's perfectly dreadful — this thinking of it all the time, 
arranging everything, criticising everything in reference to 
it, and the poor man who is the cause of it all not yet at 
rest in his grave! The whole thing is inhuman and un- 
christian ! " 

"I don't understand," stammered Randolph vaguely. 
" What is your new position ? What do you mean ? " 

The girl looked up in his face with surprise. "WTiy, 
did n't you know ? I 'm the next of kin — I 'm the heiress 
— and will succeed to the property in six months, when I 
am of age." 

In a flash of recollection Randolph suddenly recalled the 
captain's words, "There are only three lives between her 
and the property." Their meaning had barely touched his 
comprehension before. She was the heiress. Yes, save for 
the captain ! 

She saw the change, the wonder, even the dismay, in hie 
face, and her own brightened frankly. "It's so good to 
find one who never thought of it, who had n*t it before him 
as the chief end for which I was born ! Yes, I was the 
next of kin after dear Jack died and Bill succeeded, but 
there was every chance that he would marry and have as 
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heir. And yet the moment he was taken ill that idea was 
uppermost in my guardian's mind, good man as he is, and 
even forced upon me. If this — this property had come 
from poor Cousin Jack, whom I loved, there would have 
been something dear in it as a memory or a gift, but from 
him, whom I couldn't bear — I know it 's wicked to talk 
that way, but it 's simply dreadful! " 

"And yet," said Randolph, with a sudden seriousness he 
could not control, " I honestly believe that Captain Dornton 
would be perfectly happy — yes, rejoiced ! — if he knew the 
property had come to yow." 

There was such an air of conviction, and, it seemed to 
the simple girl, even of spiritual insighj, in his manner that 
her clear, handsome eyes rested wonderingly on his. 

" Do you really think so ? " she said thoughtfully. " And 
yet he knows that I am like him. Yes," she continued, 
answering Randolph's look of surprise, "I am just like him 
in that. / loathe and despise the life that this thing would 
condemn me to; / hate all that it means, and all that it 
binds me to, as he used to ; and if I could, / would cut and 
run from it as he did." 

She spoke with a determined earnestness and warmth, so 
unlike her usual grave naivete that he was astonished. There 
was a flush. on her cheek and a frank fire in her eye that re- 
minded, him strangely of the captain; and yet she had em- 
phasized her words with a little stamp of her narrow foot 
and a gesture of her hand that was so untrained and girlish 
that he smiled, and said, with perliaps the least touch of 
bitterness in his tone, " But you will get over that when 
you come into the property." 

"I suppose I shall," she returned, with an odd lapse to 
her former gravity and submissiveness. " That 's what 
they all tell me." 

"You will be independent and your own mistress," he 
added. 
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I could do no other. I could not live and do anything but 
that, and you might have known it. But I have not found 
him here as I hoped I should, though perhaps it was a fool- 
ish hope of mine, and I am coming to you to help me seek 
him, for he must he found. You know I want to keep his 
and your secret, and therefore the only one I can turn to 
for assistance and counsel is you. 

You are wondering how I know what I do. Two months 
ago / (jot a letter from him — the strangest, quaintest, and 
yet the kindest letter — exactly like himself and the way 
he used to talk! He had just heard of his brother's death, 
and congratulated me on coming into the property, and said 
he was now perfectly happy, and should keep dead, and 
never, never come to life again; that he never thought 
things would turn out as splendidly as they had — for Sir 
William might have had an heir — and that now he should 
really die happy. He said something about everything 
being legally right, and that I could do what I liked with 
the property. As if that would satisfy me ! Yet it was all 
so sweet and kind, and so like dear old Jack, that I cried 
all night. And then I resolved to come here, where his 
letter was dated from. Luckily I was of age now, and could 
do as I liked, and I said I wanted to travel in South Amer- 
ica and California ; and I suppose they did n't think it very 
strange that I should use my liberty in that way. Some 
said it was quite like a Dornton ! I knew something of Cal- 
lao from your friend Miss Avondale, and could talk about 
it, which impressed them. So I started off with only a 
maid — my old nurse. I was a little frightened at first, 
when I eanie to think whai I was doing,- but everybody was 
very kind, and I really feel quite independent now. So, 
you see, a girl may be independent, after all! Of course I 
shall see ]\Ir. Dingwall in San Francisco, but he need not 
know anything more than that I am traveling for pleasure. 
And I may go to the Sandwich Islands or Sydney, if I think 
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he is there. Of course I have had to use some money — 
some of his rents — but it shall be paid back. I will tell 
you everything about my plans when I see you. 
Yours faithfully, 

Sibyl Eversleigh. 
P. S. Why did you let me cry over that man's tomb in 
the church] 

Randolph looked again at the date, and then hurriedly 
consulted the shipping list. She was due in ten days. Yet, 
delighted as he was with that prospect, and touched as he 
had been with her courage and naive determination, after 
his first joy he laid the letter down with a sigh. For what- 
ever was his ultimate ambition, he was still a mere salaried 
clerk; whatever was her self-sacrificing purpose, she was 
still the rich heiress. The seal of secrecy had been broken, 
yet the situation remained unchanged ; their association must 
still be dominated by it. And he shrank from the thought 
of making her girlish appeal to him for help an opportunity 
for revealing his real feelings. 

This instinct was strengthened by the somewhat formal 
manner in. which Mr. Dingwall announced her approaching 
visit. "Miss Eversleigh will stay with Mrs. Dingwall while 
she is here, on account of her — er — position, and the fact 
that she is without a chaperon. Mrs. Dingwall will, of 
course, be glad to receive any friends Miss Eversleigh would 
like to see." 

Randolph frankly returned that Miss Eversleigh had writ- 
ten to him, and that he would be glad to present himself. 
Nothing more was ^aid, but as the days passed he could not 
help noticing that, in proportion as Mr. Dingwall's manner 
became more stiff and ceremonious, Mr. Eevelstoke's usually 
crisp, good-humored suggestions grew more deliberate, and 
Randolph found himself once or twice the subject of the 
president's penetrating but smiling scrutiny. And tha da.^ 
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ney with hiln to recover Lis claim, establish his identity, 
and, as Kandolph had hoped, restore to her that member of 
the family wliom she had most cared for. He recounted 
the captain's liesitation on arriving; his own journey to the 
rectory ; the news she had given him ; tbe reason of his sin- 
gular behavior ; his return to London ; and the second dis- 
appearance of the captain. He read to her the letter he had 
received from him, and told her of his hopeless chase to the 
docks only to find him gone. She listened to him breath- 
lessly, with varying color, with an occasional outburst of 
pity, or a strange shining of the eyes, that sometimes be- 
came clouded and misty, and at the conclusion with a calm 
and grave paleness. 

"But," she said, "you should have told me all." 

"It was not my secret," he pleaded. 

"You should have trusted me." 

"But the captain had trusted ?we." 

She looked at him witli grave wonder, and then said 
with her old directness: "But if I had been told such a 
secret affecting you, I should have told you." She stopped 
suddenly, seeing his eyes fixed on her, and dropped her own 
lids with a slight color. "I mean," she said hesitatingly, 
"of course you have acted nobly, generously, kindly, wisely 
— but I hate secrets! Oh, why cannot one be always 
frank T' 

A wild idea seized Randolph. "But I have another se- 
cret — you have not guessed — and I have not dared to tell 
you. Do you wish me to be frank now?" 

" \Yhy not ? " she said simply, but she did not look up. 

Then he told her! But, strangest of all, in spite of his 
fears and convictions, it flowed easily and naturally as a part 
of his other secret, with an eloquence he had not dreamed 
of before. But when he told her of his late position and 
his prospects, she raised her eyes to his for the first time, 
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yet without withdrawing her hand from his, and said re- 
proachfully, -^ 

"Yet but for that you would never have told me." 

" How could 1 1 " he returned eagerly. " For but for that 
how could I helg you to carry out your trust % How could 
I devote myself to your plans, and enable you to carry them 
out without touching a dollar of that inheritance which you 
believe to be wrongfully yours % " 

Then, with his old boyish enthusiasm, he sketched a 
glowing picture of their future: how they would keep the 
Dornton property intact until the captain was found and 
communicated with ; and how they would cautiously collect 
all the information accessible to find him until such time as 
Randolph's fortunes would enable them both to go on a 
voyage of discovery after him. And in the midst of this 
prophetic forecast, which brought them so closely together 
that she was enabled to examine his watch chain, she 
said, — 

"I see you have kept Cousin Jack's ring. Did he ever 
see it?" 

"He told me he had given it to you as his little sweet- 
heart, and that he " — 

There was a singular pause here. 

"He never did that — at least, not in that way!" said 
Sybil Eversleigh. 

And, strangely enough, the optimistic Randolph's pro- 
phecies came true. He was married a month later to Sibyl 
Eversleigh, Mr. Dingwall giving away the bride. He and 
his wife were able to keep their trust in regard to the pro- 
perty, for, without investing a dollar of it in the bank, the 
mere reputation of his wife's wealth brought him a flood of 
other investors and a confidence which at once secured hia 
success. In two years he was able to take his wife on a six 
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months' holiday to Europe via Australia, but of the details 
of that holiday no one knew. It is, however, on record 
that ten or twelve years ago Dornton Hall, which had been 
leased or unoccupied for a long time, was refitted for the 
heiress, her husband, and their children during a brief occu- 
pancy, and that in that period extensive repairs were made 
*o the interior of the old Norman church, and much atten- 
tion given to the redecoration and restoration of its ancient 
tombs. 



MR. MACGLOWRIE'S WIDOW 



MR. MACGLOWRIE'S WIDOW 

Veby little was known of her late husband, yet that lit- 
tle was of a sufficiently awe-inspiring character to satisfy' the 
curiosity of Laurel Spring. A man of unswerving animosity 
and candid belligerency, untempered by any human weak- 
ness, he had been actively engaged as survivor in two or 
three blood feuds in Kentucky, and some desultory dueling, 
only to succumb, through the irony of fate, to an attack of 
fever and ague in San Francisco. Gifted with a fine sense 
of humor, he is said, in his last moments, to have called the 
simple-minded clergyman to his bedside to assist him in put- 
ting on his boots. The kindly divine, although pointing 
out to him that he was too weak to rise, much less walk, 
could not resist the request of a dying man. When it was 
fulfilled, Mr. MacGlowrie crawled back into bed with the 
remark that his race had always "died with their boots on," 
and so passed smilingly and tranquilly away. 

It is probable that this story was invented to soften the 
ignominy of MacGlowrie 's peaceful end. The widow her- 
self was also reported to be endowed with relations of 
equally homicidal eccentricities. Her two brothers, Stephen 
and Hector Boompointer, had Western reputations that 
were quite as lurid and remote. Her own experiences of a 
frontier life had been rude and startling, and her scalp — a 
singularly beautiful one of blond hair — had been in peril 
from Indians on several occasions. A pair of scissors, with 
which she had once pinned the intruding hand of a ma- 
rauder to her cabin doorpost, was to be seen in her sitting 
room at Laurel Spring. A fair-faced woman with "eyes tlie 
color of pale sherry, a complexion sallowed \y^ \\\\v\\\»YVC\Q\\a 
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food, slight and tall figure, she gave little suggestion of this 
Amazonian feat. But that it exercised a wholesome re- 
straint over the many who would like to have induced her 
to reenter the married state, there is little reason to douht. 
Laurel Spring was a peaceful agricultural settlement. Few 
of its citizens dared to aspire to the dangerous eminence of 
succeeding the defunct MacGlowrie; few could hope that 
the sister of living Boom pointers would accept an obvious 
Tnesalliance with them. However sincere their affection, 
life was still sweet to the rude inhabitants of Laurel Spring, 
and the preservation of the usual quantity of limbs necessary 
to them in their avocations. With their devotion thus 
chastened by caution, it would seem as if the charming mis- 
tress of Laurel Spring House was secure from disturbing 
attentions. 

It was a pleasant summer afternoon, and the sun was be- 
ginning to strike under the laurels around the hotel into the 
little office where the widow sat with the housekeeper — a 
stout spinster of a coarser Western type. Mrs. MacGlowrie 
was looking wearily over some accounts on the desk before 
her, and absently putting back some tumbled sheaves from 
the stack of her heavy hair. For the widow had a certain 
indolent Southern negligence, which in a less pretty woman 
would have been untidiness, and a characteristic hook and 
eyeless freedom of attire which on less graceful limbs would 
have been slovenly. One sleeve cuff was unbuttoned, but 
it showed the blue veins of her delicate wrist; the neck of 
her dress had lost a hook, but the glimpse of a bit of edg- 
ing round the white throat made amends. Of all which, 
however, it should be said that the widow, in her limp 
abstraction, was really unconscious. 

"I reckon we kin put the new preacher in Kernel Star- 
bottle's room," said Miss Morviu, the housekeeper. "The 
kernel 's» going to-night." 

" Oh, " said the widow in a tone of relief, but whether at 
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the early departure of the gallant colonel or at the success- 
ful solution of the problem of lodging the preacher, Miss 
Morvin could not determine. But she went- on tenta- 
tively : — 

" The kernel was talkin' in the bar room, and kind o' 
wonderin' why you had n't got married agin. Said you 'd 
make a stir in Sacramento — -. but you was jest berried Aere." 

"I suppose he 's heard of my husband ? " said the widow 
indijBFerently. 

"Yes — but he said he could n't j^Zace you^^' returned 
Mies Morvin. 

The widow looked up. "Could n't place me ? " she re- 
peated. 

"Yes — hadn't heard o' MacGlowrie's wife and disre- 
membered your brothers." 

"The colonel doesn't know everybody, even if he is a 
fighting man," said Mrs. MacGlowrie with languid scorn. 

"That 's just what Dick31air said," returned Miss Mor- 
vin. "And though he 's only a doctor, he jest stuck up 
agin' the kernel, and told that story about your jabbin' that 
man with your scissors — beautiful; and how you once 
fought off a bear with a red-hot iron, so that you 'd have 
admired to hear him. He 's awfully gone on you ! " 

The widow took that opportunity to button her cuff. 

"And how long does the preacher calculate to stay?'* 
she added, returning to business details. 

"Only a day. They'll have his house fixed up and 
ready for him to-morrow. They 're spend in' a heap o' 
money on it. He ought to be the pow'ful preacher they 
say he is — to be worth it. " 

But here Mrs. MacGlowrie 's interest in the conversation 
ceased, and it dropped. 

In her anxiety to further the suit of Dick Blair, Miss 
Morvin had scarcely reported the colonel with fairness. 

That gentleman, leaning against the bar \i\ V\v^ \vo\.A «ar 
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loon with a cocktail in his hand, had expatiated with his 
usual gallantry upon Mrs. MacGlowrie's charms, and on his 
own *^ personal " responsibility had expressed the opinion 
that they were thrown away on Laurel Spring. That — 
blank it all — she reminded him of the blankest beautiful 
woman he had seen even in Washington — old Major Bev- 
eridge's daughter from Kentjicky. Were they sure she 
was n't from Kentucky ? Was n't her name Beveridge — 
and not Boo.m pointer ? Becoming more reminiscent over 
his second drink, the colonel could vaguely recall only one 
Boompointer — a blank skulking hound, sir — a mean white 
shyster — but, of course, he could n't have been of the same 
breed as such a blank fine woman as the widow ! It was 
here that Dick Blair interrupted with a heightened color 
and a glowing eulogy of the widow's relations and herself, 
which, however, only increased the chivalry of the colonel 
— who would be the last man, sir, to detract from — or 
suffer any detraction of — a lady's reputation. It was need- 
less to say that all this was intensely diverting to the by- 
standers, and proportionally discomposing to Blair, who 
already experienced some slight jealousy of the colonel as 
a man whose fighting reputation might possibly attract the 
affections of the widow of the belligerent MacGIowrie. He 
had cursed his folly and relapsed into gloomy silence until 
the colonel left. 

For Dick Blair loved the widow with the unselfishness 
of a generous nature and a first passion. He had admired 
her from the first day his lot was cast in Laurel Spring, 
where coming from a rude frontier practice he had succeeded 
the district doctor in a more peaceful and domestic minis- 
tration. A skillful and gentle surgeon rather than a general 
household practitioner, he was at first coldly welcomed by 
the gloomy dyspeptics and ague-haunted Settlers from, ripa- 
rian lowlands. The few bucolic idlers who had relieved the 
monotony of their lives by the stimulus of patent medicine 
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and the exaltation of stomach hitters, also looked askance 
at himi A common-sense way of dealing with their ail- 
ments did not naturally commend itself to the shopkeepers 
who vended these nostrums, and he was made to feel the 
opposition of trade. But he was gentle to women and chil- 
dren and animals, and, oddly enough, it was to this latter 
dilection that he owed the widow's interest in him — an 
interest that eventually made him popular elsewhere. 

The widow had a pet dog — a beautiful spaniel, who, 
however, had assimilated her graceful languor to his own 
native love of ease to such an extent that he failed in a 
short leap between a balcony and a window, and fell to the 
ground with a fractured thigh. The dog was supposed to 
be crippled for life — even if that life were worth preserv- 
ing — when Dr. Blair came to the rescue, set the frac- 
tured limb, put it in splints and plaster after an ingenious 
design of his own, visited him daily, and eventually restored 
him to his mistress's lap sound in wind and limb. How 
far this daily ministration and the necessary exchange of 
sympathy between the widow and himself heightened his 
zeal was not known. There were those who believed that 
the whole thing was an unmanly trick to get the better of 
his rivals in the widow's good graces; there were others 
who averred that his treatment of a brute beast like a human 
being was sinful and unchristian. "He could n't have done 
more for a regularly baptized child, " said the postmistress. 
"And what mo' would a regularly baptized child have 
wanted ? '' returned Mrs. MacGlowrie, with the drawling 
Southern intonation she fell back upon when most con- 
temptuous. 

But Dr. Blair's increasing practice and the widow's pre- 
occupation presently ended their brief intimacy. It was 
welL known that she encouraged no suitors at the hotel, and 
his shyness and sensitiveness shrank from ostentatious ad- 
vances. There seemed to be no chance ol Wt \i^^o\\\\\v^^ 
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herself, his patient; her sane mind, indolent nerves, and 
calm circulation kept her from feminine "vapors" of femi- 
nine excesses. She retained the teeth and digestion of a 
child in her thirty odd years, and abused neither. Riding 
and the cultivation of her little garden gave her sufficient 
exercise. And yet the unexpected occurred! The day af- 
ter Starbottle left, Dr. Blair -was summoned hastily to the 
hotel. Mrs. MacGlowrie had been found lying senseless in 
a dead faint in the passage outside the dining room. In his 
hurried flight thither with the messenger he could learn 
only that she had seemed to be in her usual health that 
morning, and that no one could assign any cause for her 
fainting. 

He could find out little more when he arrived and exam- 
ined her as she lay pale and unconscious on the sofa of her 
sitting room. It had not been thought necessary to loosen 
her already loose dress, and indeed he could find no organic 
disturbance. The case was one of sudden nervous shock — 
but this, with his knowledge of her indolent temperament, 
seemed almost absurd. They could tell him nothing but 
that she was evidently on the point of entering the dining 
room when she fell unconscious. Had she been frightened 
by anything 1 A snake or a rat ? Miss Morvin was indig- 
nant! The widow of MacGlowrie — the repeller of griz- 
zlies — frightened at " sich " ! Had she been upset by any 
previous excitement, passion, or the receipt of bad news? 
!No! — she "wasn't that kind," as the doctor knew. And 
even as they were speaking he felt the widow's healthy life 
returning to the pulse he was holding, and giving a faint 
tinge to her lips. Her blue-veined eyelids quivered slightly 
and then opened with languid wonder on the doctor and her 
surroundings. Suddenly a quick, startled look contracted 
the yellow brown pupils of her eyes, she lifted herself to a 
sitting i)ostur(i with a hurried glance around the room and 
at the door beyond. Catching the quick, observant eyes 
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of Dr. Blair, she collected herself with an effort, which Dr. 
Blair felt in her pulse, and drew away her wrist. 

"What is it? What happened? "she said weakly. 

"You had a slight attack of faintness," said the doctor 
cheerily, "and they called me in as I was passing, but 
you 're all right now." 

"How pow'fiil foolish," she said, with returning color, 
but her eyes still glancing at the door, "slumping off like 
a green gyrl at nothin'." 

"Perhaps you were startled?" said the doctor. 

Mrs. MacGlowrie glanced up quickly and looked away. 
"No! — Let me see! I was just passing through the hall, 
going into the dining room, when — everything seemed to 
waltz round me — and I was off! Where did they find 
me ? " she said, turning to Miss Morvin. 

•"I picked you up just outside the door," replied the 
housekeeper. 

" Then they did not see me ? " said Mrs. MacGlowrie. 

" Who 's they ? " responded the housekeeper with more 
directness than grammatical accuracy. 

"The people in the dining room. I* was just opening 
the door — and I felt this coming on — and — I reckon I 
had just sense enough to shut the door again before I went 
off." 

"Then that accounts for what Jim Slocum said," uttered 
Miss Morvin triumphantly. "He was in the dining room 
talkin' with the new preacher, when he allowed he heard 
the door open and shut behind him. Then he heard a kind 
of slump outside and opened the door again just to find you 
l.yin' there, and to rush off and get me. And that 's wliy 
he was so mad at the preacher! — for he says he jnst sknr- 
ried away without offerin' to help. He allows the preacher 
may be a pow'ful exhorter — but he ain't worth much at 
* works. ' " 

"Some men canH bear to be around whew ocNNom^w'^x^.'^^ 
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to that sort of foolishness," said the widow, with a faint 
attempt at a smile, but a return of her paleness. 

"Hadn't you better lie down again?" said the doctor 
solicitously. 

"I 'm all right now," returned Mrs. MacGlowrie, strug- 
gling to her feet ; " Morvin will look after me till the shaki^ 
ness goes. But it was mighty touching and neighborly to 
come in, Doctor," she continued, succeeding at last in bring- 
ing up a faint but adorable smile, which stirred Blair's 
pulses. "If I were my own dog — you couldn't have 
treated me better ! " 

With no further excuse for staying longer, Blair was 
obliged to depart — yet reluctantly, both as lover and physi- 
cian. He was by no means satisfied with her condition. 
He called to inquire the next day — but she was engaged 
and sent word to say she was "better." 

In the excitement attending the advent of the new 
preacher the slight illness of the charming widow was for- 
gotten. He had taken the settlement by storm. His first 
sermon at Laurel Spring exceeded even the extravagant re- 
putation that had preceded him. Known as the "Inspired 
Cowboy," a common unlettered frontiersman, he was said to 
have developed wonderful powers of exhortatory eloquence 
among the Indians, and scarcely less savage border commu- 
nities where he had lived, half outcast, half missionary. 
He had just come up from the Southern agricultural dis- 
tricts, where he had been, despite his rude, antecedents, sin- 
gularly eff'ective with women and young people. The moody 
dyspeptics and lazy rustics of Laurel Spring were stirred as 
with a new patent medicine. Dr. Blair went to the first 
" revival " meeting. Without undervaluing the man's influ- 
ence, he was instinctively repelled by his appearance and 
methods. The young physician's trained powers of obser- 
vation not only saw an overwrought emotionalism in the 
speaker's eloquence, but detected the ring of insincerity in 
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his more lucid speech and acts. Nevertheless, the hysteria 
of the preacher was communicated to the congregation, who 
wept and shouted with him. Tired and discontented house- 
wives found their vague sorrows and vaguer longings were 
only the result of their " unregenerate '' state ; the lazy 
country youths felt that the frustration of their small ambi- 
tions lay in their not being " convicted of sin. " The mourn- 
ers' bench was crowded with wildly emulating sinners. Dr. 
Blair turned away with mingled feelings of amusement and 
contempt. At the door Jim Slocum tapped him on the 
shoulder: "Fetches the wimmin folk every time, don't he, 
Doctor 1 " said Jim. 

" So it seems, " said Blair dryly. 

" You 're one o' thpm scientific fellers that look inter 
things — what do you allow it is ? " 

The young doctor restrained the crushing answer that 
rose to his lips. He had learned caution in that neighbor- 
hood. "I couldn't say," he said indifferently. 

"'T ain't no religion," said Slocum emphatically; "it's 
jest pure fas'nation. Did ye look at his eye 1 It 's like 
a rattlesnake's, and them wimmin are like birds. They 're 
frightened of him — but they hev to do jest what he * wills ' 
*em. That 's how he skeert the widder the other day." 

The doctor was alert and on fire at once. " Scared the 
Tiridow 1 " he repeated indignantly. 

"Yes, You know how she swooned away. Well, sir, 
me and that preacher. Brown, was the only one in that 
dinin' room at the time. The widder opened the door be- 
hind me and sorter peeked in, and that thar preacher give 
a start and looked up; and then, that sort of queer light 
come in his eyes, and she shut the door, and kinder fluttered 
and flopped down in the passage outside, like a bird ! And 
he crawled away like a snake, and never said a word ! My 
belief is that either he had n't time to turn on the hull in- 
fluence, or else she, bein' smart, got ttiQ doox ^\i\iX» X^^WyxX 
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her and it in time ! Otherwise, sure as you 're born, she 'd 
hev been floppin' and crawlin' and sobbin' arter him — jist 
like them critters we 've left.'' 

" Better not let the brethren hear you talk like that, or 
they '11 lynch you," said the doctor, with a laugh. "Mrs. 
MacGlowrie simply had an attack of faintness from some 
overexertion, that 's all." 

^Nevertheless, he was uneasy as he walked away. Mrs. 
MacGlowrie had evidently received a shock which was still 
unexplained, and, in spite of Slocum's exaggerated fancy, 
there might be some foundation in his story. He did not 
share the man's superstition, although he was not a skeptic 
regarding magnetism. Yet even then, the widow's action 
was one of repulsion, and as long as she was strong enough 
not to come to these meetings, she was not in danger. A 
day or two later, as he was passing the garden of the hotel 
on horseback, he saw her lithe, graceful, languid figure 
bending over one of her favorite flower beds. The high, 
fence partially concealed him from view, and she evidently 
believed herself alone. Perhaps that was why she suddenly 
raised herself from her task, put back her straying hair with 
a weary, abstracted look, remained for a moment quite still 
staring at the vacant sky, and then, with a little catching of 
her breath, resumed her occupation in a dull, mechanical 
'way. In that brief glimpse of her charDiing face, Blair was 
shocked at the change; she was pale, the corners, of her 
])retty mouth were drawn, there were deeper shades in the 
orbits of her eyes, and in spite of her broad garden hat with 
its blue ribbon, her light flowered frock and frilled apron, 
she looked as he fancied she might have looked in the first 
crushing grief of her widowhood. Yet he would have passed 
on, respecting her privacy of sorrow, had not her little span- 
iel detected him with her keener senses. And Elufl*y being 
truthful — as dogs are — and recognizing a dear friend in 
the intruder, harked joyously. 
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The widow looked up, her eyes met Blair's, and she red- 
dened. But he was too acute a lover to misinterpret what 
he knew, alas! was only confusion at her abstraction being 
discovered. Nevertheless, there was something else in her 
brown eyes he had never seen before. A momentary light- 
ing up of relief — of even hopefulness — in his presence. 
It was enough for Blair; he shook oil his old shyness like 
the dust of his ride, and galloped around to the front 
door. 

But she met him in the hall with only her usual languid 
good humor. Nevertheless, Blair was not al^ashed. 

"I can't put you in si)lints and plaster like Fluffy, Mrs. 
MacGlowrie," he said, "but I can forbid you to go into the 
garden unless you 're looking better. It 's a positive reflec- 
tion on my professional skill, and Laurel S})ring will be 
shocked, and hold me responsible." 

Mrs. MacGlowrie had recovered enough of her old spirit 
to reply that she thought Laurel Spring could be in better 
business than looking at her over her garden fence. 

"But your dog, who knows you 're not well, and does n't 
think me quite a fool, had the good st^nse to call me. You 
heard him." 

But the widow protested that she was as strong as a horse, 
and that Fluffy was like all pupjnes, conceited to the last 
degree. 

"Well," said Blair cheerfully, "suppose 1 admit you are 
all right, physically, you '11 confess you have some trouble 
on your mind, won't you? If I can't make you show me 
your tongue, you '11 let me hear you vse it to tell me what 
worries you. If," he added more otirnestly, "you won't 
confide in your physician — you will perhaps — to — to — 
a — friend, " 

But Mrs. MacGlowrie, evading his earnest eyes as well 
as his appeal, was wondcjring what good it would do either 
a doctor, or — a — a — she herself seem^^i lo \\^^\W\.^ v^Nv^-t 
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the word — "a friend, to hear the worriments of a silly, ' 
nervous old thing — who had only stuck a little too closely 
to her business." 

"You are neither nervous nor old, Mrs. MacGlowrie, '^ 
said the doctor promptly, "though I begin to think you have 
been too closely confined here. You want more diversion, 
or — excitement. You might even go to hear this preacher ^ 
' — he stopped, for the word had slipped from his mouth 
imawares. 

]^ut a swift look of scorn swept her pale face. "And 
you 'd like me to follow those skinny old frumps and leggy, 
limp chits, that slobber and cry over that man ! *' she said 
contemptuously. "No! I reckon I only want a change — 
and I '11 go away, or get out of this for a while." 

The poor doctor had not thought of this possible alterna- 
tive. His heart sank, but he was brave. " Yes, perhaps 
you are right, " he said sadly, " though it would be a dread- 
ful loss — to Laurel Spring — to us all — if you went." 

" Do I look so very bad, doctor 1 " she said, with a half- 
mischievous, half-pathetic smile. 

The doctor thought her upturned face very adorable, but 
restrained his feelings heroically, and contented himself with 
rejilying to the pathetic half of her smile. "You look as if 
you liad been suffering," he said gravely, "and I never saw 
you look so before. You seem as if you had experienced 
some; great shock. Do you know," he went on, in a lower 
tone and with a half-embarrassed smile, "that when I saw 
you just now in the garden, you looked as I imagined you 
might have looked in the first days of your widowhood — 
when your husband's death was fresh in your heart." 

A strange expression crossed her face. Her eyelids 
dro]>])e(l instantly, and with both hands slie caught up her 
frilled apron as if to meet them and covered her face. A 
little shudder seemed to pass over her shouklers, and then 
a cry that ended in an uncontrollable and halt-liYstericai 
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laugh followed from the depths of that apron, until shak- 
ing her sides, and with her head still enveloped in its cover- 
ing, she fairly ran into the inner room and closed the door . 
behind her. 

Amazed, shocked, and at first indignant, Dr. Blair re- 
mained fixed to the spot. Then his indignation gave way 
to a burning mortification as he recalled his speech. He 
had made a frightful faux pas I He had been fool enough 
to try to recall the most sacred memories of that dead 
husband he was trying to succeed — and her quick wo- 
man's wit had detected his ridiculous stupidity. Her laugh 
was hysterical — but that was only natural in her mixed 
emotions. He mounted his horse in confusion and rode 
away. 

For a few days he avoided the house. But when he next 
saw her she had a charming smile of greeting and an air of 
entire obliviousness of his past blunder. She said she was 
better. She had taken his advice and was giving herself 
some relaxation from business. She had been. riding again 

— oh, so far ! Alone ? — of course ; she was always alone 

— else what would Laurel Spring say ? 

"True," said Blair smilingly; "besides, I forgot that you 
are quite able to take care of yourself in an emergency. 
And yet," he added, admiringly looking at her lithe figure 
and indolent grace, " do you know I never can associate you 
with the dreadful scenes they say you have gone through." 

"Then please don't!" she said quickly; "really, I'd 
rather you would n't. I'm sick and tired of hearing of 
it ! " She was half laughing and yet half in earnest, with 
a slight color on her cheek. 

Bkir was a little embarrassed. "Of course, I don't mean 
your heroism — like that story of the intruder and the scis- 
sors," he stammered. 

"Oh, that^s the worst of all! It's too foolish — it's 
sickening! "she went on almost angrily. "\ ^otv'X. Vciss^ 
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"who started that stuff. " She paused, and then added shyly, 
**I really am an awful coward and horribly nervous — as 
you know." 

He would have combated this — but she looked really 
disturbed, and he had no desire to commit another impru- 
dence. And he thought, too, that he again had seen in her 
eyes the same hopeful, wistful light he had once seen be- 
fore, and was happ}'. 

This led him, I fear, to indulge in wilder dreams. His 
practice, although increasing, barely supported him, and the 
widow was rich. Her business had been profitable, and she 
had repaid the advances made her when she first took the 
hotel. But this disparity in their fortunes which had 
frightened him before now had no fears for him. He felt 
that if he succeeded in winning her affections she could af- 
ford to wait for him, despite other suitors, until his talents 
had won an equal position. His rivals had always felt as 
secure in his poverty as they had in his peaceful profession. 
How could ft poor, simple doctor aspire to the hand of the 
rich widow of the redoubtable MacGlowrie? 

It was late one afternoon, and the low sun was beginning 
to strike athwart the stark columns and down the long aisles 
of the redwoods on the High Ividge. The doctor, returning 
from a patient at the loggers' camp in its depths, had just 
sighted the smaller groves of Laurel Springs, two miles, 
awny. He was riding fast, with his thoughts filled Avith 
the widow, wlu^i he heard a joyous bark in the underbrush, 
and Flully came ]K)un(ling towards him. Blair dismounted 
to caress liiii), as was his wont, and then, wisely conceiving 
tlijit his niistr(\ss was not far away, sauntered forward ex- 
ploringly, loading his horse, the dog ])ounding before him 
and barking, as if bent upon both leading and announcing 
him. But the latter he effected lirst, for as Blair turned 
from the trail into the deeper woods, he saw the figures of 
a man and woman walking together suddenly separate at the 
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dog's warning. The woman was Mrs. MacGlowrie — the 
man was the revival preacher ! 

Amazed, mystified, and indignant, Blair nevertheless 
obeyed his first instinct, which was that of a gentleman. 
He turned leisurely aside as if not recognizing them, led his 
horse a few paces further, mounted him, and galloped away 
without turning his head. But his heart was filled with 
bitterness and disgust. This woman — who but a few 
days before had voluntarily declared her scorn and contempt 
for that man and his admirers — had just been giving him 
a clandestine meeting like one of the most infatuated of his 
devotees! The story of the widow's fainting, the coarse 
surmises and comments of Slocum, came back to him with 
overwhelming significance. But even then his reason for- 
bade him to believe that she had fallen under the preacher's 
influence — she, with her sane mind and indolent tempera- 
ment. Yet, whatever her excuse or purpose was, she had 
deceived him wantonly and cruelly ! His abrupt avoidance 
of her had prevented him from knowing if she, on her part, 
had recognized him aa he rode away. If she hacU she would 
understand why he had avoided her, and any explanation 
must come from her. 

Then followed a few daj^s of uncertainty, . when his 
thoughts again reverted to the preacher with returning jeal- 
ousy. Was she, after all, like other women, and had her 
gratuitous outburst of scorn of their infatuation been 
prompted by unsuccessful rivalry ? He was too proud to 
question Slocum again or breathe a word of his fears. Yet 
he was not strong enough to keep from again seeking the 
High Ridge, to discover any repetition of that rendezvous. 
But he saw her neither there, nor elsewhere, during his 
daily rounds. And one night his feverish anxiety getting 
the better of him, he entered the great " Gospel Tent '' of 
the revival preacher. 

It chanced to be an extraordinaxy meelVu^, ^xv^ 'Ctv^ ^^s^^sSiL 
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enthusiastic audience was reinforced by some sight-seers from 
the neighboring county town — the district judge and offi- 
cials from the court in session, among them Colonel Star- 
bottle. The impassioned revivalist — his eyes ablaze with 
fever, his lank hair wet with perspiration, hanging beside 
his heavy but weak jaws — was concluding a fervent exhor- 
tation to his auditors to confess their sins, "accept convic- 
tion, " and regenerate then and there, without delay. They 
must put off "the old Adam," and put on the flesh of 
righteousness at once ! They were to let no false shame or 
worldly pride keep them from avowing their guilty past he- 
fore their brethren. Sobs and groans followed the preacher's 
appeals ; his own agitation and convulsive efforts seemed to 
spread in surging waves through the congregation, until a 
dozen men and women arose, staggering like drunkards 
blindly, or led or dragged forward by sobbing sympathizers 
towards the mourners' bench. And prominent among them, 
but stepping jauntily and airily forward, was the redoubt- 
able and worldly Colonel' Star bottle ! 

At this proof of the orator's power the crowd shouted — 
but stopped suddenly, as the colonel halted before the 
preacher, and ascended the rostrum beside him. Then tak- 
ing a slight pose with his gold-headed cane in one hand and 
the other thrust in the breast of his buttoned coat, he said 
in his blandest, forensic voice : — 

" If I mistake not, sir, you are advising these ladies and 
gentlemen to a free and public confession of their sins and 
a — er — denunciation of their past life — previous to their 
conversion. If I am mistaken I — er — ask your pardon, 
and theirs — and — er — hold myself responsible — er — 
personally responsible ! " 

The preacher glanced uneasily at the colonel, but replied, 
still in the hysterical intonation of his exordium : — 

" Yes ! a complete searching of hearts — a casting out of 
the seven Devils of Pride, Vain Glory " — 
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"Thank you — that is suflBcient," said the colonel 
blandly. "But might I — er — be permitted to suggest 
that you — er — er — set them the example ! The state- 
ment of the circumstances attending your own past life and 
conversion would be singularly interesting and exemplary/' 

The preacher turned suddenly and glanced at the colonel 
with furious eyes set in an ashy face. 

"If this is the flouting and jeering of the Ungodly and 
Dissolute," he screamed, "woe to you! I say — woe to 
you ! What have such as you to do with my previous state 
of unregeneracy % " 

"Nothing," said the colonel blandly, "unless that state 
were also the State of Arkansas ! Then, sir, as a former 
member of the Arkansas Bar — I might be able to assist 
your memory — and — er — even corroborate your confes- 
sion. " 

But here the enthusiastic adherents of the preacher, 
vaguely conscious of some danger to their idol, gathered 
threateningly round the platform from which he had 
promptly leaped into their midst, Jeaving the colonel alone, 
to face the sea of angry upturned faces. But that gallant 
warrior never altered his characteristic pose. Behind him 
loomed the reputation of the dozen duels he had fought, the 
gold-headed stick on which he leaned was believed to con- 
tain eighteen inches of shining steel — and the people of 
Laurel Spring had discretion. 

He smiled suavely, stepped jauntily down, and made his 
way to the entrance without molestation. 

But here he was met by Blair and Slocum, and a dozen 
eager questions : — 

" What was it % " " What had he done ? " " Who was 
he?" 

"A blank shyster, who had swindled the widows and 
orphans in Arkansas and escaped from jail." 

"And his name is n't Brown 1 " 
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"No," said the colonel curtly. 

"What is it?" 

"That is a matter which concerns only myself and him, 
sir," said the colonel loftily; "but for which I am — er — 
personally responsible. " 

A wild idea took possession of Blair. 

" And you say he was a noted desperado ? " he said with 
nervous hesitation. 

The colonel glared. 

" Desperado, sir ! Never ! Blank it all ! — a mean, psalm- 
fiinging, crawling, sneak thief!" 

And Blair, felt relieved without knowing exactly why. 

The next day it was known that the preacher, Gabriel 
Brown, had left Laurel Spring on an urgent " Gospel Call " 
elsewhere. 

Colonel Starbottle returned that night with his friends to- 
the county town. Strange to say, a majority of the audience 
had not grasped the full significance of the colonel's un^ 
seemly interruption, and those wlio had, as partisans, kept it 
quiet. Blair, tortured by. doubt, had a new delicacy added 
to his hesitation, which left him helpless until the widow 
should take the initiative in explanation. 

A sudden summons from his patient at the loggers' 
cam]) the next day brought him again to the fateful red- 
woods. But he was vexed and mystified to find, on arriv- 
ing at the camp, that he had been made the victim of some 
stupid blunder, and that no message had been sent from 
there. He was returning abstractedly through the woods- 
when he was amazed at seeing at a little distance before 
him the flutter of Mrs. ]\IcicGlowrie's well-known dark green 
riding habit and the figure of the lady herself. Her dog 
was not with her, neither was the revival preacher — or 
he might have thought the whole vision a trick of hie mem- 
ory. But she slackened her pace, and he was obliged to 
rejn up ahreast of hev in some confusion. 
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** I hope I won't shock you again by riding alone through 
the woods with a man," she said with a light laugh. 

Nevertheless, she was quite pale as he answered, some- 
what coldly, that he had no right to he shocked at anything 
she might choose to do. 

**But you were shocked, for you rode away the last time 
■without speaking," she said; "and yet" — she looked up 
suddenly into his eyes with a smileless face — " that man 
you saw me with once had a better right to ride alone with 
me than any otlier man. He was " — 

"Your lover?" said Blair with brutal brevity. 

"My husband!" returned Mrs. MacGlowrie slowly. 

"Then you ave 7iot a widow," gasped Blair. 

"No. I am only a divorced woman. That is why I have 
liad to live a lie here. That man — tliat liypocrite — whose 
secret was only half exposed the other night, was my hus- 
band -7— divorced from me by the law, when, an escaped 
convict, he fled with another woman from the State three 
years ago." Her face flushed and whitened again; she put 
up her hand blindly to her straying hair, and for an instant 
seemed to sway in the saddle. 

But Blair as quickly leaped from his horse, and was be- 
side her. "Let me help you down," he said quickly, "and 
rest yourself until you are better." ]>efore she could reply, 
he lifted her tenderly to the ground and placed her on a 
mossy stump a little distance from the trail. Her color and 
a faint smile returned to her troubled face. 

" Had we not better go on 1 " she said, looking around. 
" I never went so far as to sit down in the woods with hiin 
that day." 

"Forgive me," he said pleadingly, "but, of course, I 
knew nothing. I disliked the man from instinct — I 
thought he had some ])ower over yon." 

"He has none — except the secret that would also have 
exposed himself. " 
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"But others knew it. Colonel Starbottle must have 
known his name 1 And yet " — as he remembered he stam- 
mered — "he refused to teP me." 

"Yes, but not because he knew he was my husband, but 
because he knew he bore the same name. He thinks, as 
every one does, that my husband died in San Francisco. 
The man who died there was my husband's cousin — a des- 
perate man and a noted duelist." 

" And you assumed to be his widow 1 " said the astounded 
Blair. 

"Yes, but don't blame me too much," she said patheti- 
cally. "It was a wild, a silly deceit, but it was partly 
forced upon me. For when I first arrived across the plains, 
at the frontier, I was still bearing my husband's" name, and 
although I was alone and helpless, I found myself strangely 
welcomed and respected by those rude frontiersmen. It was 
not long before I saw it was because I was presumed to be 
the widow of Allen MacGlowrie — who had just died in 
San Francisco. I let them think so, for I knew — what 
they did not — that Allen's wife had separated from him. 
and married again, and that my taking his name could do 
no harm. I accepted their kindness; they gave me my first 
start in business, which brought me here. It was not much 
of a deceit," she continued, with a slight tremble of her 
pretty lip, "to prefer to pass as the widow of a dead des- 
perado than to be known as the divorced wife of a living 
convict. It has hurt no one, and it has saved me just now." 

"You were right! No one could blame you," said Blair 
eagerly, seizing her hand. ♦^ 

But she disengaged it gently, and went on: — 

" And now you wonder why I gave him a meeting here t " 

" I wonder at nothing but your courage and patience in 
all this suffering! " said Blair fervently; "and at your for- 
giving me for so cruelly misunderstanding you." 

"But you must learn all. When I first saw MacGlowrie 
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under his assumed name, I fainted, for I was terrified and 
believed he knew I was here and had come to expose me 
even at his own risk. That was why I hesitated between 
going away or openly defying him. But it appears he was 
more frightened than I at finding me here — he had sup- 
posed I had changed my name after the divorce, and that 
Mrs. MacGlowrie, Laurel Spring, was his cousin's widow. 
When he found out who I was he was eager to see me and 
agree upon a mutual silence while he was here. He thought 
only of himself," she added scornfully, "and Colonel Star- 
bottle's recognition of him that night as the convicted swin- 
dler was enough to put him to flight." 

"And the colonel never suspected that you were Jiis 
wife ? " said Blair. 

"Never! He supposed from the name that he was some 
relation of my husband, and that was why he refused to tell 
it — for my sake. Oihe colonel is an old fogy — and pom- 
pous — but a gentleman — as good as they make them ! " 

A slightly jealous uneasiness and a greater sense of shame 
came over Blair. 

" I seem to have been the only one who suspected and 
did not aid you," he said sadly, "and yet God knows" — 

The widow had put up her slim hand in half -smiling, 
half -pathetic interruption. 

" Wait ! I have not told you everything. When I took 
over the responsibility of being Allen MacGlowrie 's widow, 
I had to take over her relations and her history as I gath- 
ered it from the frontiersmen. I never frightened any 
grizzly — /never jabbed anybody with the scissors; it was 
she who did it. / never was among the Injins — / never 
had any fighting relations; my paw was a plain farmer. I 
was only a peaceful Blue Grass girl — tliere ! I never 
thought there was any harm in it ; it seemed to keep the 
men ofiF, and leave me free — until I knew you! And you 
know I didn't want you to believe it — don't you'J" 
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" The kernel seems a little off color to-day, " said the bar- 
keeper as he replaced the whiskey decanter, and gazed re- 
flectively after the departing figure of Colonel Starbottle. 

"I didn't notice anything," said a bystander; "he passed 
the time o' day civil enough to me." 

"Oh, he 's alius polite enough to strangers and wimmin 
folk even when he is that way ; it 's only his old chums, or 
them ez like to be thought so, that he 's peppery with. 
Why, ez to that, after he 'd had that quo '11 with his old 
partner, Judge Pratt, in one o' them spells, I saw him the 
next minit go half a block out of his way to direct an entire 
stranger; and ez for wimmin! — well, I reckon if he M just 
got a bead drawn on a man, and a woman spoke to him, 
he'd drop his battery and take off his hat to her. No — 
ye can't judge by that! " 

And perhaps in his larger experience the barkeeper was 
right. He might have added, too, that the colonel, in his 
general outward bearing and jauntiness, gave no indication 
of his internal irritation. Yet he was undoubtedly in one 
of his "spells," suffering from a moody cynicism which made 
him as susceptible of affront as he was dangerous in resent- 
ment. 

Luckily, on this particular morning he reached his office 
and entered his private room without any serious rencontre. 
Here he opened his desk, and arranging his papers, he at 
once set to work with grim persistency. He had not been 
occupied for many minutes before the door opened to Mr. 
Pyecrof t — one of a firm of attorneys who undertook the 
colonel's office work. . 
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"I see you are early to work, Colonel," said Mr. ?ye- 
croft cheerfully. 

"You see, sir," said the colonel, correcting him with a 
slow deliberation that boded no good — "you see a Southern 
gentleman — blank it! — who has stood at the head "of his 
profession for thirty-five years, obliged to work like a blank 
nigger, sir, in the dirty squabbles of psalm-singing Yankee 
traders, instead of — er — attending to the affairs of — er 
— legislation ! " 

"But you manage to get pretty good fees out of it — eh. 
Colonel 1 " continued Pyecrof t, with a laugh. 

"Fees, sir! Filthy shekels! and barely enough to satisfy 
a debt of honor with one hand, and wipe out a tavern score 
for the entertainment of — er — a few lady friends with the 
other!" 

This allusion to his losses at poker, as well as an oyster 
supper given to' the two principal actresses of the "North 
Star Troupe," then performing in the town, convinced Mr. 
Pyecrof t that the colonel was in one of his "moods," and 
he changed the subject. 

"That reminds me of a little joke that happened in Sac- 
ramento last week. You remember Dick Stannard, who 
died a year ago — one of your friends 1 " 

"I have yet to learn," interrupted the colonel, with the 
same deadly deliberation, "what right he — or anybody — 
had to intimate that he held such a relationship with me. 
Am I to understand, sir, that he — er — publicly boasted 
of it?" 

" Don't know ! " resumed Pyecrof t hastily ; " but it don't 
matter, for if he wasn't a friend it only makes the jo^o 
bigger. Well, his widow did n't survive him long, but diod 
in the States t' other day, leavin' the property in Sacra- 
mento — worth about three thousand dollars — to her little 
girl, who is at school at Santa Clara. Tlie question of guard- 
Jaiiship came up, and it appears that the widow — who only 
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knew you through her husband — had, some time before 
her death, mentioned your name in that connection! He! 
he!'' 

" What ! " said Colonel Starbottle, starting up. 

" Hold on ! " said Pyecroft hilariously. " That is nH all ! 
Neither the executors nor the probate judge knew you from 
Adam, and the Sacramento bar, scenting a good joke, lay 
low and said nothing. Then the old fool judge said that 

* as yon appeared to be a lawyer, a man of mature years, 
and a fiieud of the family, you were an eminently fit per- 
son, and ought to be communicated with ' — you know his 
hifalutin' style. Nobody says anything. So that the next 
thing you '11 know you '11 get a letter from that executor 
asking you to look after that kid. Ha! ha! The boys said 
they could fancy they saw you trotting around with a ten 
year old girl holding on to your hand, and the Soiiorita Do- 
lores or Miss Bellamont looking on ! Or your being called 
away from a poker deal some night by the infant, singing, 

* Gardy, dear gardy, come home with me now, the clock in 
the steeple strikes one! ' And think of that old fool judge 
not knowing you ! Ha ! ha ! " 

A study of Colonel Starbottle 's face during this speech 
would have puzzled a better physiognomist than Mr. Pye- 
croft. His first look of astonishment gave way to an em- 
purpled confusion, from which a single short Silenus-like 
chuckle escaped, but this quickly changed again into a dull 
coppery indignation, and, as Pyecroft's laugh continued, 
faded out into a sallow rigidity in which his murky eyes 
alone seemed to keep what was left of his previous high 
color. But what was more singular, in spite of his enforced 
calm, something of his habitual old-fashioned loftiness and 
oratorical exaltation appeared to be returning to him as h 
placed his hand on his inflated breast and faced Pyecroft. 

" The ignorance of the executor of ]\Irs. Stannard and thv 
— er — probate judge," he began slowly, "\\\a^ \i^ ^^\^Qr^ 
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able, Mr. Pyecroft, since his Honor would imply thatj al- 
though unknown to him personally, I am at least amicus 
curicb in this question of — er — guardianship. But I am 
grieved — indeed I may say shocked — Mr. Pyecroft, that 
the — er — last sacred trust of a dying widow — perhaps the 
holiest trust that can be conceived by man — the care and 
welfare of her helpless orphaned girl — should be made the 
subject of mirth, sir, by yourself and the members of the 
Sacramento bar ! I shall not allude, sir, to my own feelings 
in regard to Dick Stannard, one of my most cherished 
friends," continued the colonel, in a voice charged with 
emotion, "but I can conceive of no nobler trust laid upon 
the altar of friendship than the care and guidance of his or- 
phaned girl! And if, as you tell me, the utterly inadequate 
sum of three thousand dollars is all that is left for her main- 
tenance through life, the selection of a guardian sufficiently 
devoted to the family to be willing to augment that pittance 
out of his own means from time to time would seem cc he 
most important." 

Before the astounded Pyecroft could recover b.lriself, 
Colonel Starbottle leaned back in his chair, half clocjirig his 
eyes, and abandoned himself, quite after his old manner, to 
one of his dreamy reminiscences. 

"Poor Dick Stannard! I have a vivid recollection, sir, 
of driving out with him on the Shell Road at New Orleans 
in '54, and of his saying, * Star ' — the only man, sir, who 
ever abbreviated my name — * Star, if anything happens to 
me or her, look after our child ! ' It was during that very 
drive, sir, that, through his incautious neglect to fortify 
himself against the swampy malaria by a glass of sti-aight 
Bourbon with a pinch of bark in it, he caught that fever 
which undermined his constitution. Thank ycu, Mr. pye- 
croft, for — er — recalling the circumstance. I shall," con- 
tinued the colonel, suddenly abandoning reminiscence, sit- 
tlng up, and arranging his papers, " look forward with great 
'^terest to — er — letter iiom t\ie e^L^tviX.OT."'^ 
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The next day it was universally understood that Colonel 
Starbottle had heen appointed guardian of Pansy Stannard 
by the probate judge of Sacramento. 

There are of record two distinct accounts of Colonel Star- 
bottle's first meeting with his ward after his appointment as 
her guardian. One, given by himself, varying slightly at 
times, but always bearing unvarying compliment to the 
grace, beauty, and singular accomplishments of this appar- 
ently gifted child, was nevertheless characterized more by 
vague, dreamy reminiscences of the departed parents than 
by any personal experience of the daughter. 

" I found the young lady, sir, '' he remarked to Mr. Py e- 
crof t, " recalling my cherished friend Stannard in — er — 
form and features, and — although — er — personally unac- 
quainted with her deceased motlier — who belonged, sir, to 
one of the first families of Virginia — I am told that she 
is — 6r — remarkably like her. Miss Stannard is at present 
a pupil in one of the best educational establishments in 
Santa Clara, where she is receiving tuition in — er — the 
English classics, foreign belles lettres, embroidery, the harp, 
and — er — the use of the — er — globes, and — er — black- 
board — under the most fastidious care, and my own per- 
sonal supervision. The principal of the school, Miss Eu- 
doxia Tish — associated with — er — er — Miss Prinkwell 
— is — er — remarkably gifted woman ; and as I was pre- 
sent at one of the school exercises, I had the opportunity of 
testifying to her excellence in — er — short address I made 
to the young' ladies." From such glittering but unsatisfy- 
ing generalities as these I prefer to turn to the real inter- 
view, gathered from contemporary witnesses. 

It was the usual cloudless, dazzling, Californian summer 
day, tempered with the asperity of the northwest trades, that 
Miss Tish, looking through her window towards the rose- 
embowered gateway of the seminary, saw an ^x.\.ic^at^vaarj 
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figure advancing up the avenue. It was that of a man slightly 
past middle age, yet erect and jaunty, whose costume re- 
called the early water-color portraits of her own youthful 
days. His tightly buttoned blue frock coat with gilt buttons 
was opened far enough across the chest to allow the expand- 
ing of a frilled shirt, black stock, and nankeen waistcoat, 
and his immaculate white trousers were smartly strapped 
over his smart varnished boots. A white bell-crowned hat, 
carried in his hand to permit the wiping of his forehead with 
a silk handkerchief, and a gold-headed walking stick hooked 
over his arm, completed this singular equipment. He was 
followed, a few paces in the rear, by a negro carrying an 
enormous bouquet, and a number of small boxes and parcels 
tied up with ribbons. As the figure paused before the door, 
Miss Tish gasped, and cast a quick restraining glance around 
the classroom. But it was too late; a dozen pairs of blue, 
black, round, inquiring, or mischievous eyes were already 
dancing and gloating over the bizarre stranger through the 
window. • 

" A cirkiss — or nigger minstrels — sure as you 're born ! " 
said Mary Frost, aged nine, in a fierce whisper. 

"No! — a agent from * The Emporium,' with samples," 
returned Miss Briggs, aged fourteen. 

"Young ladies, attend to your studies," said Miss Tish, 
as the servant brought in a card. Miss Tish glanced at it 
with some nervousness, and read to herself, "Colonel Cul- 
peper Star bottle," engraved in script, and below it in pen- 
cil, "To see Miss Pansy Stannard, under favor of Miss 
Tish." Rising with some perturbation. Miss Tish hurriedly 
intrusted the class to an assistant, and descended to the re- 
ception room. She had never seen Pansy's guardian before 
(the executor had brought tlie child) ; and this extraordinary 
creature, whose visit she could not deny, might be ruinous 
to school discipline. It was therefore with an extra degree 
ol frigidity oi demeanor that she threw open the door of the 



A WARD OF COLONEL STARBOTTLE'S 129 

reception room, and entered majestically. But to her utter 
astonishment, the colonel met her with a bow so stately, so 
ceremonious, and so commanding that she stopped, disarmed 
and speechless. 

"I need not ask if I am addressing Miss Tish," said the 
colonel loftily, **for without having the pleasure of — er — 
previous acquaintance, I can at once recognize the — er — 
Lady Superior and — er — chatelaine of this — er — estab- 
lishment." Miss Tish here gave way to a slight cough and 
an embarrassed curtsy, as the colonel, with a wave of his 
white hand towards the burden carried by his follower, re- 
sumed more lightly : " I have brought — er — few trifles and 
gewgaws for my ward — subject, of course, to your rules and 
discretion. They include some — er — dainties, free from 
any deleterious substance, as I am informed — a sasli — a 
ribbon or two for the hair, gloves, mittens, and a nosegay 
— from which, I trust, it will be her j^leasure, as it is my 
own, to invite you to cull such blossoms as may suit your 
taste. Boy, you may set them down and retire ! " 

"At the present moment," stammered Miss Tish, "Miss 
Stannard is engaged on her lessons. But " — She stopped 
again, hopelessly. 

"I see," said the colonel, with an air of playful, poetical 
reiryniscence — " her lessons ! Certainly ! 

* We will — er — go to our places, 
With smiles on our faces, 
And say all our lessons distinctly and slow.* 

Certainly ! Not for worlds Avould I inten-upt them ; until 
they are done, we will — er — walk through tlie classrooms 
and inspect " — 

"No! no!" interrupted the horrified principal, with a 
dreadful presentiment of the appalling etlect of the colonel's 
entry upon the class. "No ! — that is — 1 mean — our rules 
exclude — except on days of public examination " — 

" Say no more, my dear madam, " said.Uwi eoVow^X ^v:X\\»^^v 
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"Until she is free I will stroll outside, throTigh — er — the 
groves of the Academus " — 

But Miss Tish, equally alarmed at the diversion this 
would create at the classroom windows, recalled herself with 
an effort. "Please wait here a moment," she said hurriedly; 
" I will hring her down ; " and before the colonel could 
politely open the door for her, she had fled. 

Happily unconscious of the sensation he had caused, Colo- 
nel Starbottle seated himself on the sofa, his white hands 
resting easily on the gold-headed cane. Once or twice the 
door behind him opened and closed quietly, scarcely disturb- 
ing him ; or again opened more ostentatiously to the words, 
"Oh, excuse, please,'' and the brief glimpse of a flaxen 
braid, or a black curly head — to all of which the colonel 
nodded politely — even rising later to the apparition of a 
taller, demure young lady — and her more affected "Really, 
I beg your pardon ! " The only result of this evident curi- 
osity was slightly to change the colonel's attitude, so as to 
enable him to put his other hand in his breast in his favor- 
ite pose. But presently he was conscious of a more active 
movement in the hall, of the sounds of scuffling, of a high 
youthful voice saying " I won't " and " I shan't ! " of the door 
opening to a momentary apparition of Miss Tish dragging a 
small hand and half of a small black- ribboned arm into the 
room, and her rapid disappearance again, apparently pulled 
back by the little hand and arm; of another and longer 
pause, of a whispered conference outside, and then the reap- 
pearance of Miss Tish majestically, reinforced and supported 
by the grim presence of her partner. Miss Prinkwell. 

" This — er — unexpected visit, " began Miss Tish — " not 
previously arranged by letter " — 

"Which is an invariable rule of our establishment," sup- 
plemented Miss Prinkwell — 

"And the fact that you are personally unknown to us," 
continued Miss Tish — 
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"An ignorance shared by the child, who exhibits a dis- 
taste for an interview," interpolated Miss Prinkwell, in a 
kind of antiphonal response — 

"For which we have had no time to prepare her," con- 
tinued Miss Tish — 

" Compels us most reluctantly " — But here she stopped 
short. Colonel Starbottle, who had risen with a deep bow 
at their entrance and remained standing, here walked quietly 
towards them. His usually high color had faded except 
from his eyes, but his exalted manner was still more pro- 
nounced, with a dreadful deliberation superadded. 

" I believe — er — I had — the honah — to send up my 
kyard!" (In his supreme, moments the colonel's Southern 
accent was always in evidence.) "I may — ^ er — be mis- 
taken — but — er — that is my impression." The colonel 
paused, and placed his right hand statuesquely on his heart. 

The two women trembled — Miss Tish fancied the very 
shirt frill of the colonel was majestically erecting itself — as 
they stammered in one voice, — 

"Ye^e-es!" 

" That kyard contained my full name — with a request 
to see my ward — Miss Stannard, " continued the colonel 
slowly. "I believe that is the fact." 

" Certainly ! certainly ! " gasped the women feebly. 

" Then may 1 — er — point out to you that I am — er — 
waiting ? " 

Although nothing coiild exceed the laborious simplicity 
and husky sweetness of the colonel's utterance, it appeared 
to demoralize utterly his two hearers — Miss Prinkwell 
seemed to fade into the pattern of the wall paper, Miss Tish 
to droop submissively forward like a pink wax candle in the 
rays of the burning sun. 

"We will bring her instantly. A thousand pardons, sir," 
they uttered in the same breath, backing towards the door. 

But here the unexpected intervened. IlntvoUe^d Vr^ \.\\<^ 
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three during the colloquy, a little figure in a black dress had 
peeped through the door, and then glided into the room. It 
was a girl of about ten, who, in all candor, could scarcely 
be called pretty, although the awkward change of adoles- 
cence had not destroyed the delicate proportions of her hands 
and feet nor the beauty of her brown eyes. These were, 
just then, round and wondering, and fixed alternately on 
the colonel and the two women. But like many other round 
and wondering eyes, they had taken in the full meaning of 
the situation, with a quickness the adult mind is not apt to 
give them credit for. They saw the complete and utter 
subjugation of the two supreme autocrats of the school, and, 
I grieve to say, they were filled with a secret and " fearful 
joy." But the casual spectator saw none of this; the round 
and wondering eyes, still rimmed with recent and recalci- 
trant tears, only looked big and innocently shining. 

The relief of the two women was sudden and unaffected. 

" Oh, here you are, dearest, at last ! '" said Miss Tish 
eagerly. " This is your guardian. Colonel Starbottle. Come 
to him, dear! " 

She took the hand of the child, who hung back with an 
odd mingling of shamefacedness and resentment of the inter- 
ference, when the voice of Colonel Starbottle, in the same 
deadly calm deliberation, said, — 

"I — er — will speak with her — alone. " 

The round eyes again saw the complete collapse of au- 
thority, as the two women shrank back from the voice, and 
said liurriedly, — 

"Certainly, Colonel Starbottle; perhaps it would be bet- 
ter," and ingloriously quitted the room. 

But the colonel's triumph left him helpless. He was 
alone with a simple child, an unprecedented, unheard-of 
situation, which left him embarrassed and — speechless. 
Even his vanity was conscious that his oratorical periods, 
his methods, his very attitude, were powerless here. The 
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perspiration stood out on bis forehead; he looked at her 
vaguely, and essayed a feeble smile. The child saw his em- 
barrassment, even as she had seen and understood his tri- 
umph, and the small woman within her exulted. She put 
her little hands on her waist, and with the fingers turned 
downwards and outwards pressed them down her hips to her 
bended knees until they had forced her skirts into an egre- 
gious fullness before and behind, as if she were making a 
curtsy, and then jumped up and laughed. 

"You did it! Hooray!-' 

"Did what?" said the colonel, pleased yet mystified. 

"Frightened 'em I — the two old cats! Frightened 'em 
outen their slippers! Oh, jiminy! !N^ever, nevevy nevek 
before was they so skeert ! Never since school kept did they 
have to crawl like that ! They was skeert enough first when 
you come, but just now ! — Lordy ! They was n't a-goin' 
to let you see me — but they had to! had to ! had to ! " 
and she emphasized each repetition with a skip. 

"I believe — er," said the colonel blandly, "that I — 
er — intimated with some firmness " — 

"That 's it — just it! " interrupted the child delightedly. 
"You — you — overdid 'em ! " 

"What?" 

^^ Overdid ^em! Don't you know? They 're always so 
high and mighty! Kinder * Don't tech me. My mother 's 
an angel; my father's a king' — all that sort of thing. 
They did this^^ — she drew herself up in a presumable imi- 
tation of the two women's majestic entrance — "and tlien," 
she continued, "you — yon jest did this" — here she lifted 
her chin, and puffing out her small chest, strode towards the 
colonel in evident simulation of his grandest manner. 

A short, deep chuckle escaped him — although the next 
moment his face became serious again. But Pansy in the 
mean time had taken possession of his coat sleeve and was 
rubbing her cheek against it like a young cult. At \vI\\q.\v 
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the colonel succumbed feebly and sat down on the sofa, the 
child standing beside him, leaning over and transferring her 
little hands to the lapels of his frock coat, which she essayed 
to button over his chest as she looked into his murky eyes. 
" The other girls said, '^ she began, tugging at the button, 
" that you was a * cirkiss ' " — another tug — " * a nigger 
minstrel ' " — and a third tug — " * a agent with samples ' 

— but that showed all they knew ! " 

"Ah, ''said the colonel with exaggerated blandness, "and 

— er — what did you — er — say ? " 

The child smiled. ^'I said you was a Stuffed Donkey — 
but that was before I knew you. I was a little skeert too; 
but now'' — she succeeded in buttoning the coat and mak- 
ing the colonel quite apoplectic, — "now I ain't frightened 
one bit — no, not one tiny bit! But," she added, after a . 
pause, unbuttoning the coat again and smoothing down the 
lapels between her fingers, "you 're to keep on frightening 
the old cats — mind ! Never mind about the f/irls. I '11 
tell them." 

The colonel would have given worlds to be able to strug- 
gle up into an upright position with suitable oral expression. 
Not that his vanity was at all wounded by these irrespon- 
sible epithets, which only excited an amused wonder, but 
he was conscious of an embarrassed pleasure in the child's 
caressing familiarity, and her perfect trustfulness in him 
touched liis extravagant chivalry. He ought to protect her, 
and yet correct her. In the consciousness of these duties 
he laid his white hand upon her head. Alas ! she lifted her 
arm and instantly transferred his hand and part of his arm 
around her neck and shoulders, and comfortably snuggled 
against liini. The colonel gasped. Nevertheless, something 
must be said, and he began, albeit somewhat crippled in 
delivery : — 

" The — er — use of elegant and precise language by — • 
er — young ladies cannot be too sedulously cultivated"-— 
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But here the child laughed, and snuggling still closer, gur- 
gled: "That's right! Give it to her when she comes 
down! That's the style!" and the colonel stopped, dis- 
comfited. Nevertheless, there was a certain wholesome glow 
in the contact of this nestling little figure. 

Presently he resumed tentatively : "I have — er — 
brought you a few dainties." 

"Yes," said Pansy, "1 see; but they 're from the wrong 
jhop, you dear old silly ! They 're from Tomkins's, and we 
girls just abominate his things. You oughter have gone to 
Emmons's. Never mind. I '11 show you when we go out. 
Wo 're going out, aren't we?" she said suddenly, lifting 
her head anxiously. "You know it's allowed, and it's 
rights * to parents and guardians ' ! " 

"Certainly, certainly," said the colonel. He knew he 
would feel a little less constrained in the open air. 

"Then we '11 go now," said Pansy, jumping up. "I '11 
just run upstairs and put oq my things. I '11 say it 's * or- 
ders ' from you. And I'll wear my new frock — it's 
Longer. " (The colonel was slightly relieved at this ; it had 
seemed to him, as a guardian, that there was perhaps an ab- 
normal display of Pansy's black stockings.) "You wait; 
I won't be long." 

She darted to the door, but reaching it, suddenly stopped, 
wtumed to the sofa, where the colonel still sat, imprinted 
a swift kiss on his mottled cheek, and fled, leaving him in- 
vested with a mingled flavor of freshly ironed muslin, win- 
fcergreen lozenges, and recent bread and butter. He sat still 
for some time, staring out of the window. It was very 
quiet in the room ; a bumblebee blundered from the jasmine 
outside into the open window, and snored loudly at the 
panes. But the colonel heeded it not, and remained ab- 
stracted and silent until the door opened to Miss Tish and 
Pansy — in her best frock and sash, at which the colonel 
started and became erect again and courtly. 
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"I am about to take my ward out," he said deliberately, 
" to — er — taste the air in the Alameda, and — er — view 
the shops. We may — er — also — indulge in — er — slight 
suitable refreshment ; — er — seed cake — or — bread and 
butter — and — a dish of tea. " 

Miss Tish, now thoroughly subdued, was delighted to 
grant Miss Stannard the half holiday permitted on such oc- 
casions. She begged the colonel to suit his own pleasure, 
and intrusted " the dear child " to her guardian " with the 
greatest confidence." 

The colonel made a low bow, and Pansy, demurely slip- 
ping her hand into his, passed with him into the hall ; there 
was a slight rustle of vanishing skirts, and Pansy pressed 
his hand significantly. When they were well outside, she 
said, in a lower voice : — 

"DonH look tip until we 're under the gymnasium win- 
dows." The colonel, mystified but obedient, strutted on. 
"Now!" said Pansy. He looked up, beheld the windows 
aglow with bright young faces, and bewildering with many 
handkerchiefs and clapping hands, stopped, and then taking 
off his hat, acknowledged the salute with a sweeping bow. 
Pansy was delighted. "I knew they 'd be there; I'd al- 
ready fixed 'em. They 're just dyin' to know you." 

The colonel felt a certain glow of pleasure. "I — er — 
had already intimated a — er — willingness to — ^ er — in- 
spect the classes; but — I — er — understood that the 
rules " — 

"They 're sick old rules," interrupted the child. "Tish 
and Prinkwell are the rules ! You say just right out that 
you ?/•//// Just overdo her ! " 

The colonel had a vague sense that he ought to correc' 
both the spirit and language of this insurrectionary speech, 
but Pansy pulled him along, and then swept him quite away 
with a torrent of prattle of the school, of her friends, of the 
teachers, of her life and its infinitely small miseries and 
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pleasures. Pansy was voluble ; never before had the colo- 
nel found himself relegated to the place of a passive listener. 
Nevertheless, he liked it, and as they passed on, under the 
fihade of the Alameda, with Pansy alternately swinging from 
his hand and skipping beside him, there was a vague smile 
of satisfaction on his face. Passers-by turned to look after 
the strangely assorted pair, or smiled, accepting them, as the 
colonel fancied, as father and daughter. An odd feeling, 
half of pain and half of pleasure, gripped at the heart of the 
empty and childless man. 

And now, as they approached the more crowded thor- 
oughfares, the instinct of chivalrous protection was keen in 
his breast. He piloted her skillfully ; he jauntily suited his 
own to her skipping step; he lifted her with scrupulous po- 
liteness over obstacles; strutting beside her on crowded 
pavements, he made way for her with his swinging stick. 
All the while, too, he had taken note of the easy carriage of 
her head and shoulders, and most of all of her small, slim 
feet and hands, that, to his fastidious taste, betokened her 
tace. " Ged, sir, " he muttered to himself, " she ' s ' Blue 
Grass * stock, all through." To admiration succeeded pride, 
with a slight touch of ownership. When they went into a 
shop, which, thanks to the ingenuous Pansy, they did pretty 
often, he would introduce her with a wave of the hand and 
the remark, "/ am — er — seeking nothing to-day, but if 
you will kindly — er — serve my tvard — Miss Stannard ! " 
Later, when they went into the confectioner's for refresh - 
nient, and Pansy frankly declared for " ice cream and cream 
calces," instead of the "dish of tea and bread and butter^' 
he had ordered in pursuance of his promise, he heroically 
took it himself — to satisfy his honor. Indeed, I know of 
no more sublime figure than Colonel Starbottle — rising su- 
perior to a long-withstood craving for a '* cocktail, " morbidly 
CQQScious also of the ridiculousness of his appearance to any 
of his old associates who might see liiui — di\Tak\\\^\\3c«^^ 
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warm tea and pecking feebly at bis bread and butter at a 
small table, beside bis little tyrant. 

And tbis domination of tbe belpless continued on tbeii 
way borne. Altbougb Miss Pansy no longer talked of ber- 
self, sbe was equally voluble in inquiry as to the colonel's 
habits, ways of life, friends and acquaintances, happily re- 
stricting her interrogations, in regard to those of her own 
sex, to "any little girls that he knew." Saved by this ex- 
onerating adjective, the colonel saw here a chance to indulge 
his postponed monitorial duty, as well as his vivid imagina- 
tion. He accordingly drew elaborate pictures of impossible 
children he had known — creatures precise in language and 
dress, abstinent of play and confectionery, devoted to les- 
sons and duties, and otherwise, in Paiisy*s own words, 
" loathsome to the last degree ! " As " daughters of oldest 
and most cherished friends, '^ they might perhaps have ex- 
cited Pansy's childish jealousy but for the singular fact 
that they had all long ago been rewarded by marriage with 
senators, judges, and generals — also associates of the colo- 
nel. This remoteness of presence somewhat marred their 
efifect as an example, and the colonel was mortified, though 
not entirely displeased, to observe that their surprising vir- 
tues did not destroy Pansy's voracity for sweets, tbe reck- 
lessness of her skipping, nor the freedom of her language. 
The colonel was remorseful — but happy. 

When they reached the seminary again. Pansy retired 
with her various purchases, but reappeared after an interval 
with Miss Tish. 

"I remember," hesitated that lady, trembling under the 
fascination of the colonel's profound bow, "that you were 
anxious to look over the school, and although it was not 
possible then, I shall be glad to show you now through one 
of the classrooms." 

The colonel, glancing at Pansy, was momentarily shocked 
by a distortion of one side of her face, which seemed, how* 



I 



A WARD OF COLONEL STARBOTTLE'S 139 

over, to end in a wink of her innocent brown eyes, but re- 
covering himself, gallantly expressed his gratitude. The 
next moment he was ascending the stairs, side by side with 
Miss Tish, and had a distinct impression that he had been 
pinched in the calf by Pansy, who was following close be- 
hind. 

It was recess, but the large classroom was quite filled 
With pupils, many of them older and prettier girls, inveigled 
there, as it afterwards appeared, by Pansy, in some preco- 
cious presentiment of her guardian's taste. The colonel's 
apologetic yet gallant bow on entering, and his erect, old- 
iashioned elegance, instantly took their deliglited attention. 
Indeed, all would have gone well had not Miss Prink well, 
inth the view of impressing the. colonel as well as her pu- 
pils, majestically introduced him as "a distinguished jurist 
deeply interested in the cause of education, as well as guard- 
ian of their fellow pupil." That opportunity was not 
thrown away on Colonel Starbottle. 

Stepping up to the desk of the astounded principal, he 
laid the points of his fingers delicately upon it, and, with a 
preparatory inclination of his head towards her, placed his 
other hand in his breast, and with an invocatory glance at 
the ceiling, began. 

It was the colonel's habit at such moments to state at 
first, with great care and precision, the things that he . 
"would not say," that he ^^need not say," and apparently 
that it was absolutely unnecessary even to allude to. It 
was therefore not strange that the colonel informed them 
that he need not say that he counted his present privilege 
among the highest that had been granted him ; for besides 
the privilege of beholding the galaxy of youthful talent and 
excellence before him, besides the privilege of being sur- 
rounded by a garland of the blossoms of the school in all their 
freshness and beauty, it was well understood that he Ijad the 
greater privilege of — er — standing in loco j^cti^^'n'tls \.c^ ^xva 
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of these blossoms. It was not for him to allude to the high 
trust imposed upon him by — er — deceased and cherished 
friend, and daughter of one of tlie first families of Virginia, 
by the side of one who must feel that she was the recipient 
of trusts equally supreme (here the colonel paused, and 
statuesquely reganled the alarmed Miss Prinkwell as if he 
were in doubt of it\ but he would say that it should he his 
devoted mission to champion the rights of the orphaned and 
innocent whenever and wherever the occasion arose, against 
all odds, and even in the face of misguided authority. 
(^Having left the impression that Miss Prinkwell contem- 
plated an invasion of those rights, the colonel became more 
lenient and genial, "i He fully recognized her high and no- 
ble otiioe : he saw in her the worthy successor of those two 
famous instructresses of Athens — those Greek ladies — er 

— whose names had escaiW his memory, but which — er 

— no doubt Miss Prinkwell \^ould be glad to recall to her 
pupils, with some account of their lives. (Miss Prinkwell 
colored : slie liad never heiinl of them before, and even the 
delight of tlie class in the colonel's triumph was a little 
dam:»ened by this prospect of hearing more about them.) 
Put file colonel was only too content with seeing before him 
these brigiir and Ivautiful faces, destined, as he firmly be- 
lie vevi. in after years to lend their charm and effulgence to 
:he r.ichesr plai.vs as the happy helpmeets of the greatest in 
::.e Ian.;. He w;is — er — leavir.^ a — er — slight testimo- 
r.;,r. vf his reg-arvi in ti;e torr.i v^i some — er — innocent re- 
lrv>'-.:v.vu:s i:: t:ie ban is ot his warvi, who would — er — act 
AS — 0? — l.is prv^\y i:; ;heir distribution: and the colonel 
s.-: u, wr, :o :l.o :lu::er v^f hanukeivV.iefs. an applause only 
'.;.',: rv>:r,i::uv.. ,ir.d :he u::er vleuiorillration of Miss Prink- 
v»- 1,. 

l^v.: :ho :ir,:o v^t r.is vlovsirrure had *.vrje by this time, and 
he wi$ ;^v o\i\'rie:K\\i a public tuan to risk the possibility 
dj lu :ui:ioIiu:;A\ by pr\':nio::ug his ledve-taking. And in 
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an ominous shining of Pansy's big eyes as the time ap- 
proached he felt an embarrassment as perplexing as the odd 
presentiment of loneliness that was creeping over him. But 
with an elaborate caution as to the dangers of self-indul- 
gence, and the private bestowal of a large gold piece slipped 
into her hand, a promise to come again soon, and an exac- 
tion that she would write to him often, the colonel received 
in return a wet kiss, a great deal of wet cheek pressed 
against his own, and a momentary tender clinging, like that 
which attends the pulling up of some small flower, as he 
passed out into the porch. In the hall, on the landing above 
Lim, there was a close packing of brief skirts against the 
railing, and a voice, apparently proceeding from a pair of 
very small mottled legs protruding through the balusters, 
said distinctly, "Free cheers for Ternel Tarbottle!'' And 
to this benediction the colonel, hat in hand, passed out of 
this Eden into the world again. 

The colonel's next visit to the seminary did not produce 
the same sensation as the first, although it was accompanied 
with equal disturbance to the fair principals. Had he been 
a less conceited man he might have noticed that their antag- 
onism, although held in restraint by their wholesome fear 
of him, was in danger of becoming more a conviction than 
a mere suspicion. He was made aware of it through Pansy's 
resentment towards them, and her revelation of a certain 
inquisition that she had been subjected to in regard to his 
occupation, habits, and acquaintances. Naturally of these 
things Pansy knew very little, but this had not prevented 
her from saying a great deal. There had been enough in . 
her questioners' manner to make her suspect that her guard- 
ian was being attacked, and to his defense she brought the 
mendacity and imagination of a clever child. What she had 
really said did not transpire except through her own com- 
ments to the colonel; "And of course you 've killed people 
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— for you 're a kernel, you know ! " (Here the colonel ad' 
rnitteJ, iis a point of fact, that he bad serred in the Mexican 
war.) "And you kin preach, for they heaid you do it 
when you was here before," she added confidently: "and of 
course you own niggers — for there 's * Jim.' " (The colo- 
nel here attempted to explain that Jim, being in a free State, 
was now a free man, but Pansy swept away such fine dis- 
tinctions. ; "And you 're rich, you know, for you gave me 
that ten-dollar gold piece all for myself. So I jest gave 'em 
as good as they sent — the old spies and curiosity shops ! '* 

The colonel, more pleased at Pansy's devotion than con- 
cerned over the incident itself, accepted this interpretation 
of his character as a munificent, militant priest with a smil- 
ing protest. But a later incident caused him to remember 
it more seriously. 

Tliey had taken their usual stroll through the Alameda, 
and bad made the round of the shops, where the colonel had 
exhibited his usual liberality of purchase and his exalted 
parental protection, and so had passed on to their usual re^ 
freshmen t at the confectioner's, the usual ices and cakes for 
Pansy, but this time — a concession also to the tyrant Pansy 

— a glass of lemon soda and a biscuit for the colonel. He 
was coughing over his unaccustomed beverage, and Pansy, 
her equanimity and volubility restored by sweets, was chir- 
ruping at his side ; the large saloon was filling up with cus- 
tomers — mainly ladies and children, embarrassing to him 
as the only man present, when suddenly Pansy's attention 
was diverted by another arrival. It was a good-looking 
yoniig woman, overdressed, striking, and self-conscious, 
wlio, with an air of one who was in the habit of challenging 
attention, affectedly seated herself with a male companion 
at an empty taMe, and bejian to pull off an overtight glove. 

" My I ■■ said Pan?y in admiring wonder, "ain't she fine? " 

Colonel Starbottle looked up abstractedly, but at the first 

glance his face flushed redly, deepened to a purple, and then 
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became gray and stern. He had recognized in the garish 
fair one Miss Mora Montague, the "Western Star of Terp- 
sichore and Song," with whom he had supped a few days 
before at Sacramento. The lady was " on tour " with her 
" Combination Troupe. " 

The colonel leaned over and lixed his murky eyes on 
Pansy. "The room is filling up; the place is stifling; I 
must — er — request you to — er — hurry. '' 

There was a change in the coloneFs manner, which the 
quick-witted child heeded. But she had not associated it 
with the entrance of the strangers, and as she obediently 
gulped down her ice, she went on innocently, — 

"That fine lady 's smilin' and lookin' over here. Seems 
to know you; so does the man with her." 

"I — er — must request you," said the colonel, with 
husky precision, " not to look that way, but finish your — 
er — repast. " 

His tone was so decided that the child's lips pouted, but 
before she could speak a shadow leaned over their table. It 
was the companion of the "fine lady." 

"Don't seem to see us, Colonel," he said with coarse fa- 
miliarity, laying his hand on the colonel's shoulder. 
"Florry wants to know what 's up." 

The colonel rose at the touch. "Tell her, sir," he said 
huskily, but with slow deliberation, "that / * am up ' and 
leaving this place with my ward, Miss Stannard. Good- 
morning." He lifted Pansy with infinite courtesy from her 
chair, took her hand, strolled to the counter, threw down a 
gold piece, and passing the table of the astonished fair one 
with an inflated breast, swept with Pansy out of the sliop. 
In the street he paused, bidding the child go on ; and then, 
finding he was not followed by the woman's escort, rejoined 
his little companion. 

For a few moments they walked silently side by side. 
Then Pansy's curiosity, getting the better of hei ^owt^ ^^- 
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manded information. She had applied a child's swift logic 
to the scene. The colonel was angry, and had punished 
the woman for something. She drew closer to his side, and 
looking up with her hig eyes, said confidentially, — 

" What had she heen a-doing ? " 

The colonel was amazed, embarrassed, and speechless. 
He was totally unprepared for the question, and as unable 
to answer it. His abrupt departure from the shop had been 
to evade tlie very truth now demanded of him. Only a su- 
preme effort of mendacity was left him. He wiped his brow 
with his handkerchief, coughed, and began deliberately: — 

" The — er — lady in question is in the habit of using a 
scent called — er — patchouli, a — er — perfume exceed- 
ingly distressing to me. I detected it instantly on her en- 
trance. I wished to avoid it — without further contact. It 
is — er — singular but accepted fact that some people are — 
er — peculiarly affected by odors. I had — er — old cher- 
ished friend who always — er — fainted at the odor of jas- 
mine ; and I was intimately acquainted with Greneral Blud- 
yer, who — er — dropped like a shot on the presentation of 
a simple violet. The — er — habit of using such perfumes 
excessively in public, '' continued the colonel, looking down 
upon the innocent Pansy, and speaking in tones of deadly 
deliberation, "cannot be too greatly condemned, as well as 
the habit of — er — frequenting places of public resort in 
extravagant costumes, with — er — individuals who — er — 
intrude upon domestic privacy. I trust you will eschew 
sucli perfumes, places, costumes, and — er — companions 
forever and — on all occasions ! " The colonel had raised 
his voice to his forensic emphasis, and Pansy, somewhat 
alarmed, assented. Whether she entirely accepted the colo- 
nel's explanation was another matter. 

The incident, although not again alluded to, seemed to 
shadow the rest of their brief afternoon holiday, and the 
coloneVs manner was immistakably graver. But it seemed 
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to the child more affectionate and thoughtful. He had pre- 
viously at parting submitted to be kissed by Pansy with 
stately tolerance and an immediate resumption of his loftiest 
manner. On this present leave-taking he laid his straight 
closely shaven lips on the crown of her dark head, and as 
her small arms clipped his neck, drew her closely to his side. 
The child uttered a slight cry ; the colonel hurriedly put his 
hand to his breast. Her round cheek had come in contact 
with his derringer — a small weapon of beauty and precision 
— which invariably nestled also at his side, in his waistcoat 
pocket. The child laughed; so did the colonel, but his 
cheek flushed mightily. 

It was four months later, and a turbulent night. The 
early rains, driven by a strong southwester against the up- 
per windows of the Magnolia Restaurant, sometimes blurred 
the radiance of the bright lights within, and the roar of the 
encompassing pines at times drowned the sounds of song and 
laughter that rose from a private supper room. Even the 
clattering arrival and departure of the Sacramento stage 
coach, which disturbed the depths below, did not affect 
these upper revelers. For Colonel Starbottle, Jack Ham- 
lin, Judge Bees winger, and Jo Wynyard, assisted by Mes- 
dames Montague, Montmorency, Bellefield, and " Tinky " 
Clifford, of the "Western Star Combination Troupe," then 
performing "on tour," were holding "high jinks" in the 
supper room. The colonel had been of late moody, irri- 
table, and easily upset. In the words of a friend and ad- 
mirer, "he was kam only at twelve paces." 

In a lull in the general tumult a Chinese waiter was seen 
at the door vainly endeavoring to attract the attention of the 
colonel by signs and interjections. Mr. Hamlin's quick eye 
first caught sight of the intruder. "Come in, Confucius," 
«aid Jack pleasantly ; "you 're a trifle late for a regular turn, 
but any little thing id the way of kniie sw?(V\o\\'\\i^'*'* -^ 
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** Lill missee to see connle I Waitee waitee, bottom side 
housee," interrupted the Chinaman, dividing his speech be« 
tween Jack and the colonel. 

" What I Another lady ? This is no place for me ! " said 
Jack, rising with tinely simulated decorum. 

"Ask her up," chirped "Tinky " Clifford. 

But at this moment the door opened against the China- 
mim, and a small tigure in a cloak and hat, dripping with 
raindr^^ps, glided swiftly in. After a moment's half-fright- 
ened, half-admiring glance at the party, she darted forward 
with a little cry and threw her wet arms round the colonel. 
The rest of the company, arrested in their festivity, gasped 
with vague and smiling wonder; the colonel became purple 
and gasixnl. But only for a moment. The next instant he 
was on his logs, holding the child with one hand, while 
with tiie other he described a stately sweep of the table. 

"]My warvl — Miss Pansy Stannard," he said with husky 
brevity. Rut dniwing the child aside, he whispered quickly, 
** Wi.at has. happened • Why are you here ? '' 

But Pansy, child-like, already diverted by the lights, the 
t-iMo pi'od with delicacies, the gayly dressed women, and 
the air of lostivity. answered half abstractedly, and as much, 
ivri.aps, :o the curious eyes aK»ut her as to the coloners 
Vv^io.\ — 

" 1 run::ca away : '* 

"HusV. !" w;.isivrt\l the eolor.el, aghast, 

Bu: r,-:\vy, rt sivnding again ;o the company rather than 
her 4:v...r.;:a:/s vvur.sol. and as if appealing to them, went 
tu v../.: y-vUtir.g'y: "Yos! I n:r.r.txi away because they 
:t\^s;v, :.;c ! IVvViUsc ::.ey did n'l like you and said horrid 
:. ::.;.'<. lx\oUsc :V.c\ Ts ".vl awfu:, dreaviful lies! Because 
:V-:y s.,.,; ; >v.>v/: r.v^ oryV.ar. ! — thai mv name wasn't 
S:,i:.r ,:•;, ;iu.; :/a: you \: :r,avie i: all i:p. Because they 
Sv\:.; 1 ^vn,5 ,-, ;— ,r — AU^l ; . '. :.' ',< -v; /,3r^<^r."* 
A .< :,\ ;\; ;' : : / :; : V : xwk o t 1;\v, cV •,< - \ .<t<j ^t:^^^^V V3ssft tootdl^ wad 
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even drowned the storm outside ; again and again it rose, as 
the colonel staggered gaspingly to his feet. For an instant 
it seemed as if his struggles to restrain himself would end 
in an apoplectic' fit. Perhaps it was for this reason that 
Jack Hamlin checked his own light laugh and hecame alert 
and grave. Yet the next moment Colonel Starhottle went • 
as suddenly dead white, as leaning over the tahle he said 
huskily, hut deliberately, "I must request the ladies pre- 
sent to withdraw." 

"Don't mind W5, Colonel," said Judge Beeswinger, "it 's 
all in the family here, you know ! And — now I look at 
the girl — hang it all ! she does favor you, old man. Ha ! 
ha!" 

"And as for the ladies," said Wynyard with 'a weak, 
vinous laugh, "unless any of 'em is inclined to take the 
matter as personal — eh ? " 

" Stop ! " roared the colonel. 

There was no mistaking his voice nor his intent now. 
The two men, insulted and instantly sobered, were silent. 
Mr. Hamlin rose, playfully but determinedly tapped his 
fair companions on the shoulders, saying, "Run away and 
play, girls," actually bundled them, giggling and protesting, 
from the room, closed the door, and stood with his back 
against it. Then it was seen that the colonel, still very 
white, was holding the child by the hand, as she shrank 
back wonderingly and a little frightened against him. 

" I thank you^ Mr. Hamlin, " said the colonel in a lower 
voice — yet with a slight touch of his habitual stateliness in 
it, " for being here to bear witness, in the presence of this 
child, to my unqualified statement that a more foul, vile, 
and iniquitous falsehood never was uttered than that which 
has been poured into her innocent ears ! " He paused, 
walked to the door, still holding her hand, and, as Mr. Ham- 
lin stepped aside, opened it, told her to await him in the 
public parlor, closed the door again, and onc^ ikvq^^ \!d.^<b^ 
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the two men. "And," he continued more deliberately, 
"for the infamous jests that you, Judge Beeswinger, and 
you, Mr. Wynyard, have dared to pass in her presence and 
mine, I shall expect from each of you the' fullest satisfac- 
tion — personal satisfaction. My seconds will wait on you 
in the morning." 

The two men stood up sobered — yet belligerent. 

"As you like, sir," said Beeswinger, flashing. 

"The sooner the better for me," added Wynyard curtly. 

They passed the unruffled Jack Hamlin with a smile and 
a vaguely significant air, as if calling him as a witness to 
the coloners madness, and strode out of the room. 

As the door closed behind them, Mr. Hamlin lightly 
settled his white waistcoat, and, with his hands on his hips, 
lounged towards the colonel. " And then ? " he said qui- 
etly. 

"Eh?" said the colonel. 

"After you 've shot one or both of these men, or one of 
'em has knocked you out, what 's to become of that child 1 " 

"If — I am — er — spared, sir, " said the colonel huskily, 
"I shall continue to defend her — against calumny and 
sneers " — 

" In this style, eh ? After her life has been made, a hell 
by her association with a man of your reputation, you pro- 
pose to whitewash it by a quarrel with a couple of drunken 
scallawags like Beeswinger and Wynyard, in the presence 

of three painted trollops and a d d scamp like myself! 

Do you suppose this won't be blown all over California be- 
fore she can be sent back to school ? Do you suppose those 
cackling hussies in the next room won't give the whole 
story away to the next man who stands treat ? " (A fine 
contempt for the sex in general was one of Mr. Hamlin's 
most subtle attractions for them.) 

"Nevertheless, sir," stammered the colonel, "the prompt 
punishment oi the man who ha? dared " — 
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"Punishment!" interrupted Hamlin, "who 's to punish 
the man who has dared most ? The one man who is respon- 
sible for the whole thing ? Who 's to punish you ? " 

"Mr. Hamlin — sir!" gasped the colonel, falling back, 
M his hand involuntarily rose to the level of his waistcoat 
pocket and his derringer. 

But Mr. Hamlin only put down the wine glass he had 
lifted from the table and was delicately twirling between 
lus fingers, and looked fixedly at the colonel. 

"Look here," he said slowly. "When the boys said that 
you accepted the guardianship of that child 7iot on account 
of Dick Stannard, but only as a bluff against the joke 
they 'd set up at you, I did n't believe them! When these 
men and women to-night tumbled to that story of the child 
being yours, I didn*t believe that! When it was said by 
others that you were serious about making her your ward, 
and giving her your property, because you doted on her like 
a father, I did n't believe that. " 

" And — why not that ? " said the colonel quickly, yet 
^ith an odd tremor in his voice. 

" Because, " said Hamlin, becoming suddenly as grave as 
the colonel, "I could not believe that any one who cared a 
picayune for the child could undertake a trust that might 
bring her into contact with a life and company as rotten as 
ours. I could not believe that even the most God-forsaken, 
conceited fool would, for the sake of a little sentimental 
parade and splurge among people outside his regular walk, 
allow the prospects of that child to be blasted. I couldn't 
believe it, even if he thought he was acting like a father. 
I didn't believe it — but I'm beginning to believe it 
now ! " 

There was little to choose between the attitudes and ex- 
pressions of the two set stern faces noAv regarding each 
other, silently, a foot apart. But the colonel was the first 
to speak : — 
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"Mr. Hamlin — sir! You said a moment ago that I 
was — er — ahem — responsible for this evening's affair ~- 
but you expressed a doubt as to who pould — er — pnmsli . 
me for it. I accept the responsibility you have indicated, 
sir, and oifer you that chance. But as this matter between 
us must have precedence over — my engagements with that 
caiiailley I shall expect you with your seconds at sunrise on 
Burnt E-idge. Good-evening, sir." 

With head erect the colonel left the room. Mr. Ham- 
lin slightly shrugged his shoulders, turned to the door of 
the room whither he had just banished the ladies, and in 
a few minutes his voice was heard melodiously among the 
gayest. 

For all that he managed to get them away early. When 
he had bundled them into a large carryall, and watched 
them drive away through the storm, he returned for a min* 
ute to the waiting room for his overcoat. He was surprised 
to hear the sound of the child's voice in the supper room, 
and the door being ajar, he could see quite distinctly that 
she Avas seated at the table, with a plate full of sweets be- 
fore her, while Colonel Starbottle, with his back to the 
door, was sitting opposite to her, his shoulders slightly 
bowed as he eagerly watched her. It seemed to Mr. Ham- 
lin that it was the close of an emotional interview, for 
Pansy's voice was broken, partly by sobs, and partly, I 
grieve to say, by the hurried swallowing of the delicacies 
before her. Yet, above the beating of the storm outside, 
he could hear her saying, — 

"Yes! I promise to be good — (sob) — and to go with 
Mrs. Pyecroft — (sob) — and to try — to like another guard- 
ian — (sob) — and not to cry any more — (sob) — and — 
oh, please, don^t you do it either H^ 

Put here Mr. Hamlin slipped out of the room and out of 
the house, with a rather grave face. An hour later, when 
the; colonel drove up to the Pyecrofts* door with Pansy, he 
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found that Mr. Pyecroft was slightly embarrassed, and a 
figure, which, in the darkness, seemed to resemble Mr. 
Hamlin *s, had just emerged from the door as he entered. 

Yet the sun was not up on Burnt Ridge earlier than Mr. 
Hamlin. The storm of the night before had blown itself 
out; a few shreds of mist hung in the valleys from the 
Ridge, that lay above coldly reddening. Then a breeze 
swept over it, and out of the dissipating mist fringe Mr. 
Hamlin saw two black figures, closely buttoned up like him- 
self, emerge, which he recognized as Bees winger and Wyn- 
yard, followed by their seconds. But the colonel came not. 
Hamlin joined the others in an animated confidential con- 
versation, attended by a watchful outlook for the missing 
adversary. Five, ten minutes elapsed, and yet the usually 
prompt colonel was not there. Mr. Hamlin looked grave; 
Wynyard and Beeswinger exchanged interrogatory glances. 
Then a buggy was seen driving furiously up the grade, and 
from it leaped Colonel Starbottle, accompanied by Dick 
MacKinstry, his second, carrying his pistol case. And then 
— strangely enough for men who were waiting the coming 
of ah antagonist who was a dead shot — they drew a breath 
of relief ! 

MacKinstry slightly preceded his principal, and the oth- 
ers could see that Starbottle, though erect, was walking 
slowly. They were surprised also to observe that he was 
haggard and hollow eyed, and seemed, in the few hours that 
had elapsed since they last saw him, to have aged ten years. 
■ MacKinstry, a tall Kentuckian, saluted, and was the first 
oue to speak. 

." Colonel Starbottle, " he said formally, "desires to ex- 
press his regrets at this delay, which was unavoidable, as 
[le was obliged to attend his ward, who was leaving by the 
[own coach for Sacramento with Mrs. Pyecroft, this nlorn- 

ig." Hamlin, Wynyard, and Beeswinger exchanged 
ces. "Colonel Starbottle," continued MacK\iv«.tt^ ^ 
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turning to bis principal, "desires to say a word to Mr. 
Hamlin." 

As ^Ir. Hamlin would have advanced from the group, 
Colonel Starbottle lifted his hand deprecatingly. " What 
I have to say must be said before these gentlemen," he be- 
gan slowly. "Mr. Hamlin — sir! when I solicited the 
honor of this meeting I was under a grievous misapprehen- 
sion of the intent and purpose of your comments on my 
action last evening. I think," he added, slightly inflating 
his buttoned-up figure, "that the reputation I have always 
Ix^nie in — er — meetings of this kind will prevent any — 
er — misunderstanding of my present action — which is to 
— er — ask i^rmission to withdraw my challenge — and to 
humbly bog your i>anlon. " 

The astonishment produced by this unexpected apology, 
and Mr. Hamlin's prompt grasp of the colonel's hand, had 
scarxvly passeil l^fore the colonel drew himself up again, 
and turning to his stHvnd said, ** And now I am at the ser- 
vice v>f Judge IWswinger ami Mr. Wynyard — whichever 
may elect to honor me first,'' 

l^U the two nion thus addrv^ssed looked for a moment 
s:r.inj:^^ly t\vi;sh and omWrras^^Hi. Yet the awkwardness 
w^;i At l,is: brv^ken by Judgo Ixvswinger frankly advancing 
towArvIs :he vvlov.ol wi;h an outstretched hand. "We came 
V.erv^ or/.v to alvI^\:i•^^ Colv'»z:el S:arbo*tle. Without pos- 
*';?<>:::♦: \ov.r rt"j»i;:i4:iv^n ,ir.d ex^vrler.^v is these matters, we 
*::V. :V-r.:k wo oav» oUv.u. as VvV. have, an equal exemption 
fr.^'iu a:'.\ *::;.<;::: sic r55:.-vv.x;;r.j: when w*» siy that we deeply 
t\v*.:>V. Ar,; vl:>v'ov,r:cous ccnduct last even- 
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clapped his hand on the coloners shoulder. *^ You Ul take 
my word, colonel, that these gentlemen honestly intended 
to apologize, and came here for that purpose ; — and — so 
did I — only you anticipated me ! " 

In the laughter that followed Mr. Hamlin's frankness 
the colonel's features relaxed grimly, and he shook the 
hands of his late possible antagonists. 

"And now," said Mr. Hamlin gayly, "you '11 all adjourn 
to breakfast with me — and try to make up for the suppet 
we left unfinished last night." 

It was the only allusion to that interruption and its con- 
eequences, for during the breakfast the colonel said nothing 
in regjEird to his ward, and the other guests were discreetly 
reticent. But Mr. Hamlin was not satisfied. He managed 
to get the colonel's servant, Jim, aside, and extracted from 
the negro that Colonel Starbottle had taken the child that 
night to Pyecroft's; that he had had a long interview with 
Pyecroft; had written letters and '* walked de flo' " all 
night; that he (Jim) was glad the child was gone! 

" Why ? " asked Hamlin, with affected carelessness. 

"She was just makin' de kernel like any o' de low-down 
No'th'n folks — keerful, and stingy, and mighty 'fraid o' 
de opinions o' de biggety people. And fo' what? Jess to 
strut round wid dat child like he was her 'spectable go to 
meeting fader ! " 

"And was the child sorry to leave him? " asked Ham- 
lin. 

" WuU — no, sah. De mighty euros thing, Marse Jack, 
about the gals — big and little — is dey just use de kernel ! 
— dat 's all ! Dey just use de ole man like a pole to bring 
down deir persimmons — see ? " 

But Mr. Hamlin did not smile. 

Later it was known that Colonel Starbottle had resigned 
his guardianship with the consent of the court. Whether 



164 A WARD OF COLONEL STARBOTTLl^S 

he ever again saw his late ward was not known, nor if htt 
remained loyal to his memories of her. 

Headers of these chronicles may, however, remember that 
years after, when the colonel married the widow of a certain 
Mr. Tretherick, both in his courtship and his short married 
life he was singularly indifferent to the childish graces of 
Carrie Tretherick, her beloved little daughter, and that his 
obtuseness in that respect provoked the widow's ire. 
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"It 's all very well," said Joe Wynbrook, "for us to be 
sittin' here, slingin' lies easy and comfortable, with the wind 
whistlin' in the pines outside, and the rain just liftin' the 
ditches to fill our sluice boxes with gold ez we 're smokin' 
and waitin', but I tell you what, boys — it ain't home! 
Kg, sir, it ain't home ! " 

The speaker paused, glanced around the bright, comfort- 
able barroom, the shining array of glasses beyond, and the 
circle of complacent faces fronting the stove, on which his 
own boots were cheerfully steaming, lifted a glass of whis- 
key from the floor under his chair, and in spite of his de- 
precating remark, took a long draught of the spirits with 
every symptom of satisfaction. 

"If ye mean," returned Cyrus Brewster, "that it ain't 
the old farmhouse of our boyhood, 'way back in the woods, 
I'll agree with you; but ye '11 just remember that there 
wasn't any gold placers lying round on the medder on that 
farm. Not much ! Ef thar had been, we would n't have 
left it." 

"I don't mean that," said Joe Wynbrook, settling him- 
self comfortably back in his chair; "it 's the family hearth 
I'm talkin' of. The soothin' influence, ye know — the 
tidiness of the women folks." 

"Ez to the soothin' influence," remarked the barkeeper, 
leaning his elbows meditatively on his counter, * afore I 
struck these diggin's I had a grocery and bar, 'way back in 
Mizzoori, where there was five old-fashioned farms jined. 
Blame my skin ef the men folks were n't a darned sight 
oftener over in my grocery, sittin' on barrils and histin' in 
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their reg'lar corn- juice, than ever any of you be here—' 
with all these modern improvements." 

"Ye don't catch on, any of you," returned Wynbrook 
impatiently. "Ef it was a mere matter o' buildin' houses 
and becomin' family men, I reckon that this yer camp is 
about prosperous enough to do it, and able to get gals 
enough to marry us, but that would be only borryin' trouble 
and lettin' loose a lot of jabberin' women to gossip agin' 
each other and spile all our friendships. No, gentlemen! 
What we want here — each of us — is a good 'old mother! 
No thin' new-fangled or fancy, but the reg'lar old-fashioned 
mother we was used to when we was boys! " 

The speaker struck a well-worn chord — rather the worse 
for wear, and one that had jangled falsely ere now, but 
which still produced its effect. The men were silent. Thus 
encouraged, Wynbrook proceeded : — 

"Think o' comin' home from the gulch a night like this 
and findin' yer old mother a-waitin' ye! No fumblin' 
around for the matches ye 'd left in the gulch; no high old 
oussin' because the wood was wet or you forgot to bring it 
in; no bustlin' around for your dry things and findin' you 
forgot to dry 'em that mornin' — but everything waitin' for 
ye and ready. And then, mebbe, she brings ye in some 
doughnuts she 's just cooked for ye — cooked ez only she 
kin cook 'em! Take Prossy Kiggs — alongside of me here 
— for instance! He^^ made the biggest strike yet, and is 
puttin' up a high-toned house on the hill. Well! he'll 
hev it finished off and furnished slap-up style, you bet! 
with a Chinese cook, and a Biddy, and a Mexican vaquero 
to look after his horse — but he won't have no mother to 
housekeep ! That is, " he corrected himself perfunctorily, 
turning to his companion, "you've never spoke o* your 
mother, so I reckon you 're about fixed up like us." 

The young man thus addressed flushed slightly, and then 
nodded his head with a sheepish smile. He had, however, 
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listened to the conversation with an interest almost child- 
ish, and a reverent admiration of his comrades — qualities 
which, combined with an intellect not particularly brilliant, 
made him alternately the butt and the favorite of the oamp. 
Indeed, he was supposed to possess that proportion of stu- 
pidity and inexperience which, in mining superstition, gives 
"luck" to its possessor. And this had been singularly 
proven in the fact that he had made the biggest "strike" 
of the season. 

Joe Wynbrook's sentimentalism, albeit only argumenta- 
tive and half serious, had unwittingly touched a chord of 
"Prossy's" simple history, and the flush which had risen 
to his cheek was not entirely bashfulness. The home and 
relationship of which they spoke so glibly, he had never 
known; he was a foundling! As he lay awake that night 
he remembered the charitable institution which had pro- 
tected his infancy, the master to whom he had later been 
apprenticed; that was all he knew of his childhood. In 
his simple way he had been greatly impressed by the strange 
value placed by his companions upon the family influence, 
and he had received their extravagance with perfect credu- 
lity. In his absolute ignorance and his lack of humor he 
had detected no false quality in their sentiment. And a 
vague sense of his responsibility, as one who had been the 
luckiest, and who was building the first " house " in the 
camp, troubled him. He lay staringly wide awake, hearing 
the mountain wind, and feeling warm pufl*s of it on his face 
through the crevices of the log cabin, as he thought of the 
new house on the hill that was to be lathed and plastered 
and clapboarded, and yet void and vacant of that myste- 
rious " mother " ! And then, out of the solitude and dark- 
ness, a tremendous idea struck him that made him sit up in 
his bunk! 

A day or two later " Prossy " Riggs stood on a sand- 
blown, wind-swept suburb of San Francisco, before a large 
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building whose forbidding exterior proclaimed that it was 
an institution of formal charity. It was, in fact, a refuge 
for the various waifs and strays of ill-advised or hopeless 
immigration. As Prosper paused before the door, certain 
old recollections of a similar refuge were creeping over him, 
and, oddly enough, he felt as embarrassed as if he had been 
seeking relief for himself. The perspiration stood out on 
his forehead as he entered the room of the manager. 

It chanced, however, that this official, besides being a 
man of shrewd experience of human weakness, was also 
kindly hearted, and having, after his first official scrutiny 
of his visitor and his resplendent watch chain, assured him- 
self that he was not seeking personal relief, courteously 
assisted him in his stammering request. 

" If I understand you, you want some one to act as your 
housekeeper 1 '' 

"That's it! Somebody to kinder look arter things — 
and me — ginrally," returned Prosper, greatly relieved. 

" Of what age 1 " continued the manager, with a cautious 
glance at the robust youth and good-looking, simple face of 
Prosper. 

"I ain't nowise partickler — ez long ez she's old — ye 
know. Ye follow me? Old — ez ef — betwixt you an' 
me, she might be my own mother." 

The manager smiled inwardly. A certain degree of dis- 
cretion was noticeable in this rustic youth I " You are quite 
right," he answered gravely, "as yours is a mining camp 
where there are no other women. Still, you don't want 
any one too old or decrepit. There is an elderly maiden 
lady " — l>ut a change was transparently visible on Pros- 
per' s simple face, and the manager paused. 

"She oughter Ih» kinder married, you know — ter be lika 
a mother," stammered l*rosper. 

"Oh, ay. I see,'* returned the manager, again illumi- 
nated by Prosper's unexpected wisdom. 
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He mused for a moment. "There is," he began tenta- 
tively, " a lady in reduced circumstances — not an inmate 
of this house, but who has received some relief from us. 
She was the wife of a whaling captain who died some years 
ago, and broke up her home. She was not brought up to 
work, and this, with her delicate health, has prevented her 
from seeking active employment. As you don't seem to re- 
quire that of her, but rather want an overseer, and as your 
purpose, I gather, is somewhat philanthropical, you might 
induce her to accept a * home ' with you. Having seen bet. 
ter days, she is rather particular," he added, with a shrewd 
smile. 

Simple Prosper's face was radiant. "She'll have a 
Chinaman and a Biddy to help her," he said quickly. Then 
recollecting the tastes of his comrades, he added, half apolo- 
getically, half cautiously, "Ef she could, now and then, 
throw herself into a lemming pie or a pot of doughnuts, jest 
in a motherly kind o' way, it would please the boys." 

"Perhaps you can arrange that, too," returned the man- 
ager, " but I shall have to broach' the whole subject to her, 
and you had better call again to-morrow, when I will give 
you her answer." 

"Ye kin say," said Prosper, lightly fingering his massive 
gold chain and somewhat vaguely recalling the language of 
advertisement, "that she kin have the comforts of a home 
and no questions asked, and fifty dollars a month." 

Rejoiced at the easy progress of his plan, and half in- 
clined to believe himself a miracle of cautious diplomacy, 
Prosper, two days later, accompanied the manager to the 
cottage on Telegraph Hill where the relict of the late Cap- 
tain Pottinger lamented the loss of her spouse, in full view 
of the sea he had so often tempted. On their way thither 
the manager imparted to Prosper how, according to hearsay, 
that lamented seaman hnd carried into the domestic circle 
those severe habits of discipline which had earu^d lo^ \\\xau 
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found that Mr. Pyecioft was slightly embarrassed, and a 
figure, which, in the darkness, seemed to resemble Mr. 
Hamlin's, had just emerged from the door as he entered. 

Yet the sun was not up on Burnt Ridge earlier than ]N[r. 
Hamlin. The storm of the night before had blown itself 
out; a few shreds of mist hung in the valleys from the 
Kidge, that lav above coldly reddening. Then a breexe 
swept over it, and out of the dissipating mist fringe Mr. 
Hamlin saw two black figures, closely buttoned up like him- 
self, emerge, which he recognized as Beeswinger and Wyn- 
yard, followed by their seconds. But the colonel came not. 
Hamlin joined the others in an animated confidential con- 
versation, attended by a watchful outlook for the missing 
adversary. Five, ten minutes elapsed, and yet the usually 
prompt colonel was not there. Mr. Hamlin looked grave; 
Wynyard and Beeswinger exchanged interrogatory glances. 
Then a buggy was seen driving furiously up the grade, and 
from it leaped Colonel Starbottle, accompanied by Dick 
MacKinstry, his second, carrying his pistol case. And then 
- — strangely enough for men who were waiting the coming 
of an antagonist who was a dead shot — they drew a breath 
of relief! 

MacKinstry slightly preceded his principal, and the oth- 
ers could see that Starbottle, though erect, was walking 
slowly. They were surprised also to observe that he was 
haggard and hollow eyed, and seemed, in the few hours that 
had elapsed since they last saw him, to have aged ten years. 
MacKinstry, a tall Kentuckian, saluted, and was the first 
one to speak. 

"Colonel Starbottle," he said formally, "desires to ex- 
press his regrets at this delay, which was unavoidable, as 
he was obliged to attend his ward, who was leaving by the 
down coach for Sacramento with Mrs. Pyocroft, this morn- 
ing." Hamlin, Wynyard, and Beeswinger exchanged 
glances. "Colonel Starbottle," continued MacKinstry^ 
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It was one of those rare mornings in the rainy season 
when there was a suspicion of spring in the air, and after 
a night of rainfall the sun broke through fleecy clouds with 
little islets of blue sky — when Prosper Riggs and his mo- 
ther drove into Wild Cat camp. An expression of cheer- 
fulness was on the faces of his old comrades. For it had 
been recognized that, after all, "Prossy " had a perfect right 
to bring his old mother there — his well-known youth and 
inexperience preventing this baleful performance from being 
established as a precedent. For these reasons hats were 
cheerfully doffed, and some jackets put on, as the buggy 
swept up the hill to the pretty new cottage, with its green 
blinds and white veranda, on the crest. 

Yet I am afraid that Prosper was not perfectly happy, 
even in the triumphant consummation of his plans. Mrs. 
Pottinger's sudden and business-like acquiescence in it, and 
her singular lapse from her genteel precision, were gratify- 
ing but startling to his ingenuousness. And although from 
the moment she accepted the situation she was fertile in 
resources and full of precaution against any possibility of 
detection, he saw, with some uneasiness, that its control had 
passed out of his hands. 

"You say your comrades know nothing of your family 
history 1 " she had said to him on the journey thither, 
** What are you going to tell them 1 " 

"Nothing 'cept your bein' my old mother, ^^ said Pros- 
per hopelessly. 

"That 's not enough, my son." (Another embarrassment 
to Prosper was her easy grasp of the maternal epithets.) 
**Now listen! You were born just six months after your 
father. Captain Riggs (formerly Pottinger) sailed on his 
first voyage. You remember very little of him, of course, 
as he was away so much." 

"Hadn't I better know suthin about his looks?" said 
Prosper submissively. 



166 prosper's old mother 

"A tall dark man, that 's enough,'^ responded IJiirs. Pot- 
tinger sharply. 

"Hadn't he better favor me?" said Prosper, with his 
small cunning recognizing the fact that he himself was a 
decided blond. 

"Ain't at all necessary," said the widow firmly. "You 
were always wild and ungovernable," she continued, " and 
ran away from school to join some Western emigration. 
That accounts for the ditference of our styles." 

"Bat," continued Prosper, "I oughter remember suthin 
about our old times — runnin* arrants for you, and bringin' 
in the wood o' frosty momin's, and you givin' me hot 
douglmuts," suggested Prosper dubiously. 

"Nothing of the sort," said Mrs. Pottinger promptly. 
"We lived in the city, with plenty of servants. Just re- 
member, Pn.^si>er dear, your mother was n't that low-down 
country style," 

GLul to be relieved from further invention. Prosper was, 
nevertheless somewhat concerned at this shattering of the 
ideal mother in the very camp that had sung her praises. 
But he could only trust to her recognizing the situation 
wiih her usual s;igaoity. of which he stood in respectful awe. 

Joe Wynbrvvk and Cyras Brewster had, as older mem- 
Ivrs v^t tho oa:np, purix^seiy lingered near the new hoase to 
oifor ;\ny assistauoe tv^ " Trossy and his mother," and had 
rvvvivivi A brief and ixissir.g ::i:r.^iuc:ion to the latter. So 
il-v-e:^ .^:\vi ::uoxpo.^:<'vi was :::o iir.prvs^ion she made upon 
:',.;■"; :h.i: ::;oso tWi^ v>rAoIes of the camp retired down the 
:,:"/. ::; ,'»wk\v,ird si'.or.oe for so:r.o :::r.e, neilher daiing to risk 
;-.'.s r;y. ;:/.:*..':; Vv Ov>:r.::.or.: or ov^rsur prise, 

Iv:: ^^ '.or. :'.x\v ai^.^-v-cV-o.; :.;e curious crowd below await- 
::.»: :.;-., v yrv.s l>r\nv<:<r \ •::;:;;?•.-; :o say, "Struck me ez 
<i ;'...: . . .' c ; *. . « a > x-a : . c r ' •. :^ ■ > :or. tv; f c r Prossy ' s mother. " 

,Vv Wyv->.\\ k :r.>:si:;:\v ><;;•/. :>.v faiil admission to 
^^* w l.'.i ,\.\\ A '.", Iv^c 1 s /,'jV r: ." T *.r. s: ^ ^; 1 : — 
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" Struck yoii ! Why, it was no more than 1 expected all 
along ! What did we know of Prossy % Nothin' ! What 
did he ever tell us? NothinM And why? 'Cos it was 
his secret. Lord ! a blind mule could see that. All this 
foolishness and simplicity o' his come o' his bein' cuddled 
and pampered as a baby. Then, like ez not, he was either 
kidnapped or led away by some feller — and nearly broke 
his mother's heart. I '11 bet my bottom dollar he has been 
advertised for afore this — only we didn't see the paper. 
Like as not they had agents out seekin' him, and he jest 
ran into their hands in 'Frisco! I had a kind o' presenti- 
ment o' this when he left, though I never let on anything." 

" I reckon, too, that she 's kinder afraid he '11 bolt agin. 
Did ye notice how she kept watchin' him all the time, and 
how she did the bossin' o' everything? And there 's one 
thing sure! He 's changed — yes! He don't look as keer- 
less and free and foolish ez he uster." 

Here there was an unmistakable chorus of assent from 
the crowd that had joined them. Every one — even those 
who had not been introduced to the mother — had noticed 
his strange restraint and reticence. In the impulsive logic 
of the camp, conduct such as this, in the face of that supe- 
rior woman — his mother — could only imply that her pre- 
sence was distasteful to him ; that he was either ashamed of 
their noticing his inferiority to her, or ashamed of them / 
Wild and hasty as was their deduction, it was, nevertheless, 
voiced by Joe Wynbrook in a tone of impartial and even 
reluctant conviction. "Well, gentlemen, some of ye may 
remember that when I heard that Prossy was bringin' his 
mother here I kicked — kicked because it only stood to 
reason that, being lih mother, she 'd be that foolish she 'd 
upset the camp. There wasn't room enough for two such 
chuckle-heads — and one of 'em being a woman, she could 
n'^t be shut up or sat upon ez we did to him. But now, 
gentlemen, ez we see she ain't that kind, bu\. \\\^-Wa^ 
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and level-headed, and that she *s got the grip on Prossy — 
whether he likes it or not — we ain't goin' to let him go 
back on her! No, sir! we ain't goin' to let him break her 
heart the second time ! He may think we ain't good enough 
for her, but ez long ez she 's civil to us, we '11 stand by 
her." 

In this conscientious way were the shackles of that tmhal- 
lowed relationship slowly riveted on the unfortunate Prossy. 
In his intercourse with his comrades during the next two or 
three days their attitude was shown in frequent and osten- 
tatious praise of his mother, and suggestive advice, such as: 
"I wouldn't stop at the saloon, Prossy; your old mother 
is wantin' ye;" or, "Chuck that 'ere tarpolin over your 
shoulders, Pross, and don't take your wet duds into the 
house that yer old mother 's bin makin' tidy.'^ Oddly 
enough, much of this advice was quite sincere, and repre- 
sented — for at least twenty minutes — the honest senti- 
ments of the speaker. Prosper was touched at what seemed 
a revival of tlie sentiment under which he had acted, forgot 
his uneasiness, and became quite himself again — a fact also 
noticed by his critics. "Ye 've only to keep him up to his 
v7ork and he '11 be the widder's joy agin," said Cyrus Brew- 
ster. Certainly he was so far encouraged that he had a long 
conversation with Mrs. Pottinger that night, with the result 
that the next morning eToe Wynbrook, Cyrus Brewster, 
Hank Mann, and Kentucky Ike were invited to spend the 
evening at the new house. As the men, clean shirted and 
decently jacketed, filed into the neat sitting room with its 
bright carpet, its cheerful fire, its side table with a snowy 
cloth on which shining tea and coffee pots were standingi 
their hearts thrilled with satisfaction. In a large staffed 
rocking chair, Prossy 's old mother, wrapped up in a shawl 
and some mysterious ill health which seemed to forbid anj 
exertion, received them with g|gtaiL^UDMr^Jffld W Wr'^ 
tended black mitten. «^MHflH|^^^^HH|Mdj«»i:? 
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**I cannot," said Mrs. Pottinger, with sad pensiveness, 
"offer you the hospitality of my own home, gentlemen — 
you remember, Prosper, dear, the large salon and our staff 
of servants at Lexington Avenue ! — but since my son has 
persuaded me to take charge of his humble cot, I hope you 
will make all allowances for its deficiencies — even," she 
added, casting a look of mild reproach on the astonished 
Prosper — " even if he cannot. " 

"I 'm sure he oughter to be thankful to ye, ma'am," said 
Joe Wynbrook quickly, "for makin' a break to come here 
to live, jest ez we 're thankful — speakin' for the rest of 
this camp — for yer lightin* us up ez you're doin' ! I 
reckon I'm speakin' for the crowd," he added, looking 
round him. 

Murmurs of "That 's so " and "You bet " passed through 
the company, and one or two cast a half-indignant glance 
at Prosper. 

"It 's only natural," continued Mrs. Pottinger resignedly, 
"that having lived so long alone, my dear Prosper may at 
first be a little impatient of his old mother's control, and 
perhaps regret his invitation." 

"Oh no, ma'am," said the embarrassed Prosper. 

But here the mercurial Wynbrook interposed on behalf 
of amity and the camp's es])rit de corps, **Why, Lord! 
ma'am, he *s jest bin longin' for ye ! Times and times agin 
he 's talked about ye; sayin' how ef he could only get ye 
out of yer Fifth Avenue saloon to share his humble lot with 
him here, he 'd die happy ! You 've heard him talk. Brew • 
Iter?" 

"Frequent," replied the accommodating Brewster. 

"Part of the simple refreshment I have to offer you," 
Qj^tintied Mrs. Pottinger, ignoring further comment, "is a 
lihe exact quality of which I am not familiar with, but 
{on informs me is a great favorite with you. It 
by Li Sing, under my direetiou. Y^^^* 
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per, dear, see that the — er — doughnuts — are brought ia 
with the coffee." . 

Satisfaction beamed on the faces of the company, with 
perhaps the sole exception of Prosper. As a dish contain- 
ing a number of brown glistening spheres of baked dough 
was brought in, the men's eyes shone in sympathetic appre- 
ciation. Yet that epicurean light was for a moment dulled 
as each man grasped a sphere, and then sat motionless with 
it in his hand, as if it was a ball and they were waiting the 
signal for playing. 

" I am told, " said Mrs. Pottinger, with a glance of Chris- 
tian tolerance at Prosper, " that lightness is considered de- 
sirable by some — perhaps you gentlemen may find them 
heavy. " 

" Thc^r is two kinds, " said the diplomatic Joe cheerfully, 
as he began to nibble his, sideways, like a squirrel, "light 
and heavy; some likes 'em one way, and some another." 

They were hard and heavy, but the men, assisted by the 
steaming coffee, finished them with heroic politeness. 
"And now, gentlemen," said Mrs. Pottinger, leaning back 
in her chair and calmly surveying the party, "you have my 
permission to light your pipes while you partake of some 
whiskey and water." 

The guests looked up — gratified but astonished. " Art 
ye sure, ma'am, you don't mind it?" said Joe politely. 

"Not at all," responded Mrs. Pottinger briefly. "In 
fact, as my physician advises the inhalation of tobacco smoke 
for my asthmatic difficulties, I will join you." After a 
moment's fumbling in a beaded bag that hung from her 
waist, she produced a small black clay pipe, filled it from 
the same receptacle, and lit it. 

A thrill of surprise went round the company, and it was 
noticed that Prosper seemed equally confounded. Never- 
theless, this awkwardness was quickly overcome by the 
privilege and example given them, and with a glass of whia- 
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key and water before them, the men were speedily at their 
ease. Nor did Mrs. Pottinger disdain to mingle in their 
desultory talk. Sitting there with her black pipe in her 
mouth, but still precise and superior, she told a thrilling 
whaling adventure of Prosper's father (drawn evidently from 
the experience of the lamented Pottinger), which not only 
deeply interested her hearers, but momentarily exalted 
Prosper in their minds as the son of that hero. " Now you 
speak o' that, ma'am,'' said the ingenuous Wynbrook, 
"there 's a good deal o' Prossy in that yarn o' his father's; 
same kind o' keerless grit! You remember, boys, that day 
the dam broke and he stood thar, the water up to his neck, 
heavin' logs in the break till he stopped it." Briefly, the 
evening, in spite of its initial culinary failure and its sur- 
prises, was a decided social success, and even the bewildered 
and doubting Prosper went to bed relieved. It was fol- 
lowed by many and more informal gatherings at the house, 
and Mrs. Pottinger so far unbent — if that term could be 
used of one who never altered her primness of manner — 
as to join in a game of poker — and even permitted herself 
to win. 

But by the end of six weeks another change in their feel- 
ings towards Prosper seemed to creep insidiously over the 
camp. He had been received into his former fellowship, 
arid even the presence of his mother had become familiar, 
but he began to be an object of secret commiseration. They 
still frequented the house, but among tliemselves afterwards 
they talked in whispers. There was no doubt to them that 
Prosper's old mother drank not only what her son had 
provided, but what she surreptitiously obtained from the 
saloon. There was the testimony of the barkeeper, himself 
concerned equally with the camp in the integrity of the 
Riggs household. And there was an evpn darker suspicion. 
But this must be given in Joe Wynbrook 's own words: — 

"I did n't mind the old woman wiuuiu' aiivi \^\\\u\a!! ^<i.^- 
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lar — for poker 's an unsartin game ; — it ain't the money 
that we 're losin' — for it's all in the camp. But when 
she 's developing a habit o' holdin' four aces when some- 
body else hez two^ who don't like to let on because it's 
Prosper's old mother — it 's gettin' rough! And dangerous 
too, gentlemen, if there happened to be an outsider in, or 
one of the boys should kick. Why, I saw Bilson grind his 
teeth — he holdin' a sequence flush — ace high — when the 
dear old critter laid down her reg'lar four aces and raked 
in the pile. We had to nearly kick his legs off under the 
table afore he'd understand — not havin' an old mother 
himself." 

" Some un will hev to tackle her without Prossy knowin' 
it. For it would jest break his heart, arter all he 's gone 
through to get her here ! " said Brewster significantly. 

" Onless he did know it and it was that what made him 
80 sorrowful when they first came. B'gosh! I never 
thought o' that,'' said Wynbrook, with one of his charac- 
teristic sudden illuminations. 

"Well, gentlemen, whether he did or not," said the bar- 
keeper stoutly, "he must never know that we know it. 
No, not if the old gal cleans out my bar and takes the last 
scad in the camp." 

And to tliis noble sentiment they responded as one man. 

How far they would have been able to carry out that 
heroic resolve was never known, for an event occurred 
which eclipsed its importance. One morning at breakfast 
Mrs. Pottinger fixed a clouded eye upon Prosper. 

"Prosper," she said, with fell deliberation, "you ought 
to know you have a sister." 

"Yes^ ma'am," returned Prosper, with that meekness 
with which he usually received these family disclosures. 

"A sister," continued the lady, " whom you have n't seen 
since you were a child; a sister who for family reasons 
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"Yes, ma'am," said Prosper humbly. "But ef you 
wouldn't mind writin' all that down on a bit o' paper — ye 
know my short memory ! — I would get it by heart to-day 
in the gulch. I 'd have it all pat enough by night, ef," he 
added, with a short sigh, "ye was kalkilatin' to make any 
illusions to it when the boys are here." 

" Your sister Augusta," continued Mrs. Pottinger, calmly 
ignoring these details, " will be here to-morrow to make me 
a visit." 

But here the worm Prosper not only turned, but stood 
up, nearly upsetting the table. "It can't be did, ma'am! 
it mustn't be did! " he said wildly. "It 's enough for me 
to have played this camp with yoti — but now to run in " — 

" Can't be did ! " repeated Mrs. Pottinger, rising in her 
turn and fixing upon the unfortunate Prosper a pair of 
murky piratical eyes that had once quelled the sea-roving 
Pottinger. "Do you, my adopted son, dare to tell me that 
I can't have my own flesh and blood beneath my roof? " 

" Yes ! I'd rather tell the whole story — I'd rather tell 
the boys I fooled them — than go on again ! " burst out the 
excited Prosper. 

But Mrs. Pottinger only set her lips implacably together. 
"Very well, tell them then," she said rigidly; "tell them 
how you lured me from my humble dependence in San 
Francisco with the prospect of a home with you ; tell them 
how you compelled me to deceive their trusting hearts with 
your wicked falsehoods ; tell them how you — a foundling 
— borrowed me for your mother, my poor dead husband for 
your father, and made me invent falsehood upon falsehood 
to tell them while you sat still and listened ! " 

Prosper gasped. 

"Tell them," she went on deliberately, "that when I 
wanted to bring my helpless child to her only home — then^ 
only then — you determined to break your word to me, 
dither because you meanly begrudged her that skate oi '^Ckxyx. 
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house, or to keep your misdeeds from her knowledge ! Tell 
them that, Prossy, dear, and see what they '11 say ! " 

Prosper sank back in his chair aghast. In his sudden 
instinct of revolt he had forgotten the camp! He knew, 
alas, too well what they would say ! He knew that, added 
to their indignation at having been duped, their chivalry 
and absurd sentiment would rise in arms against the aban- 
donment of two helpless women ! 

"P'r'aps ye 're right, ma'am," he stammered. "I was 
only thinkin'," he added feebly, "how ahe 'd take it." 

"She '11 take it as I wish her to take it," said Mrs. Pot- 
tinger firmly. 

"Supposin', ez the camp don't know her, and I ain't bin 
talkin' o' havin' any sister ^ you ran her in here as my 
cousin ? See ? You bein' her aunt ] " 

Mrs. Pottinger regarded him with compressed lips for 
some time. Then she said, slowly and half meditatively: 
"Yes, it might be done! She will probably be willing to 
sacrifice her nearer relationship to save herself from passing 
as your sister. It would be less galling to her pride, and 
she wouldn't have to treat you so familiarly." 

"Yes, ma'am," said Prosper, too relieved to notice the 
uncomplimentary nature of the suggestion. "And ye see 
I could call her * Miss Pottinger, ' which would come easier 
to me." 

In its high resolve to bear with the weaknesses of Pros- 
per's mother, the camp received the news of the advent of 
Prosper' s cousin solely with reference to its possible eflfect 
upon the aunt's habits, and very little other curiosity. 
Prosper's own reticence, they felt, was probably due to the 
tender age at which he had separated from his relations. 
But when it was known that Prosper's mother had driven 
to the house with a very pretty girl of eighteen, there was 
a flutter of excitement in that impressionable community. 
Tioapev, with his usual shyness, had evaded an early meet- 
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ing with her, and was even loitering irresolutely on his way 
home from work, when, as he approached the house, to his 
discomfiture the door suddenly opened, the young lady ap- 
peared and advanced directly towards him. 

She was slim, graceful, and prettily dressed, and at any 
other moment Prosper might have heen impressed by her 
good looks. But her brows were knit, her dark eyes — in • 
which there was an unmistakable reminiscence of Mrs. Pot- 
tinger — were glittering, and although she was apparently 
anticipating their meeting, it was evidently with no cousinly 
interest. When within a few feet of him she stopped. 
Prosper with a feeble smile oflfered his hand. She sprang 
back. 

"Don't touch me I Don't come a step nearer or I'll 
scream ! " 

Prosper, still with smiling inanity, stammered that he 
was only "goin' to shake hands," and moved sideways 
towards the house. 

" Stop ! " she said, with a stamp of her slim foot. " Stay 
where you are! We must have our talk out here, I'm 
not going to waste words with you in there, before her,^' 

Prosper stopped. 

" What did you do this for 1 " she said angrily. " How 
dared you 1 How could you 1 Are you a man, or the fool 
she takes you for ? " 

"Wot did I do wot for? " said Prosper sullenly. 

"This! Making my mother pretend you were her son! 
Bringing her here among these men to live a lie ! " 

"She was willin'," said Prosper gloomily. "I told her 
what she had to do, and she seemed to like it." 

"But couldn't you see she was old and weak, and was 
n't responsible for her actions? Or were you only thinking 
of yourself ? " 

This last taunt stung him. He looked up. He was not 
facing a helpless, dependent old woman a^ k^ \i^<i \^^ti "Coirifl 
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day before, but a handsome, clever girl, in every way his 
superior — and in the right! In his vague sense of honor 
it seemed more credi4;able for him to fight it out with her. 
He burst out: "I never thought of myself! I never had 
an old mother ; I never knew what it was to want one — 
but the men did ! And as I could n't get one for them, I 
got one for myself — to share and share alike — I thought 
they 'd be happier ef there was one in the camp! " 

There was the unmistakable accent of truth in his voice. 
There came a faint twitching of the young girl's lips and 
the dawning of a smile. But it only acted as a goad to the 
unfortunate Prosper. "Ye kin laugh, Miss Pottinger, but 
it 's God's truth ! But one thing I did n't do. No ! When 
your mother wanted to bring you in here as my sister, I 
kicked! I did! And you kin thank me, for all your 
laughin', that you 're standing in this camp in your own 
name — and ain't nothin' but my cousin." 

"I suppose you thought your precious friends didn't 
want a sister too ? " said the girl ironically. 

"It don't make no matter wot they want now," he said 
gloomily. "For," he added, with sudden desperation, 
"it's come to an end! Yes! You and your mother will 
stay here a spell so that the boys don't suspicion nothin' 
of either of ye. Then I '11 give it out that you 're takin' 
your aunt away on a visit. Then I '11 make over to her a 
thousand dollars for all the trouble I 've given her, and 
you '11 take, her away. I 've bin a fool, Miss Pottinger, 
niebbe I am one now, but what I 'm doin' is on the square, 
and it 's got to be done ! " 

He looked so simple and so good — so like an honest 
schoolboy confessing a fault and abiding by his punishment, 
for all his six feet of altitude and silky mustache — that 
Miss Pottinger lowered her eyes. But she recovered her- 
self and said sharply : — 

*^lt 's all very well to talk of her going away I But she 
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won^t. You have made her like you — yes ! like you het- 
ter than me — than any of us ! She says you 're the only 
one who ever treated her like a mother — as a mother should 
be treated. She says she never knew what peace and com- 
fort were until she came to you. There! Don't stare like 
that! Don't you understand? Don't you see? Must I 
tell you again that she is strange — that — that she was 
always queer and strange — and queerer on account of her 
unfortunate habits — surely you knew them, Mr. Riggs! 
She quarreled with us all. I went to live with my aunt, 
and she took herself oflf to San Francisco with a silly claim 
against my father's shipowners. Heaven only knows how 
she managed to live there ; but she always impressed people 
with her manners, and some one always helped her! At 
last I begged my aunt to let me seek her, and I tracked her 
here. There! If you 've confessed everything to me, you 
have made me confess everything to you, and about my own 
mother, too ! Now, what is to be done ? " 

"Whatever is agreeable to you is the same to me, Miss 
Pottinger,'' he said formally. 

"But you mustn't call me 'Miss Pottinger ' so loud. 
Somebody might hear you," she returned mischievously. 

" All right — * cousin, ' then, '' he said, with a prodigious 
blush. "Supposin' we go in." 

In spite of the camp's curiosity, for the next few days 
they delicately withheld their usual evening visits to 
Prossy's mother. " They '11 be wan tin' to talk o' old times, 
and we don't wanter be too previous," suggested Wynbrook. 
But their verdict, when they at last met the new cousin, 
was unanimous, and their praises extravagant. To their 
inexperienced eyes she seemed to possess all her aunt's gen- 
tility and precision of language, with a vivacity and play- 
fulness all her own. In a few days the whole camp was in 
love with her. Yet she dispensed her favors with such 
tactful impartiality and with such innocent ewio^xcieaXi — * 
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free from any suspicion of coquetry — that there were no 
heartburnings, and the unlucky man who nourished a fan- 
cied slight would have been laughed at by his fellows. She 
had a town-bred girl's curiosity and interest in camp life, 
which she declared was like a "perpetual picnic," and her 
slim, graceful figure halting beside a ditch where the men 
were working seemed to them as grateful as the new spring 
sunshine. The whole camp became tidier; a coat was con- 
sidered de rigueur at "Prossy's mother" evenings; there 
was less horseplay in the trails, and less shouting. " It 's 
all very well to talk about * old mothers, ' " said the cynical 
barkeeper, " but that gal, single handed, has done more in 
a week to make the camp decent than old Ma'am Kiggs has 
in a month o' Sundays." 

Since Prosper's brief conversation with Miss Pottinger 
before the house, the question "What is to be done? " had 
singularly lapsed, nor had it been referred to again by 
either. The young lady had apparently thrown herself into 
the diversions of the camp with the thoughtless gayety of 
a brief holiday maker, and it was not for him to remind her 

— even had he wished to — that her important question 
had never been answered. He had enjoyed her happiness 
with the relief of a secret shared by her. Three weeks had 
passed; the last of the winter's rains had gone. Spring 
was stirring in underbrush and wildwood, in the pulse of 
the waters, in the sap of the great pines, in the uplifting of 
flowers. Small wonder if Prosper's boyish heart had stirred 
a little too. 

In fact, he had been possessed by another luminous idea 

— a wild idea that to him seemed almost as absurd as the 
one which had brought him all this trouble. It had come 
to him like that one — out of a starlit night — and he had 
risen one morning with a feverish intent to put it into 
action ! It brought him later to take an unprecedented walk 
alone with Miss Pottinger, to linger under green leaves in 
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nnfreqaented woods, and at last seemed about to desert 
him as he stood in a little hollow with her hand in his — 
their only listener an inquisitive squirrel. Yet this was 
all the disappointed animal heard him stammer, — 

"So you see, dear, it would then be no lie — for — don't 
you see? — she 'd be really my mother as well as yours,^^ 

The marriage of Prosper Kiggs and Miss Pottinger was 
quietly celebrated at Sacramento, but Prossy's "old mother '' 
did not return with the happy pair. 

Of Mrs. Pottinger's later career some idea may be gath- 
ered from a letter which Prosper received a year after his 
marriage. " Circumstances, " wrote Mrs. Pottinger, " which 
had induced me to accept the offer of a widower to take care 
of his motherless household, have since developed into a 
more enduring matrimonial position, so that I can always 
offer my dear Prosper a home with his mother, should he 
choose to visit this locality, and a second father in Hiranx 
W. Watergates, Esq., her husband." 



THE CONVALESCENCE OF JACK HAMLIN 

The habitually quiet, ascetic face of Seth Eivers was 
somewhat disturbed and his brows were knitted as he 
climbed the long ascent of Windy Hill to its summit and 
his own rancho. Perhaps it was the effect of the character- 
istic wind, which that afternoon seemed to assault him from 
all points at once and did not cease its battery even at his 
front door, but hustled him into the passage, blew him into 
the sitting room, and then celebrated its own exit from the 
long, rambling house by the banging of doors throughout 
the halls and the slamming of windows in the remote dis- 
tance. 

Mrs. Eivers looked up from her work at this abrupt on- 
set of her husband, but without changing her own expres- 
sion of slightly fatigued self-righteousness. Accustomed to 
these elemental eruptions, she laid her hands from force of 
habit upon the lifting tablecloth, and then rose submissively 
to brush together the scattered embers and ashes from the 
large hearthstone, as she had often done before. 

** You 're in early, Seth," she said. 

" Yes. I stopped at the Cross Roads Post Office. Lucky 
I did> or you 'd hev had kempany on your hands afore you 
knowed it — this very night ! I found this letter from Dr. 
Duchesne," and he produced a letter from his pocket. 

Mrs. Rivers looked up with an expression of worldly in- 
terest. Dr. Duchesne had brought her two children into 
the world with some difficulty, and had skillfully attended 
her through a long illness consequent upon the inefficient 
maternity of soulful but fragile American women of her 
type. The doctor had more than e mere local reputation as 
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a surgeon, and Mrs. Kivers looked up to him as her sole con- 
necting link with a world of thought beyond Windy Hill. 

"He 's comin' up yer to-night, bringin' a friend of his 
— a patient that he wants us to board and keep for three 
weeks until he 's well agin," continued Mr. Rivers. "Ye 
know how the doctor used to rave about the pure air on our 
hill." 

Mrs. Rivers shivered slightly, and drew her shawl over 
her shoulders, but nodded a patient assent. 

"Well, he says it 's just what that patient oughter have 
to cure him. He 's had lung fever and other things, and 
this, j^er air and gin'ral^ quiet is bound to set him up. 
We 're to board and keep him without any fuss or feathers, 
and the doctor sez he 41 pay liberal for it. This yer 's what 
he sez," concluded Mr. Rivers, reading from the letter: 
" * He is now fully convalescent, though weak, and really 
requires no other medicine than the — ozone ' — yes, that 's 
what the doctor calls it ' — * of Windy Hill, and in fact as 
little attendance as possible. I will not let him keep even 
his negro servant with him. He '11 give you no trouble, if he 
can be prevailed upon to stay the whole time of his cure. ' " 

"There's our spare room — it hasn't been used since 
Parson Greenwood was here," said Mrs. Rivers reflectively. 
"Melinda could put it to rights in an hour. At what time 
will he come ? " 

"He'd come about nine. They drive over from High- 
town depot. But, " he added grimly, " here ye are orderin' 
rooms to be done up and ye don't know who for." 

"You said a friend of Dr. Duchesne," returned Mrs. 
Rivers simply. 

" Dr. Duchesne has many friends that you and me might 
n't cotton to," said her husband. "This man is Jack 
Hamlin." As his wife's remote and introspective black 
eyes returned only vacancy, he added quickly. "The noted 
gambler ! " 
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" Grambler 1 " echoed his wife, still vaguely. 

"Yes — reg'lar; it 's his business. " 

"Goodness, Seth! He can't, expect to do it here." 

"No," said Seth quickly, with that sense of fairness to 
his fellow man which most women find it so difficult to un- 
derstand. "No — and he probably won't mention tha 
word * card ' while he 's here." 

" Well 1 " said Mrs. Rivers interrogatively. 

"And," continued Seth, seeing that the objection was 
not pressed, "he's one of them desprit men! A reg'lar 
fighter ! Killed two or three men in dools ! " 

Mrs. Rivers stared. "What could Dr. Duchesne have 
been thinking of? Why, we would n't be safe in the house 
with him ! " 

Again Seth's sense of equity triumphed. "I never heard 
of his fightin' anybody but his own kind, and when he was 
bullyragged. And ez to women he 's quite t' other way 
in fact, and that 's why I think ye oughter know it afore 
you let him come. He don't go round with decent women. 
In fact " — But here Mr. Rivers, in the sanctity of con- 
jugal confidences and the fullness of Bible reading, used a 
few strong scriptural substantives happily unnecessary to 
repeat here. 

"Setl^! " said Mrs. Rivers suddenly, "you seem to know 
this man." 

The unexpectedness and irrelevancy of this for a moment 
startled Seth. But that chaste and God-fearing man had 
no secrets. "Only by hearsay, Jane," he returned quietly; 
"but if ye say the word I '11 stop his comin' now." 

"It's too late," said Mrs. Rivers decidedly. 

"I reckon not," returned her husband, "and that 's why 
I came straight here. I 've only got to meet them at the 
depot and say this thing can't be done — and that's the 
end of it. They '11 go off quiet to the hotel." 

"I don't like to disappoint the doctor, Seth," .said Mx.«k 
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Rivers. " We might, " she added, with a troubled look of 
inquiry at her husband, " we might take that Mr. Hamlin 
on trial. Like as not he wonH stay, anyway, when he sees 
what we 're like, Seth. What do you think ? It would be 
only our Christian duty, too." 

"I was thinkin' o' that as a professin' Christian, Jane," 
said her husband. "But supposin' that other Christians 
don't look at it in that light. Thar 's Deacon Stubbs and 
his wife and the parson. Ye remember what he said about 
* no covenant with sin ' ? " 

" The Stubbses have no right to dictate who I '11 have in 
my house," said Mrs. Rivers quickly, with a faint flush in 
her rather sallow cheeks. 

"It 's your say and nobody else's," assented her husband 
with grim submissiveness. " You do what you like. " 

Mrs. Rivers mused. " There 's only myself and Melinda 
here," she said with sublime naivete ; "and the children 
ain't old enough to be corrupted. I am satisfied if you are, 
Seth," and she again looked at him inquiringly. 

"Go ahead, then, and get ready for 'em," said Seth, hur- 
rying away with unaffected relief. " If you have everything 
fixed by nine o'clock, that '11 do." 

Mrs. Rivers had everything " fixed " by that hour, in- 
cluding herself presumably, for she had put on a gray dress 
which she usually wore when shopping in the county town, 
adding a prim collar and cuffs. A pearl-encircled brooch, 
the wedding gift of Seth, and a solitaire ring next to her 
wedding ring, with a locket containing her children's hair, 
accented her position as a proper wife and mother. At a 
quarter to nine she had finished tidying the parlor, opening 
the harmonium so that the light might play upon its pol- 
ished keyboard, and bringing from the forgotten seclusion 
of her closet two beautifully bound volumes of Tupper's 
"Poems" and Pollok's "Course of Time," to impart a liter- 
ary grace to the centre table. She then drew a chair to the 
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table and sat down before it with a religious magazine in 
her lap. The wind roared over the deep-throated chimney, 
the clock ticked monotonously, and then there came the 
sound of wheels and voices. 

But Mrs. Eivers was not destined to see her guest that 
night. Dr. Duchesne, under the safe lee of the door, ex- 
plained that Mr. Hamlin had been exhausted by the jour- 
ney, and, assisted by a mild opiate, was asleep in the car- 
riage; that if Mrs. Eivers did not object, they would carry 
him at once to his room. In the flaring and guttering of 
candles, the flashing of lanterns, the flapping of coats and 
shawls, and the bewildering rush of wind, Mrs. Rivers was 
only vaguely conscious of a slight figure muffled tightly in 
a cloak carried past her in the arms of a grizzled negro up 
the staircase, followed by Dr. Duchesne. With the clos- 
ing of the front door on the tumultuous world without, a 
silence fell again on the little parlor. 

When the doctor made his reappearance it was to say 
that his patient was being undressed and put to bed by his 
negro servant, who, however, would return with the doctor 
to-night, but that the patient would be left with everything 
that was necessary, and that he would require no attention 
from the family until the next day. Indeed, it was better 
that he should remain undisturbed. As the doctor confined 
his confidences and instructions entirely to the physical con- 
dition of their guest, Mrs. Rivers found it awkward to press 
other inquiries. 

"Of course," she said at last hesitatingly, but with a cer- 
tain primness of expression, " Mr. Hamlin must.expect to find 
everything here very different from what he is accustomed 
to — at least from what my husband says are his habits." 

"Nobody knows that better than he, Mrs. Rivers," re- 
turned the doctor with an equally marked precision of man- 
ner, "and you could not have a guest who would be less 
likely to make you remind him of it." 
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A little annoyed, yet not exactly knowing why, Mrs. 
Kivers abandoned the subject, and as the doctor shortly 
afterwards busied himself in the care of his patient, with 
whom he remained until the hour of his departure, she had 
no chance of renewing it. But as he finally shook hands 
with his host and hostess, it seemed to her that he slightly 
recurred to it. "I have the greatest hope of the curative 
effect of this wonderful locality on my patient, but even 
still more of the beneficial effect of the complete change of 
his habits, his surroundings, and their influences." Then 
the door closed on the man of science and the grizzled negro 
servant, the noise of the carriage wheels was shut "out witli 
the song of the wind in the pine tops, and the rancho of 
Windy Hill possessed Mr. Jack Hamlin in peace. Indeed, 
the wind was now falling, as was its custom at that hour, 
and the moon presently arose over a hushed and sleeping 
landscape. 

For the rest of the evening the silent presence in the 
room above affected the household ; the half-curious servants 
and ranch hands spoke in whispers in the passages, and at 
evening prayers, in the dining room, Seth Rivers, kneeling 
before and bo\ved over a rush-bottomed chair whose legs 
were clutched by his strong hands, included "the stranger 
within our gates " in his regular supplications. When the 
hour for retiring came, Seth, with a candle in his hand, 
preceded his wife up the staircase, but stopped before the 
door of their guest^s room. "I reckon," he said interroga- 
tively to Mrs. Rivers, "I oughter see ef he 's wantin* any- 
thin' ? " 

" You heard what the doctor said, " returned Mrs. Rivers 
cautiously. At the same time she did not speak decidedly, 
and the frontiersman's instinct of hospitality prevailed. He 
knocked lightly ; there was no ' response. He turned the 
door handle softly. The door opened. A faint clean per- 
fume — an odor of some general personality rather than any 
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particular thing — stole out upon them. The light of Seth's 
candle struck a few glints from some cut-glass and silver, 
the contents of the guest's dressing case, which had been 
carefully laid out upon a small table by his negro servant. 
There was also a refined neatness in the disposition of his 
clothes and effects which struck the feminine eye of even 
the tidy Mrs. Rivers as something new to her experience. 
Seth drew nearer the bed with his shaded candle, and then, 
turning, beckoned his wife to approach. Mrs. Rivers hesi- 
tated — but for the necessity of silence she would have 
openly protested — but that protest was shut up in her com- 
pressed lips as she came forward. 

For an instant that awe with which absolute helplessness 
invests the sleeping and dead was felt by both husband and 
wife. Only the upper part of the sleeper's face was visible 
above the bedclothes, held in position by a thin white ner- 
vous hand that was encircled at the wrist by a rufHe. Seth 
stared. Short brown curls were tumbled over a forehead 
damp with the dews of sleep and exhaustion. But what 
appeared more singular, the closed eyes of this vessel of 
wrath and recklessness were fringed with lashes as long 
and silky as a woman's. Then Mrs. Rivers gently pulled 
her husband's sleeve, and they both crept back with a 
greater sense of intrusion and even more cautiously than 
they had entered. Nor did they speak until the door was 
closed softly and they were alone on the landing. Seth 
looked grimly at his wife. 

"Don't look much ez ef he could hurt anybody." 
"He looks .like a sick man," returned Mrs. Rivers 
calmly. 

The unconscious object of this criticism and attention 
slept until late; slept through the stir of awakened life 
within and without, through the challenge of early cocks in 
the lean-to shed, through the creaking of departing ox. 
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teams and the lazy, long-drawn commands of teamsters, 
through the regular strokes of the morning pump and the 
splash of water on stones, through the far-off barking of 
dogs and the half- intelligible shouts of ranchmen; slept 
through the sunlight on his ceiling, through its slow de- 
scent of his wall, and awoke with it in his eyes! He woke, 
too, with a delicious sense of freedom from pain, and of 
even drawing a long breath without difficulty — two facts 
so marvelous and dreamlike that he naturally closed his 
eyes again lest he should waken to a world of suffering and 
dyspnoea. Satisfied at last that this relief was real, he again 
opened his eyes, but upon surroundings so strange, so wildly 
absurd and improbable, that he again doubted their reality. 
He was lying in a moderately large room, primly and se- 
verely furnished, but his attention was for the moment riv- 
eted to a gilt frame upon the wall beside him bearing the 
text, "God Bless Our Home," and then on another frame 
on the opposite wall which admonished him to "Watch 
and Pray." Beside them hung an engraving of the "Rais- 
ing of Lazarus," and a Hogarthian lithograph of "The 
Drunkard^s Progress." Mr. Hamlin closed his eyes; he 
was dreaming certainly — not one of those wild, fantastic 
visions that had so miserably filled the past long nights of 
pain and suffering, but still a dream ! At last, opening one 
eye stealthily, he caught the flash of the sunlight upon the 
crystal and silver articles of his dressing case, and that flash 
at once illuminated his memory. He remembered his long 
weeks of illness and the devotion of Dr. Duchesne. He 
remembered how, when the crisis was past,- the doctor had 
urged a complete change and absolute rest, and had told 
him of a secluded rancho in some remote locality kept by 
an honest Western pioneer whose family he had attended. 
He remembered his own reluctant assent, impelled by grati- 
tude to the doctor and the helplessness of a sick man. He 
now recalled the weary journey thither, his exhaustion and 
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the semi-consciousness of his arrival in a bewildering wind 
on a shadowy hilltop. And this was the place I 

He shivered slightly, and ducked his head under the 
cover again. But the brightness of the sun and some exhil- 
arating quality in the air tempted him to have another out- 
look, avoiding as far as possible the grimly decorated walls. 
If they had only left him his faithful servant he could have 
relieved himself of that mischievous badinage which always 
alternately horrified and delighted that devoted negro. But 
he was alone — absolutely alone — in this conventicle ! 

Presently he saw the door open slowly. It gave admis- 
sion to the small round face and yellow ringlets of a little 
girl, and finally to her whole figure, clasping a doll nearly 
as large as herself. For a moment she stood there, arrested 
by the display of Mr. Hamlin's dressing case on the table. 
Then her glances moved around the room and rested upon 
the bed. Her blue eyes and Mr. Hamlin's brown ones met 
and mingled. Without a moment's hesitation she moved 
to the bedside. Taking her doll's hands in her own, she 
displayed it before him. 

« Is n't it pitty ? " 

Mr. Hamlin was instantly his old self again. Thrusting 
his hand comfortably under the pillow, he lay on his side 
and gazed at it long and aflfectionately. " I never," he said 
in a faint voice, but with immovable features, " saw any- 
thing so perfectly beautiful. Is it alive ? " 

"It's a dolly," she returned gravely, smoothing down 
its frock and straightening its helpless feet. Then seized 
with a spontaneous idea, like a young animal she suddenly 
presented it to him with both hands and said, — 

"Kiss it." 

Mr. Hamlin implanted a chaste salute on its vermilion 
cheek. " Would you mind letting me hold it for a little ? " 
he said with extreme diffidence. 

The child was delighted, as he expected, Mr, K^.\sivDL 
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placed it in a sitting posture on the edge of his bed, and prx/i 
an ostentatious paternal arm around it. 

"But you 're alive, ain't you? " he said to the child. 

This subtle witticism convulsed her. " I 'm a little girl, ^ 
she gurgled. 

" I see ; her mother ? " 
* "Ess." 

"And who 's your mother? *' 

"Mammy." 

"Mrs. Rivers?" 

The child nodded until her ringlets were shaken on he^* 
cheek. After a moment she began to laugh bashfully and 
with repression, yet as Mr. Hamlin thought a little mis- 
chievously. Then as he looked at her interrogatively she 
suddenly caught hold of this ruffle of his sleeve. 

"Oo 's got on mammy's nighty." 

Mr. Hamlin started. He saw the child's obvious mistake 
and actually felt himself blushing. It was unprecedented 

— it was the sheerest weakness — it must have something 
to do with the confounded air. 

"I grieve to say you are deeply mistaken — it is my 
very own," he returned with great gravity. Nevertheless, 
he drew the coverlet close over his shoulder. But here he 
was again attracted by another face at the half-opened door 

— a freckled one, belonging to a boy apparently a year or 
two older than the girl. He was violently telegraphing to 
her to come away, although it was evident that he was at 
the same time deeply interested in the guest's toilet articles. 
Yet as his bright gray eyes and Mr. Hamlin's brown ones 
met, he succumbed, as the girl had, and walked directly to 
the bedside. But he did it bashfully — as the girl had not. 
He even attempted a defensive explanation. 

"She hadn't oughter come in here, and mar wouldn't 
let her, and she knows it," he said with superior virtue. 
"But I asked her to come as I 'm asking you," said Mt 
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^amlin promptly, "and don't you go back on your sister 
^^ jou '11 never be president of the United States." With 
^^is he laid his hand on the boy's tow head, and then, lift- 
ing himself on his pillow to a half-sitting posture, put an 
^rm around each of the children, drawing them together, 
with the doll occupying the central post of honor. "Now," 
continued Mr. Hamlin, albeit in a voice a little faint from 
the exertion, "now that we 're comfortable together I '11 
tell you the story of the good little boy who became a pirate 
in order to save his grandmother and little sister from being 
eaten by a wolf at the door." 

But, alas! that interesting record of self-sacrifice never 
was told. For it chanced that Melinda Bird, Mrs. Kivers's 
help, following the trail of the missing children, came upon 
the open door and glanced in. There, to her astonishment, 
she saw the domestic group already described, and to her 
eyes dominated by the "most beautiful and perfectly ele- 
gant " young man she had ever seen. But let not the in- 
cautious reader suppose that she succumbed as weakly as 
her artless charges to these fascinations. The character and 
antecedents of that young man had been already delivered 
to her in the kitchen by the other help. With that single 
glance she halted; her eyes sought the ceiling in chaste 
exaltation. Falling back a step, she called in ladylike hau- 
teur and precision, "Mary Emmeline and John Wesley." 

Mr. Hamlin glanced at the children. "It's Melindy 
looking for us," said John Wesley. But they did not 
move. At which Mr. Hamlin called out faintly but cheer- 
fully, "They 're here, all right." 

Again the voice arose with still more marked and lofty 
distinctness, "John Wesley and Mary Em-me-line." It 
seemed to Mr. Hamlin that human accents could not con- 
vey a more significant and elevated ignoring of some implied 
impropriety in his invitation. He was for a moment 
crushed. 
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But he only said to his little friends with a smSe^ 
"You 'd better go now and we '11 have that story later." 

" Affer beckus ? " suggested Mary Emmeline. 

"In the woods," added John Wesley. 

Mr. Hamlin nodded blandly. The children trotted to 
the door. It closed upon them and Miss Bird's parting 
admonition, loud enough for Mr. Hamlin to hear, "No 
more freedoms, no more intrudings, you hear." 

The older culprit, Hamlin, retreated luxuriously under 
his blankets, but presently another new sensation came over 
him — absolutely, hunger. Perhaps it was the child's allu- 
sion to "beckus," but he found himself wondering when it 
would be ready. This anxiety was soon relieved by the 
appearance of his host himself bearing a tray, possibly in 
Reference to Miss Bird's sense of propriety. It appeared 
also that Dr. Duchesne had previously given suitable direc- 
tions for his diet, and Mr. Hamlin found his repast simple 
but enjoyable. Always playfully or ironically polite to 
strangers, he thanked his host and said he had slept splen- 
didly. 

"It 's this yer * ozone * in the air that Dr. Duchesne talks 
about," said Seth complacently. 

"I am inclined to think it is also those texts," said Mr. 
Hamlin gravely, as he indicated them on the wall. "You 
see they reminded me of church and my boyhood's slumbers 
there. I have never slept so peacefully since." Seth's face 
brightened so interestedly at what he believed to be a sug- 
gestion of his guest's conversion that Mr. Hamlin was fain 
to change the subject. When his host had withdrawn he 
proceeded to dress himself, but here became conscious of his 
weakness and was obliged to sit down. In one of those en- 
forced rests he chanced to be near the window, and for the 
first time looked on the environs of his place of exile. For 
a moment he was staggered. Everything seemed to pitch 
downward from the rocky outcrop on which the rambling 
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house and farm sheds stood. Even the great pines around 
it swept downward like a green wave, to rise again in enor- 
mous billows as far as the eye could reach. He could count 
a dozen of their tumbled crests follawing each other on their 
way to the distant plain. In some vague point of that 
shimmering horizon of heat and dust was the spot he came 
from the preceding night. Yet the recollection of it and 
his feverish past seemed to confuse him, and he turned his 
eyes gladly away. 

Pale, a little tremulous, but immaculate and jaunty in 
his white flannels and straw hat, he at last made his way 
downstairs. To his great relief he found the sitting room 
empty, as he would have willingly deferred his formal ac- 
knowledgments to his hostess later. A single glance at the 
interior determined him not to linger, and he slipped quietly 
into the open air and sunshine. The day was warm and 
still, as the wind only came up with the going down of the 
sun, and the atmosphere was still redolent with the morning 
spicing of pine and hay and a stronger balm that seemed to 
fill his breast with sunshine. He walked toward the near- 
est shade — a cluster of young buckeyes — and having with 
a certain civic fastidiousness flicked the dust from a stump 
with his handkerchief he sat down. It was very quiet and 
calm. The life and animation of early morning had already 
vanished from the hill, or seemed to be suspended with the 
sun in the sky. He could see the ranchmen and oxen toiling 
on the green terraced slopes below, but no sound reached his 
ears. Even the house he had just quitted seemed empty of 
life throughout its rambling length. His seclusion was com- 
plete. Could he stand it for three weeks ? Perhaps it need 
not be for so long; he was already stronger! He foresaw 
that the ascetic Seth might become wearisome. He had an 
intuition that Mrs. Rivers would be equally so; he should 
certainly quarrel with Melinda, and this would probably de- 
bar him from the company of the children — his only hope. 
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But hia seclusion was by no means so complete as he ex- 
pected. He presently was aware of a camp-meeting hymn 
hummed somewhat ostentatiously by a deep contralto voice, 
which he at once recognized as Melinda^s, and saw that 
severe virgin proceeding from the kitchen along the ridge 
until within a few paces of the buckeyes, when she stopped 
and, with her hand shading her eyes, apparently began to 
examine the distant fields. She was a tall, robust girl, not 
without certain rustic attractions, of which she seemed fully 
conscious. This latter weakness gave Mr. Hamlin a new 
idea. He put up the penknife with which he had been 
paring his nails, while wondering why his hands had become 
so thin, and awaited events. She presently turned, ap- 
proached the buckeyes, plucked a spike of the blossoms 
with great girlish lightness, and then apparently discovering 
Mr. Hamlin, started in deep concern and said with some- 
what stentorian politeness: "I Leg yo\xt pardon — didn't 
know I was intruding ! " 

"Don^t mention it," returned Jack promptly, but with- 
out moving. "I saw you coming and was prepared; but 
generally — as I have something the matter with my heart 
— a sudden joy like this is dangerous." 

Somewhat mystified, but struggling between an expression 
of rigorous decorum and ' gratified vanity. Miss Melinda 
stammered, "I was only" — 

"I knew it — I saw what you were doing," interrupted 
Jack gravely, "only I would n^t do it if I were you. You 
were looking at one of those young men down the hill. 
You forgot that if you could see him he could see you look- 
ing too, and that would only make him conceited. And a 
girl with your attractions don't require that." 

"Ez if," said Melinda, with lofty but somewhat redden- 
ing scorn, "there was a man on this hull rancho that I'd 
take a second look at." 

"It's the first look that does the business," returned 
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Jack simply. "But maybe I was wrong. Would you 
mind — as you 're going straight back to the house '^ (Miss 
Melinda had certainly expressed no such intention) — 
"turning th6se two little kids loose out here? I^ve a sort 
of engagement with them." 

"I will speak to their mar," said Melinda primly, yet 
with a certain sign of relenting, as she turned away. 

" You can say to her that I regretted not finding her in 
the sitting room when I came down," continued Jack tact- 
fully. 

Apparently the tact was successful, for he was delighted 
a few moments later by the joyous onset of John Wesley 
and Mary Emmeline upon the buckeyes, which he at once 
converted into a game of hide and seek, permitting himself 
at last to be shamelessly caught in the open. But here he 
wisely resolved upon guarding against further grown-up in- 
terruption, and consulting with his companions found that 
on one of the lower terraces there was a large reservoir fed 
by a mountain rivulet, but they were not allowed to play 
there. Thither, however, the reckless Jack hied with his 
playmates and was presently ensconced under a willow tree, 
where he dexterously fashioned tiny willow canoes with his 
penknife and sent them sailing over a submerged expanse of 
nearly an acre. But half an hour of this ingenious amuse- 
ment was brought to an abrupt termination. While cutting 
bark, with his back momentarily turned on his companions, 
he heard a scream, and turned quickly to see John Wesley 
struggling in the water, grasping a tree root, and Mary Em- 
meline — nowhere ! In another minute he saw the strings 
of her pinafore appear on the surface a few yards beyond, 
and in yet another minute, with a swift rueful glance at his 
white flannels, he had plunged after her. A disagreeable 
shock of finding himself out of his depths was, however, 
followed by contact with the child's clothing, and clutching 
ber firmly, a stroke or two brought him panting to the bank. 
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Here a gasp, a gurgle, and then a roar from Mary Emme« 
line, followed by a sympathetic howl from John Wesley, 
satisfied him that the danger was over. Rescuing the boy 
from the tree root, he laid them both on the grass and con- 
templated them exercising their lungs with miserable satis- 
faction. But here he found his own breathing impeded in 
addition to a slight faintness, and was suddenly obliged to 
sit down beside them, at which, by some sympathetic intui- 
tion, they both stopped crying. 

Encouraged by this, Mr. Hamlin got them to laughing 
again, and then proposed a race home in their wet clothes, 
which they accepted, Mr. Hamlin, for respiratory reasons, 
lagging in their rear until he had the satisfaction of seeing 
them captured by the horrified Melinda in front of the 
kitchen, while he slipped past her and regained his own 
room. Here he changed his saturated clothes, tried to rub 
away a certain chilliness that was creeping over him, and 
lay down in his dressing gown to miserable reflections. He 
had nearly drowned the children and overexcited himself, 
in spite of his promise to the doctor! He would never 
again be intrusted with the care of the former nor be 
believed by the latter! 

But events are not always logical in sequence. Mr. 
Hamlin went comfortably to sleep and into a profuse per- 
spiration. He was awakened by a rapping at his door, and 
opening it, was surprised to find Mrs. E-ivers with anxious 
inquiries as to his condition. "Indeed," she said, with an 
emotion which even her prim reserve could not conceal, "I 
did not know until now how serious the accident was, and 
how but for you and Divine Providence my little girl 
might have been drowned. It seems Melinda saw it all." 

Inwardly objurgating the spying Melinda, but relieved 
that his playmates hadn't broken their promise of secrecy, 
Mr. Hamlin laughed. 

"I 'm afraid that your little girl wouldn't have got into 
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the water at all but for me — and you must give all the 
credit of getting her out to the other fellow." He stopped 
at the severe change in Mrs. Rivers's expression, and added 
quite boyishly and with a sudden drop from his usual lev- 
ity, " But please don't keep the children away from me for 
all that, Mrs. Rivers." 

Mrs. Rivers did not, and the next day Jack and his com- 
panions sought fresh playing fields and some new story -tell- 
ing pastures. Indeed, it was a fine sight to see this pale, 
handsome, elegantly dressed young fellow lounging along 
between a blue-checkered pinafored girl on one side and a 
barefooted boy on the other. The ranchmen turned and 
looked after him curiously. One, a rustic prodigal, reduced 
by dissipation to the swine-husks of ranching, saw fit to 
accost him familiarly. 

" The last time I saw you dealing poker in Sacramento, 
Mr. Hamlin, I did not reckon to find you up here playing 
with a couple of kids." 

" No ! '' responded Mr. Hamlin suavely, *' and yet I re- 
member I was playing with some country idiots down there, 
and you were one of them. Well ! understand that up here 
I prefer the kids. Don't let me have to remind you of it." 

Nevertheless, Mr. Hamlin could not help noticing that 
for the next two or three days there were many callers at 
the ranch and that he was obliged in his walks to avoid the 
highroad on account of the impertinent curiosity of way- 
farers. Some of them were of that sex which he would 
not have contented himself with simply calling "curious." 

"To think," said Melinda confidently to her mistress, 
"that that thar Mrs. Stubbs, who would n't go to the High- 
town Hotel because there was a play actress thar, has been 
snoopin* round here twice since that young feller came." 

Of this fact, however, Mr. Hamlin was blissfully uncon- 
Bcious. 

Nevertheless, his temper was growing mu^^tWycv^ >i)csft 
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angle of his smart straw hat was becoming aggressive to 
strangers ; his politeness sardonic. And now Sunday morn- 
ing had come with an atmosphere of starched piety and 
well-soaped respectability at the rancho, and the children 
were to be taken with the rest of the family to the day-long 
service at Hightown. As these Sabbath pilgrimages filled 
the main road, he was fain to take himself and his loneliness 
to the trails and byways, and even to invade the haunts of 
some other elegant outcasts like himself — to wit, a crested 
hawk, a graceful wild cat beautifully marked, and an elo- 
quently reticent rattlesnake. Mr. Hamlin eyed them with- 
out fear, and certainly without reproach. They were not 
out of their element. 

Suddenly he heard his name called in a stentorian con- 
tralto. An impatient ejaculation rose to his lips, but died 
upon them as he turned. It was certainly Melinda, but in 
his present sensitive loneliness it struck him for the first 
time that he had never actually seen her before as she really 
was. Like most men in his profession he was a quick 
reader of thoughts and faces when he was interested, and 
although this was the same robust, long-limbed, sunburnt 
girl he had met, he now seemed to see through her triple 
incrustation of human vanity, conventional piety, and out- 
rageous Sabbath finery an honest, sympathetic simplicity 
that commanded his respect. 

"You are back early from church," he said. 

"Yes. One service is good enough for me when thar 
ain't no special preacher," she returned, "so I jest sez to 
Silas, * as I ain't here to listen to the sisters cackle ye kin 
put to the buckboard and drive me home ez soon ez you 
please.* " 

" And so his name is Silas, " suggested Mr. Hamlin cheer- 
fully. 

**Go 'long with you, Mr. Hamlin, and don't pester," she 
returned, with heifer-like playfulness. " Well, Silas put to^ 
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and when we rose the hill here I saw your straw hat passin' 
in the gulch, and sez to Silas, sez I, * Ye kin pull up here, 
for over yar is our new boarder, Jack Hamlin, and I 'm 
goin' to talk with him. ' * All right, ' sez he, * I 'd sooner 
trust ye with that gay young gambolier every day of the 
week than with them saints down thar on Sunday. He 
deals ez straight ez he shoots, and is about as nigh onto a 
gentleman as they make 'em.* " 

For one moment or two Miss Bird only saw Jack's long 
lashes. When his eyes once more lifted they were shining. 
" And what did you say ? " he said, with a short laugh. 

" I told him he need n't be Christopher Columbus to have 
discovered that." She turned with a laugh toward Jack, 
to be met by the word "shake," and an outstretched thin 
white hand which grasped her large red one with a frank, 
fraternal pressure. 

"I didn't come to tell ye that," remarked Miss Bird as 
she sat down on a boulder, took ofif her yellow hat, and re- 
stacked her tawny mane under it, "but this: I reckoned I 
went to Sunday meetin' as I ought ter. I kalkilated to 
hear considerable about * Faith ' and * Works, ' and sich, 
but I did n't reckon to hear all about you from the Lord's 
Prayer to the Doxology. You were in the special prayers 
ez a warnin', in the sermon ez a text; they picked out 
hymns to fit ye ! And always a drefFul example and a visi- 
tation. And the rest o' the time it was all gabble, gabble 
by the brothers and sisters about you. I reckon, Mr. Ham- 
Up^ that they know everything you ever did since you were 
knee-high to a grasshopper, and a good deal more than you 
ever thought of doin'. The women is all dead set on con- 
vertin' ye and savin' ye by their own precious selves, and 
the men is ekally dead set on gettin' rid o' ye on that 
account." 

'^ And what did Seth and Mrs. Rivers say ? " asked 
Hinrnlin composedly, but with kindling eyes. 
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" They stuck up for ye ez far ez they could. But ye see 
the parson hez got a holt upon Seth, havin^ caught him 
kissin' a convert at camp meeting ; and Deacon Turner knows 
suthin ahout Mrs. Rivers's sister, who kicked over the pail 
and jumped the fence years ago, and she ^s afeard o' him. 
But what I wanted to tell ye was that they 're all comin' 
up here to take a look at ye — some on 'em to-night. You 
ain't afeard, are ye ? " she added, with a loud laugh. 

" Well, it looks rather desperate, does n't it ? " returned 
Jack, with dancing eyes. 

" I '11 trust ye for all that," said Melinda. " And now 
I reckon I '11 trot along to the rancho. Ye need n't oflfer 
ter see me home," she added, as Jack made a movement to 
accompany her. " Everybody up here ain't as fair-minded 
ez Silas and you, and Melinda Bird hez a character to lose I 
So long ! " With this she cantered away, a little heavily, 
perhaps, adjusting her yellow hat with both hands as she 
clattered down the steep hill. 

That afternoon Mr. Hamlin drew largely on his convales- 
cence to mount a half>broken mustang, and in spite of the 
rising afternoon wind to gallop along the highroad in quite 
as mischievous and breezy a fashion. He was wont to allow 
his mustang's nose to hang over the hind rails of wagons 
and buggies containing young couples, and to dash ahead of 
sober carryalls that held elderly "members in good standing." 

An accomplished rider, he picked up and brought back 
the flying parasol of Mrs. Deacon Stubbs without dismount- 
ing. He finally came home a little blown, but dangerously 
composed. 

There was the usual Sunday evening gathering at Windy 
Hill Rancho — neighbors and their wives, deacons and the 
pastor — but their curiosity was not satisfied by the sight 
of Mr. Hamlin, who kept his own room and his own coun- 
sel. There was some desultory conversation, chiefly on 
church topics^ for it was vaguely felt that a discussion of 
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the advifiability of getting rid of the guest of their host 

was somewhat difficult under this host's roof, with the guest 

impending at any moment. Then a diversion was created 

by some of the church choir practicing the harmonium with 

the singing of certain more or less lugubrious anthems. 

Mrs. Bivers presently joined in, and in a somewhat faded 

soprano, which, however, still retained considerable musical 

taste and expression, sang, " Come, ye Disconsolate." The 

wind moaned over the deep-throated chimney in a weird 

harmony with the melancholy of that human appeal as Mrs. 

Bivers sang the first vei'se : — 

" Come, ye disconsolate, where'er re languish, 
Come to the Mercy Seat, fervently' kneel ; 
Here bring your wounded hearts — here tell your anguish. 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal ! " 

A pause followed, and the long-drawn, half-human sigh 
of the mountain wind over the chimney seemed to mingle 
with the wail of the harmonium. And then, to their 
thrilled astonishment, a tenor voice, high, clear, but ten- 
derly passionate, broke like a skylark over their heads in 
the lines of the second verse : — 

" Joy of the desolate, Light of the straying, 
Hope of the penitent — fadeless and pure; 
Here speaks the Comforter, tenderh' saying. 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cure I*' 

The hymn was old and familiar enough, Heaven knows. 
It had been quite popular at funerals, and some who sat 
there had had its strange melancholy borne upon them in 
time of loss and tribulations, but never had they felt its 
full power before. Accustomed as they were to emotional 
appeal and to respond to it, as the singer's voice died away 
above them, their very tears flowed and fell with that voice. 
A few sobbed aloud, and then a voice asked tremulously, — 

" Who is it ? " 

" It 's Mr. Hamlin," said Seth quietly. " I 've heard 
him often hummin* things before." 
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There was another silence, and the voice of Deacon 
Stubbs broke in harslily, — 

"It's rank blasphemy." • 

" If it 's rank blasphemy to sing the praise o^ God, not 
only better than some folks in the choir, but like an angel 
o' light, I wish you 'd do a little o' that blaspheming on 
Sundays, Mr. Stubbs." 

The speaker was Mrs. Stubbs, and as Deacon Stubbs was 
a notoriously bad singer the shot told. 

" If he 's sincere, why does he stand aloof ? Why does 
he not join us ? " asked the parson. 

" He has n't been asked," said Seth quietly. " If I 
ain't mistaken this yer gathering this evening was specially 
to see how to get rid of him." 

There was a quick murmur of protest at this. The par- 
son exchanged glances with the deacon and saw that they 
were hopelessly in the minority. 

" I will ask him myself," said Mrs. Rivers suddenly. 

" So do. Sister Eivers ; so do," was the unmistakable 
response. 

Mrs. Rivers left the room and returned in a few moments 
with a handsome young man, pale, elegant, composed, even 
to a grave indifference. What his eyes might have said 
was another thing ; the long lashes were scarcely raised. 

" I don't mind playing a little,'* he said quietly to Mrs. 
Rivers, as if continuing a conversation, " but you '11 have 
to let me trust my memory." 

" Then you — er — play the harmonium ? " said the par- 
son, with an attempt at formal courtesy. 

" I was for a year or two the organist in the choir of 
Dr. Todd's church at Sacramento," returned Mr. Hamlin 
quietly. 

The blank amazement on the faces of Deacons Stubbs 
and Turner and the parson was followed by wreathed smiles 
irom the other auditors and especially from the ladies. Mi; 
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Hamlin sat down to the instrument, and in another mo- 
ment took possession of it as it had never been held before. 
He played from memory as he had implied, but it was the 
memory of a musician. He began with one or two familiar 
anthems, in which they all joined. A fragment of a mass 
and a Latin chant followed. An " Ave Maria " from an 
opera was his first secular departure, but his delighted au- 
dience did not detect it. Then he hurried them along in 
unfamiliar language to " mio Fernando " and " Spiritu 
gentil," which they fondly imagined were hymns, until, 
with crowning audacity, after a few preliminary chords of 
the " Miserere," he landed them broken-hearted in the Tro- 
vatore's donjon tower with " Kon te scordar de mi." 

Amidst the applause he heard the preacher suavely ex- 
plain that those Popish masses were always in the Latin 
language, and rose from the instrument satisfied with his 
experiment. Excusing himself as an invalid from joining 
them in a light collation in the dining room, and begging 
his hostess's permission to retire, he nevertheless lingered 
a few moments by the door as the ladies filed out of the 
room, followed by the gentlemen, until Deacon Turner, who 
was bringing up the rear, was abreast of him. Here Mr. 
Hamlin became suddenly deeply interested in a framed pen- 
cil drawing which hung on the wall. It was evidently a 
schoolgirl's amateur portrait, done by Mrs. Rivers. Deacon 
Turner halted quickly by his side as the others passed out 

— which was exactly what Mr. Hamlin expected. 

" Do you know the face ? " said the deacon eagerly. 

Thanks to the faithful Melinda, Mr. Hamlin did know it 
perfectly. It was a pencil sketch of Mrs. Rivers's youth- 
fully erring sister. But he only said he thought he recog- 
nized a likeness to some one he had seen in Sacramento. 

The deacon's eye brightened. " Perhaps the same one — 
perhaps," he added in a submissive and significant tone " a 

— er — painful story," 
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" ^Rather — to him," observed Hamlin quietly. 

" How ? — I — er — don't understand," said Deacon 
Turner. 

" Well, the portrait looks like a lady I knew in Sacra- 
mento who had been in some trouble when she was a silly 
girl, but had got over it quietly. She was, however, troubled 
a good deal by some mean hound who was every now and 
then raking up the story wherever she went. Well, one of 
her friends — I might have been among them, I don't ex- 
actly remember just now — challenged him, but although 
he had no conscientious convictions about slandering a 
woman, he had some about being shot for it, and declined. 
The consequence was he was cowhided once in the street, 
and the second time tarred and feathered and ridden on a 
rail out of town. That, I suppose, was what you meant 
by your ^ painful story.' But is this the woman ? " 

" No, no," said the deacon hurriedly, with a white face, 
'' you have quite misunderstood." 

" But whose is this portrait ? "persisted Jack. 

" I believe that — I don't know exactly — but I think it 
is a sister of Mrs. Rivers's," stammered the deacon. 

" Then, of course, it is n't the same woman," said Jack 
in simulated indignation. 

" Certainly — of course not," returned the deacon. 

'^ Phew ! " said Jack. " That was a mighty close call. 
Lucky we were alone, was n't it ? " 

" Yes," said the deacon, with a feeble smile. 

" Seth," continued Jack, with a thoughtful air, " looks 
like a quiet man, but I shouldn't like to have made that 
mistake about his sister-in-law before him. These quiet 
men are apt to shoot straight. Better keep this to our- 
selves." 

Deacon Turner not only kept the revelation to himself 
but apparently his own sacred person also, as he did not 
call again at Windy Hill Rancho during Mr. Hamlin's stay. 



THE CONVALESCENCE OF JACK HAMLIN 207 

But he was exceedingly polite in his references to Jack, and 
alluded patronizingly to a " little chat " they had had to- 
gether. And when the usual reaction took place in Mr. Ham- 
lin's favor and Jack was actually induced to perform on the 
organ at Hightown Church next Sunday, the deacon's voice 
was loudest in his praise. Even Parson Greenwood allowed 
himself to be non-committal as to the truth of the rumor, 
largely circulated, that one of the most desperate gamblers 
in the State had been converted through his exhortations. 

So, with breezy walks and games with the children, occa- 
sional confidences with Melinda and Silas, and the Sabbath 
" singing of anthems," Mr. Hamlin's three weeks of con- 
valescence drew to a close. He had lately relaxed his habit 
of seclusion so far as to mingle with the company gathered 
for more social purposes at the rancho, and once or twice 
unbent so far as to satisfy their curiosity in regard to certain 
details of his profession. 

" I have no personal knowledge of games of cards," said 
Parson Greenwood patronizingly, " and think I am right in 
saying that our brothers and sisters are equally inexperi- 
enced. I am — ahem — far from believing, however, that 
entire ignorance of evil is the best preparation for combating 
it, and I should be glad if you 'd explain to the company 
the intricacies of various games. There is one that you 
mentioned, with a — er — scriptural name." 

" Faro," said Hamlin, with an unmoved face. 

"Pharaoh," repeated the parson gravely; "and one which 
you call ' poker,' which seems to require great self-control." 

" I could n't make you understand poker without your 
playing it," said Jack decidedly. 

" As long as we don't gamble — that is, play for money 
— I see no objection," returned the parson. 

"And,'- said Jack musingly, "you could use beans." 

It was agreed finally that there would be no falling from 
grace in their playing among themselves, in an iuo^iikm^ 
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Christian spirit, under Jack's guidance, he having decided 
to abstain from card playing during his convalescence, and 
Jack permitted himself to be persuaded to show them the 
following evening. 

It so chanced, however, that Dr. Duchesne, finding the 
end of Jack's " cure " approaching, and not hearing from 
that interesting invalid, resolved to visit him at about this 
time. Having no chance to apprise Jack of his intention, on 
coming to Hightown at night he procured a conveyance at 
the depot to carry him to Windy Hill Rancho. The wind 
blew with its usual nocturnal rollicking persistency, and at 
the end of his turbulent drive it seemed almost impos- 
sible to make himself heard amongst the roaring of the 
pines and some astounding preoccupation of the inmates. 
After vainly knocking, the doctor pushed open the front 
door and entered. He rapped at the closed sitting room 
door, but receiving no reply, pushed it open upon the most 
unexpected and astounding scene he had ever witnessed. 
Around the centre table several respectable members of the 
Hightown Church, including the parson, were gathered with 
intense and eager faces playing poker, and behind the par- 
son, with his hands in his pockets, carelessly lounged the 
doctor's patient, the picture of health and vigor. A disused 
pack of cards was scattered on the floor, and before the 
gentle and precise Mrs. Rivers was heaped a pile of beans 
tliat would have filled a quart measure. 

When Dr. Duchesne had tactfully retreated before tho 
hurried and stammering apologies of his host and hostess, 
and was alone with Jack in his rooms, he turned to him 
with a gravity that was more than half affected and said, 
" How long, sir, did it take you to effect this corruption ? " 

*^ Upon my honor," said Jack simply, " they played last 
night for the first time. And they forced me to show them. 
But," added Jack after a significant pause, " I thought it 
would make the game livelier and be more of a moral lesson 
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If I gave them nearly all good pat hands. So I ran in a cold 
deck on them — the first time I ever did such a thing in my 
life. I fixed up a pack of cards so that one had three tens, 
another three jacks, and another three queens, and so on up 
to three aces. In a minute they had all tumhled to the game, 
and you never saw such betting. Every man and woman 
there believed he or she had struck a sure thing, and staked 
accordingly. A new panful of beans was brought on, and 
Seth, your friend, banked for them. And at last the par- 
son raked in the whole pile." 

" I suppose you gave him the three aces," said Dr. 
Duchesne gloomily. 

" The parson," said Jack slowly, " had nH a single pair 
in his hand. It was the stoniest, deadest, neatest bluff I 
ever saw. And when he'd frightened ofiF the last man who. 
held out and laid that measly hand of his face down on that 
pile of kings, queens, and aces, and looked around the table 
as he raked in the pile, there was a smile of humble self- 
righteousness on his face that was worth double the money." 
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The schoolmaster of Chestnut Ridge was interrupted in 
his after-school solitude by the click of hoof and sound of 
voices on the little bridle path that led to the scant clearing 
in which his schoolhouse stood. He laid down his pen as 
the figures of a nian and woman on horseback passed the 
windows and dismounted before the porch. He recognized 
the complacent, good-humored faces of Mr. and Mrs. Hoover, 
who owned a neighboring ranch of some importance and 
who were accounted well to do people by the community. 
Being a childless couple, however, while they generously 
contributed to the support of the little school, they had not 
added to its flock, and it was with some curiosity that the 
young schoolmaster greeted them and awaited the purport 
of their visit. This was protracted in delivery through a 
certain polite dalliance with the real subject characteristic 
of the Southwestern pioneer. 

" Well, Almiry," said Mr. Hoover, turning to his wife 
after the first greeting with the schoolmaster was over, 
'* this makes me feel like old times, you bet ! Why, I ain't 
bin inside a schoolhouse since I was knee-high to a grass- 
hopper. Thar's the benches, and the desks, and the books 
and all them ' a b, abs,' jest like the old days. Dear ! 
Dear ! But the teacher in those days was ez old and grizzled 
ez I be — and some o' the scholars — no offense to you, 
Mr. Brooks — was older and bigger nor you. But times is 
changed : yet look, Almiry, if tbar ainH a hunk o' stale 
gingerbread in that desk jest as it uster be ! Lord ! how it 
all comes back ! Ez I was sayin' only M ot\\%\ O^ivj ^ ^^ ^«siNi 
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be too grateful to our parents for givin' us an eddication in 
our youth ; " and Mr. Hoover, with the air of recalling an 
alma mater of sequestered gloom and cloistered erudition, 
gazed reverently around the new pine walls. 

But Mrs. Hoover here intervened with a gracious appre- 
ciation of the schoolmastei-'s youth after her usual kindly 
fashion. " And don't you forget it, Hiram Hoover, that 
these young folks of to-day kin teach the old schoolmasters 
of 'way back more 'n you and I dream of. We 've heard of 
your book larnin', Mr. Brooks, afore this, and we 're proud 
to hev you here, even if the Lord has not pleased to give 
us the children to send to ye. But we 've always paid our 
share in keeping up the school for others that was more fa- 
vored, and now it looks as if He had not forgotten us, and 
ez if " — with a significant, half-shy glance at her husband 
and a corroborating nod from that gentleman — " ez if, reelly, 
we might be reckonin' to send you a scholar ourselves." 

The young schoolmaster, sympathetic and sensitive, felt 
somewhat embarrassed. The allusion to his extreme youth, 
mollified though it was by the salve of praise from the tact- 
ful Mrs. Hooverj had annoyed him, and perhaps added to his 
slight confusion over the information she vouchsafed. He 
had not heard of any late addition to the Hoover family, 
he would not have been likely to, in his secluded habits; 
and although he was accustomed to the naive and direct 
simplicity of the pioneer, he could scarcely believe that 
this good lady was announcing a maternal expectation. He 
smiled vaguely and begged them to be seated. 

" Ye see,'' said Mr. Hoover, dropping upon a low bench, 
" the way the thing pans out is this. Almiry's brother is 
a pow'ful preacher down the coast at San Antonio and hez 
settled down thar with a big Free Will Baptist Church 
congregation and a heap o' land got from them Mexicans. 
Thar's a lot o' poor Spanish and Injin trash that belong to 
the land, and Almiry's brother bez set about convertin' 'em, 
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givin' 'em convickshion and religion, though the most of 
'em is Papists and followers of the Scarlet Woman. Thar 
was an orphan, a little girl that he got outer the hands o' 
them priests, kinder snatched as a brand from the burnin', 
and he sent her to us to be brought up in the ways o' the 
Lord, knowin' that we had no children of our own. But 
we thought she oughter get the benefit o' schoolin' too, 
besides our own care, and we reckoned to bring her here 
reg'lar to school." 

Relieved and pleased to help the good-natured couple in 
the care of the homeless waif, albeit somewhat doubtful of 
their religious methods, the schoolmaster said he would be 
delighted to number her among his little flock. Had she 
already received any tuition ? 

** Only from them padres, ye know, things about saints, 
Virgin Marys, visions, and miracles," put in Mrs. Hoover; 
" and we kinder thought ez you know Spanish you might 
be able to get rid o' them in exchange for ^ conviction o' 
sin ' and ' justification by faith,' ye know." 

" I 'm afraid," said Mr. Brooks, smiling at the thought 
of displacing the Church's " mysteries " for certain cory- 
bantic displays and thaumaturgical exhibitions he had 
witnessed at the Dissenters' camp meeting, " that I must 
leave all that to you, and I must caution you to be careful 
what you do lest you also shake her faith in the alphabet 
and the multiplication table." 

" Mebbee you 're right," said Mrs. Hoover, mystified but 
good-natured ; " but thar 's one thing more we oughter tell 
ye. She 's — she 's a trifle dark complected." 

The schoolmaster smiled. " Well ? " he said patiently. 

" She is n't a nigger nor an Injin, ye know, but she 's 
kinder a half-Spanish, half-Mexican Injin, what they call 
* mes — mes ' " — 

"Mestiza," suggested Mr. Brooks; "a half-breed or mon- 
grel" 
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"I reckon. !N'ow thar wouldn't be any objection to 
that, eh ? '' said Mr. Hoover a little uneasily. 

"!N'ot by me," returned the schoolmaster cheerfully. 
*' And although this school is state-aided it 's not a * public 
school ' in the eye of the law, so you have only the foolish 
prejudices of your neighbors to deal with." He had recog- 
nized the reason of their hesitation and knew the strong 
racial antagonism held towards the negro and Indian by 
Mr. Hoover's Southwestern compatriots, and he could not 
refrain from " rubbing it in." 

" They kin see," interposed Mrs. Hoover, " that she 's 
not a nigger, for her hair don't ' kink,' and a furrin Injin, 
of course, is different from one o' our own." 

" If they hear her speak Spanish, and you simply say 
she is a foreigner, as she is, it will be all right," said the 
schoolmaster smilingly. *^ Let her come, I'll look after 
her." 

Much relieved, after a few more words the couple took 
their departure, the schoolmaster promising to call the next 
afternoon at the Hoovers' ranch and meet his new scholar. 
" Ye might give us a hint or two how she oughter 1)6 fixed 
up afore she joins the school." 

The ranch was about four miles from the schoolhouse, 
and as Mr. Brooks drew rein before the Hoovers' gate he 
appreciated the devotion of the couple who were willing 
to send the child that distance twice a day. The house, 
with its outbuildings, was on a more liberal scale than its 
neighbors, and showed few of the makeshifts and half-, 
hearted advances towards permanent occupation common to 
the Southwestern pioneers, who were more or less nomads 
in instinct and circumstance. He was ushered into a well- 
furnished sitting room, whose glaring freshness was subdued 
and repressed by black-framed engravings of scriptural 
subjects. Ais Mr. Brooks glanced at them and recalled the 
schoolrooms of the old missions, with their monastic shadows 
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which half hid the gaudy, tinseled saints and flaming oi 
ensanguined hearts upon the walls, he feared that the little 
waif of Mother Church had not gained any cheerfulness in 
the exchange. 

As she entered the room with Mrs. Hoover, her large 
dark eyes — the most notable feature in her small face — . 
seemed to sustain the schoolmaster's fanciful fear in their 
half-frightened wonder. She was clinging closely to Mrs. 
Hoover's side, as if recognizing the good woman's maternal 
kindness even while doubtful of her purpose ; but on the 
schoolmaster addressing her in Spanish, a singular change 
took place in their relative positions. A quick look of 
intelligence came into her melancholy eyes, and with it a 
slight consciousness of superiority to her protectors that 
was embarrassing to him. For the rest he observed merely 
that she was small and slightly built, although her figure 
was hidden in a long " check apron " or calico pinafore 
with sleeves — a local garment — which was utterly incon- 
gruous with her originality. Her skin was olive, inclining 
to yellow, or rather to that exquisite shade of buff to be 
seen in the new bark of the madrono. Her face was oval, 
and her- mouth small and childlike, with little to suggeso 
the aboriginal type in her other features. 

The master's questions elicited from the child the fact 
that she could read and write, that she knew her " Hail 
Mary " and creed (happily the Protestant Mrs. Hoover 
was unable to follow this questioning), but he also elicited 
the more disturbing fact that her replies and confidences 
suggested a certain familiarity and equality of condition 
which he could only set down to his own youthfulness of 
appearance. He was apprehensive that she might even 
make some remark regarding Mrs. Hoover, and was not sorry 
that the latter did not understand Spanish. But before he 
left he managed to speak with Mrs. Hoover alone and sug- 
gested a change in the costume of the pvii^W. wVi^vi ^^ 
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to school. " The better she is dressed,'' suggerted th«. wily 
young diplomat, " the less likely is she to awaken any sus- 
picion of her race." 

" Now that 's jest what 's botherin' me, Mr. Brooks," 
returned Mrs. Hoover, with a troubled face, " for you see 
she is a growin' girl,'' and she concluded, with some embar- 
rassment, "I can't quite make up my mind how to dress 
her." 

" How old is she ? " asked the master abruptly. 

" Goin' on twelve, but," — and Mrs. Hoover again hesi- 
tated. 

"Why, two of my scholars, the Bromly girls, are over 
fourteen," said the master, ** and you know how they are 
dressed ; " but here he hesitated in his turn. It had just 
occurred to him that the little waif was from the extreme 
South, and the precocious maturity of the mixed races there 
was well known. He even remembered, to his alarm, to 
have seen brides of twelve and mothers of fourteen among 
the native villagers. This might also account for the sug- 
gestion of equality in her manner, and even for a slight 
coquettishness which he thought he had noticed in her 
when he had addressed her playfully as a muchacha. " 1 
should dress her in something Spanish," he said hurriedly, 
" something white, you know, with plenty of flounces and 
a little black lace, or a black silk skirt and a lace scarf, you 
know. She '11 be all right if you don't make her look 
like a servant or a dependent," he added, with a show 
of confidence he was far from feeling. " But you have n 't 
told me her name," he concluded. • 

'^As we're reckonin* to adopt her," said Mrs, Hoover 
gravely, " you '11 give her ours." 

" But. I can't call her * Miss Hoover,' " suggested the 
master ; " what 's her first name ? " 

" We was tbinkin' o' * Serafina Ann,' " said Mrs. Hooyei 
with more gravity. 
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** But what is her name ? '* persisted the master. 

'^ Well," returned Mrs. Hoover, with a troubled look, 
'* me and Hiram consider it 's a heathenish sort of name for 
a young gal, hut you'll find it in my brother's letter." 
She took a letter from under the lid of a large Bible on 
the table and pointed to a passage in it. 

" The child was christened * Concepcion,' " read the 
master. " Why, that 's one of the Marys ! " 

" The which ? " asked Mrs. Hoover severely. 

^' One of the titles of the Virgin Mary ; * Maria de la 
Concepcion,' " said Mr. Brooks glibly. 

"It don't sound much like any thin' so Christian and 
decent as ' Maria ' or ^ Mary,' " returned Mrs. Hoover sus- 
piciously. 

^* But the abbreviation, ' Concha,' is very pretty. In 
fact it's just the thing, it's so very Spanish," returned 
the master decisively. " And you know that the squaw 
who hangs about the mining camp is called * Reservation 
Ann,' and old Mrs. Parkins's negro cook is called ' Aunt 
Serafina,' so * Serafina Ann ' is too suggestive. * Concha 
Hoover ' 's the name." 

*' P'r'aps you 're right," said Mrs. Hoover meditatively. 

" And dress her so she '11 look like her name and you '11 
be all right," said the master gayly as he took his depar- 
ture. 

Nevertheless, it was with some anxiety the next morning 
he heard the sound of hoofs on the rocky bridle path lead- 
ing to the schoolhouse. He had already informed his little 
flock of the probable addition to their number, and their 
breathless curiosity now accented the appearance of Mr. 
Hoover riding past the window, followed by a little figure 
on horseback, half hidden in the graceful folds of a serape. 
The next moment they dismounted at the porch, the 
serape was .cast aside, and the new scholar entered. 

A littla alarmed even in his admiration, the maste.Y \jt^\«t* 
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theless thought he had never seen a more dainty figure. 
Her heavily flounced white skirt stopped short just above 
her white- stockinged ankles and little feet, .hidden in white 
satin, low-quartered slippers. Her black silk, shell-like 
jacket half clasped her stayless bust clad in an under-bodice 
of soft muslin that faintly outlined a contour which struck 
him as already womanly. A black lace veil which had pro- 
tected her head, she had on entering slipped down to her 
shoulders with a graceful gesture, leaving one end of it 
pinned to her hair by a rose above her little yellow ear. 
The whole figure was so inconsistent with its present set- 
ting that the master inwardly resolved to suggest a modifi- 
cation of it to Mrs. Hoover as he, with great gravity, how- 
ever, led the girl to the seat he had prepared for her. Mr. 
Hoover, who had been assisting discipline as he conscien- 
tiously believed by gazing with hushed, reverent reminiscence 
on the walls, here whispered behind his large hand that he 
would call for her at " four o'clock " and tiptoed out of the 
schoolroom. The master, who felt that everything would 
depend upon his repressing the children's exuberant curiosity 
and maintaining the discipline of the school for the next few 
minutes, with supernatural gravity addressed the young girl 
in Spanish and placed before her a few slight elementary 
tasks. Perhaps the strangeness of the language, perhaps the 
imwonted seriousness of the master, perhaps also the im- 
passibility of the young stranger herself, all contributed, to 
arrest the expanding smiles on little faces, to check their , 
wandering eyes, and hush their eager whispers. By degrees 
heads were again lowered over their tasks, the scratching of 
pencils on slates, and the far-off rapping of woodpeckers 
again indicated the normal quiet of the schoolroom, and the 
master knew he had triumphed, and the ordeal was past. 

But not as regarded himself, for although the new pupil 
had accepted his instructions with childlike submissiveness, 
and even as it seemed to him with childlike comprehensioDi 
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lie could not help noticing that she occasionally glanced at 
him with a demure suggestion of some understanding between 
tj^em^ or as if they were playing at master and pupil. This 
naturally annoyed him and perhaps added a severer dignity 
to his manner, which did not appear to be effective, however, 
and which he fancied secretly amused her. Was she covertly 
laughing at him ? Yet against this, once or twice, as her 
big eyes wandered from her task over the room, they en- 
countered the curious gaze of the other children, and he . 
fancied he saw an exchange of that freemasonry of intelli- 
gence common to children in the presence of their elders 
even when strangers to each other. He looked forward to 
recess to see how she would get on with her companions ; 
he knew that this would settle her status in the school, and 
perhaps elsewhere. Even her limited English vocabulary 
would not in any way affect that instinctive, childlike test 
of superiority, but he was surprised when the hour of recess 
came and he had explained to her in Spanish and English 
its purpose, to see her quietly put her arm around the w^ist 
of Matilda Bromly, the tallest girl in the school, as the two 
whisked themselves off to the playground. She was a mere 
child after all ! 

Other things seemed to confirm this opinion. Later, when 
the children returned from recess, the young stranger had 
instantly become a popular idol, and had evidently dis- 
pensed her favors and patronage generously. The elder 
Bromly girl was wearing her lace veil, another had posses- 
sion of her handkerchief, and a third displayed the rose 
which had adorned her left ear, things of which the master 
was obliged to take note with a view of returning them to 
the prodigal little barbarian at the close of school. Later he 
was, however, much perplexed by the mysterious passage 
under the desks of some unknown object which apparently 
was making the circuit of the school. With the annoyed 
consciousness that he was perhaps unwittingly participating 
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in some game, he finally " nailed it " in the possession of 
Demosthenes Walker, aged six, to the spontaneous outcry 
of " Cotched ! " from the whole school. When product 
from Master Walker's desk in company with a horned toad 
and a piece of gingerbread, it was found to be Concha's white 
satin slipper, the young girl herself, meanwhile, bending 
demurely over her task with the bereft foot tucked up like 
a bird's under her skirt. The master, reserving reproof of 
this and other enormities until later, contented himself with 
commanding the slipper to be brought to him, when he took 
it to her with the satirical remark in Spanish that the school- 
room was not a dressing room — Camara para vestirse. To 
his surprise, however, she smilingly held out the tiny stock- 
inged foot with a singular combination of the spoiled child 
and the coquettish seiiorita, and remained with it extended 
as if waiting for him to kneel and replace the slipper. But 
he laid it carefully on her desk. 

" Put it on at once," he said in English. 

There was no mistaking the tone of his voice, whatever 
his language. Concha darted a quick look at him like the 
momentary resentment of an animal, but almost as quickly 
her eyes became suffused, and with a hurried movement she 
put on the slipper. 

" Please, sir, it dropped off and Jimmy Snyder passed it 
on," said a small explanatory voice among the benches. 

" Silence ! " said the master. 

Nevertheless, he was glad to see that the school had not 
noticed the girl's familiarity even though they thought him 
" hard." He was not sure upon reflection but that he had 
magnified her offense and had been unnecessarily severe, and 
this feeling was augmented by his occasionally finding her 
looking at him with the melancholy, wondering eyes of a 
chidden animal. Later, as he was moving among the desks 
overlooking the tasks of the individual pupils, he observed 
from a distance that her head was bent over her desk while her 
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lips were moving as i^ repeating to herself her lesson, and that 
afterwards, with a swift look around the room to assure her- 
self that she was unobserved, she made a hurried sign of the 
cross. It occurred to him that this might have followed some 
penitential prayer of the child, and remembering her tuition 
by the padres it gave him an idea. He dismissed school a 
few moments earlier in order that he might speak to her 
alone before Mr. Hoover arrived. 

Referring to the slipper incident and receiving her assur- 
ances that " she " (the slipper) was much too large and fell 
often " so,'' a fact really established by demonstration, he 
seized his opportunity. " But tell me, when you were with 
the padre and your slipper fell off, you did not expect him 
to put it on for you ? " 

Concha looked at him coyly and then said triumphantly, 
'* Ah, no 1 but he was a priest, and you are a young cabalr 
lero." 

. Yet even after this audacity Mr. Brooks found he could 
onl}' recommend to Mr. Hoover a change in the young girl's 
slippers, the absence of the rose-pinned veil, and the sub- 
stitution of a sunbonnet. For the rest he must trust to 
circumstances. As Mr. Hoover — who with large paternal 
optimism had professed to see already an improvement in 
her — helped her into the saddle, the schoolmaster could not 
help noticing that she had evidently expected him to per- 
form that act of courtesy, and that she looked correspond- 
ingly reproachful. 

" The holy fathers used sometimes to let me ride with 
them on their mules," said Concha, leaning over her saddle 
towards the schoolmaster. 

'' Eh, what, missy ? " said the Protestant Mr. Hoover, 
pricking up his ears. "Kow you just listen to Mr. Brooks's 
doctrines, and never mind them Papists," he added as he 
rode away, with the firm conviction that the master had 
^ready commenced the task of her spiritual couv^mo^. 
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The next day the master awoke to find his little school 
famous. Whatever were the exaggerations or whatever 
the fancies carried home to their parents by the children, the 
result was an overwhelming interest in the proceedings 
and personnel of the school by the whole district. People 
had already called at the Hoover ranch to see Mrs. Hoover's 
pretty adopted daughter. The master, on his way to the 
schoolroom that morning, had found a few woodmen and 
charcoal burners lounging on the bridle path that led from 
the main road. Two or three parents accompanied their 
children to school, asserting they had just dropped in to see 
how " Aramanta " or " Tommy " were " gettin' on.*' As 
the school began to assemble several unfamiliar faces passed 
the windows or were boldly flattened against the glass. The 
little schoolhouse had not seen such a gathering since it had 
been borrowed for a political meeting in the previous autumn. 
And the master noticed with some concern that many of the 
faces were the same which he had seen uplifted to the glit- 
tering periods of Colonel Starbottle, " the war horse of the 
Democracy." 

For he could not shut hiB eyes to the fact that they came 
from no mere curiosity to see the novel and bizarre ; no ap- 
preciation of mere picturesqueness or beauty ; and alas ! from 
no enthusiasm for the progression of education. He knew 
the people among whom he had lived, and he realized the 
fatal question of " color " had been raised in some mysteri- 
ous way by those Southwestern emigrants who had carried 
into this "free state*' their inherited prejudices. A few 
words convinced him that the unhappy children had vari- 
ously described the complexion of their new fellow pupil, 
and it was believed that the "No'th'n " schoolmaster, aided 
and abetted by " capital " in the person of Hiram Hoover, 
liad introduced either a "nigger wench," a "Chinese girl," 
or an "Injin baby" to the same educational privileges as 
the "pure whites," and so contaminated the sons of freemen 
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In their very nests. He was able to reassure many that the 
child was of Spanish origin, but a majority preferred the 
evidence of their own senses, and lingered for that purpose. 
As the hour for her appearance drew near and passed, he 
was seized with a sudd^ fear that she might not come, that 
Mr. Hoover had been prevailed upon by his compatriots, in 
view of the excitement, to withdraw her from the school. 
But a faint cheer from the bridle path satisfied him, and 
the next moment a little retinue swept by the window, and 
he understood. The Hoovers had evidently determined to 
accent the Spanish character of their little charge. Concha, 
with a black riding skirt over her flounces, was now 
mounted on a handsome pinto mustang glittering with sil- 
ver trappings, accompanied by a vaquero in a velvet jacket, 
Mr. Hoover bringing up the rear. He, as he informed the 
master, had merely come to show the way to the vaquero, 
who hereafter would always accompany the child to and 
from school. Whether or not he had been induced to this 
display by the excitement did not transpire. Enough that 
the effect was a success. The riding skirt and her mus- 
tang's fripperies had added to Concha's piquancy, and if her 
origin was still doubted by some, the child herself was ac- 
cepted with enthusiasm. The parents who were spectators 
were proud of this distinguished accession to their children's 
playmates, and when she dismounted amid the acclaim of 
her l;t.tle companions, it was with the aplomb of a queen. 

The master alone foresaw trouble in this encouragement 
of her precocious manner. He received her quietly, and 
when she had removed her riding skirt, glancing at her 
feet, said approvingly, " I am glad to see you have changed 
your slippers; I hope they fit you more firmly than the 
others." 

The child shrugged her shoulders. "Quien sabe. But 
Pedro (the vaquero) will help me now on my horse when 
he comes for me." 
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The master understood the characteristic non sequitur as 
an allusion to his want of gallantry on the previous day, but 
took no notice of it. Nevertheless, he was pleased to see 
during the day that she was paying more attention to her 
studies, although they were generally rehearsed with the 
languid indifference to all mental accomplishment which 
belonged to her race. Once he thought to stimulate her 
activity through her personal vanity. 

" Why can you not learn as quickly as Matilda Bromly ? 
She is only two years older than you,'* he suggested. 

" Ah ! Mother of God ! — why does she then try to wear 
roses like me? And with that hair. It becomes her 
not." 

The master became thus aware for the first time that the 
elder Bromly girl, in "the sincerest form of flattery "to 
her idol, was wearing a yellow rose in her tawny locks, and, 
further, that Master Bromly with exquisite humor had bur- 
lesqued his sister's imitation with a very small carrot stuck 
above his left ear. This the master promptly removed, 
adding an additional sum to the humorist's already over- 
flowing slate by way of penance, and returned to Concha. 
"But wouldn't you like to be as clever as she? — you can 
if you will only learn." 

"What for should I? Look you; she has a devotion 
for the tall one — the boy Brown! Ah! I want him 
not." 

Yet, notwithstanding this lack of noble ambition, Concha 
seemed to have absorbed the " devotion " of the boys, big 
and little, and as the master presently discovered even that 
of many of the adult population. There were always 
loungers on the bridle path at the opening and closing of 
school, and the vaquero, who now always accompanied her, 
became an object of envy. Possibly this caused the master 
to observe him closely. He was tall and thin, with % 
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smooth complexionless face, but to the master's astonish- 
ment he had the blue gray eye of the higher or Castilian 
type of native Californian. Further inquiry proved that 
he was a son of one of the old impoverished Spanish grant 
holders whose leagues and cattle had been mortgaged to the 
Hoovers, who now retained the son to control the live stock 
" on shares. " " It looks kinder ez ef he might hev an eye 
on that poorty little gal when she 's an age to marry," sug- 
gested a jealous swain. For several days the girl submit- 
ted to her school tasks with her usual languid indifference 
and did not again transgress the ordinary rules. Nor did 
Mr. Brooks again refer to their hopeless conversation. But 
one afternoon he noticed that in the silence and preoccupa- 
tion of the class she had substituted another volume for her 
text- book and was perusing it with the articulating lips of 
the unpracticed reader. He demanded it from her. With 
blading eyes and both hands thrust into her desk she refused 
and defied him. Mr. Brooks slipped his arms around her 
waist, quietly lifted her from the bench — feeling her little 
teeth pierce the back of his hand as he did so, but secured 
the book. Two of the elder boys and girls had risen with 
excited faces. 

" Sit down ! " said the master sternly. 

They resumed their places with awed looks. The master 
itxamined the book. It was a little Spanish prayer book. 
'* You were reading this ? " he said in her own tongue. 

" Yes. You shall not prevent me ! " she burst out. 
"Mother of God! they will not let me read it at the 
ranch. They would take it from me. And now you ! " 

" You may read it when and where you like, except when 
you should be studying your lessons," returned the master 
quietly. "You may keep it here in your desk and peruse 
it at recess. Come to me for it then. You are not fit to 
read it now.*' 
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The girl looked up with astounded eyes, which in the 
capriciousness of her passionate nature the next moment 
filled with tears. Then dropping on her knees she caught 
the master's bitten hand and covered it with tears and 
kisses. But he quietly disengaged it and lifted her to her 
seat. There was a sniffling sound among the benches, 
which, however, quickly subsided as he glanced around the 
room, and the incident ended. 

Regularly thereafter she took her prayer book back at 
recess and disappeared with the children, finding, as he 
afterwards learned, a seat under a secluded buckeye tree, 
where she was not disturbed by them until her orisons 
were concluded. The children must have remained loyal 
to some command of hers, for the incident and this custom 
were never told out of school, and the master did not con- 
sider it his duty to inform Mr. or Mrs. Hoover. If the 
child could recognize some check — even if it were deemed 
by some a superstitious one — over her capricious and pre- 
cocious nature, why should he interfere 1 

One day at recess he presently became conscious of the 
ceasing of those small voices in the woods around the 
schoolhouse, which were always as familiar and pleasant to 
him in his seclusion as the song of their playfellows — the 
birds themselves. The continued silence at last awakened 
his concern and curiosity. He had seldom intruded upoa 
or participated in their games or amusements, remembering 
when a boy himself the heavy incompatibility of the best 
intentioned adult intruder to even the most hypocritically 
polite child at such a moment. A sense of duty, however, 
impelled him to step beyond the schoolhouse, where to his 
astonishment he found the adjacent woods empty and 
soundless. He was relieved, however, after penetrating its 
recesses, to hear the distant sound of small applause and 
the unmistakable choking gasps of Johnny Stidger's pocket- 
accordion. Following the sound he came at last upwi a 
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little hollow among the sycamores, where the children were 
disposed in a ring, in the centre of whicli, with a handker- 
chief in each hand, Concha the melancholy ! — Concha the 
devout I — was dancing that most extravagant feat of the 
fandango — the audacious semhicuaca ! 

Yet, in spite of her rude and uncertain accompaniment, 
she was dancing it with a grace, precision, and lightness 
that was wonderful ; in spite of its douhtful poses and se- 
ductive languors she was dancing it with the artless gayety 
and innocence — perhaps from the suggestion of her tiny 
figure — of a mere child amonf; an audience of children. 
Dancing it alone she assumed the parts of the man and 
woman; advancing, retreating, coquetting, rejecting, coyly 
bewitching, and at last yielding as lightly and as immate- 
rially as the flickering shadows that U\l upon them from 
the waving trees overhead. The master was fascinated yet 
troubled. What if there had been older spectators ? Would 
the parents take the performance as innocently as the per- 
former and her little audience 1 He thought it necessary 
later to suggest this delicately to the child. Her temper 
rose, her eyes flashed. 

"Ah, the slipper, she is forbidden. The prayer book — 
she must not. The dance, it is hot good. Truly, ther3 is 
nothing. " 

For several days she sulked. One morning she did not 
come to school, nor the next. At the close of the third 
day the master called at the Hoovers' ranch. 

Mrs. Hoover met him embarrassedly in the hall. " I was 
sayin' to Hiram he ought to tell ye, but he didnH like to 
till it was certain. Concha 's gone." 

" Gone ? " echoed the master, 

" Yes. Run oif with Pedro. Married to him yesterday 
by the Popish priest at the mission." 

"Married! That child?" 

"She wasnH no child, Mr. Brooks. We were deceived. 
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My brother was a fool, and men don't understand these 
things. She was a grown woman — accordin' to these 
folks' ways and ages — when she kem here. And that 's 
what bothered me.'' 

There was a week's excitement at Chestnut E-idge, but it 
pleased the master to know that while the children grieved 
for the loss of Concha they never seemed to understand why 
she had gone. 



DICK BOYLE'S BUSINESS CARD 



DICK BOYLE'S BUSINESS CARD 

The Sage Wood and Dead Flat stage coach was waiting 
before the station. The Pine Barrens mail wagon that 
connected with it was long overdue, with its transfer pas* 
sengers, and the station had relapsed into listless expecta- 
tion. Even the humors of Dick Boyle, the Chicago 
" drummer," — and, so far, the solitary passenger — which 
had diverted the waiting loungers, hegan to fail in effect^ 
though the cheerfulness of the humorist was unahated. 
The ostlers had slunk hack into the stahles, the station 
keeper and stage driver had reduced their conversation to 
impatient monosyllables, as if each thought the other re- 
sponsible for the delay. A solitary Indian, wrapped in a 
commissary blanket and covered by a cast-off tall hat^ 
crouched against the wall of the station looking stolidly at 
nothing. The station itself, a long, rambling building con- 
taining its entire accommodation for man and beast under 
one monotonous, shed-like roof, offered nothing to attract 
the eye. Still less the prospect, on the one side two miles 
of arid waste to the stunted, far-spaced pines in the distance, 
known as the " Barrens ; '' on the other an apparently linj- 
itless level Avith darker patches of sage brush, like the scars 
of burnt-out fires. 

Dick Boyle approached the motionless Indian as a possi- 
ble relief. " You don't seem to care much if school keeps 
or. not, do you, Lo ? " 

The Indian, who had been half crouching on his upturned 
soles, here straightened himself with a lithe, animal-like 
movement, and stood up. Boyle took hold of a corner of 
his blanket and examined it critically. 
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" Gov'ment ain't pampering you with Al goods, Lo ! I 
reckon the agent charged 'em four dollars for that. Our 
firm could have delivered them to you for 2 dols. 37 cents, 
and thrown in a hox of beads in the bargain. Suthin like 
this ! " He took from his pocket a small box containing 
a gaudy bead necklace and held it up before the Indian. 

The savage, who had regarded him — or rather looked 
beyond him — with the tolerating indifference of one inter- 
rupted by a frisking inferior animal, here suddenly changed 
his expression. A look of childish eagerness came into his 
gloomy face ; he reached out his hand for the trinket. 

" Hoi' on ! " said Boyle, hesitating for a moment ; then 
he suddenly ejaculated, " Well ! take it, and one o' these," 
and drew a business card from his pocket, which he stuck in 
the band of the battered tall hat of the aborigine. " There I 
show that to your friends, and when you're wantin' any- 
thing in our line " — 

The interrupting roar of laughter, coming from the box 
seat of the coach, was probably what Boyle was expecting, 
for he turned away demurely and walked towards the coach. 
" All right, boys ! I 've squared the noble red man, and the 
star of empire is taking its westward way. And I reckon 
our firm will do the ' Great Father ' business for him at 
about half the price that it is done in Washington." 

But at this point the ostlers came hurrying out of the 
stables. " She 's comin V' stud one. " That 's her dust 
just Whind the Lone Pine — and by the way she's racin' I 
rwkon she 's comin' in mighty light." 

** That 's so," said the mail agent, standing up on the 
Ih>x st^at for a letter view, " but darned ef I kin see any 
out;^ide i>{\ssengers. I reckon we have n't waited for much." 

Indetnl, as the galloping horses of the incoming vehicle 
pulled out of the hanging dust in tlie distance, the solitary 
driver ixniKl l>e seen urging on his team. In a few iho- 
ments mor^ thev had halted at the lower end of the station. 
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" Wonder what 's up ! '' said the mail agent. 

"NothinM Only a big Inj in scare at Pine Barrens,** 
said one of the ostlers. *'Injins doin' ghost dancin' — or 
suthin like that — and the passengers just skunked out 
and went on by the other line. Thar's only one ez dar 
come — and she 's a lady." 

" A lady ? " echoed Boyle. 

" Yes," answered the driver, taking a deliberate survey 
of a tall, graceful girl who, waiving the gallant assistance of 
the station keeper, had leaped unaided from the vehicle. 
"A lady — and the fort commandant's darter at that! 
She 's clar grit, you bet — a chip o' the old block. And 
all this means, sonny, that you 're to give up that box 
seat to her. Miss Julia Cantire don't take anythin' less 
when I 'm around." 

The young lady was already walking, directly and com- 
posedly, towards the waiting coach — erect, self-contained, 
well gloved and booted, and clothed, even in her dust 
cloak and cape of plain ashen merino, with the unmistak- 
able panoply of taste and superiority. A good-sized aqui- 
line nose, which made her handsome mouth look smaller ; ' 
gray eyes, with an occasional humid yellow sparkle in their 
depths ; brown penciled eyebrows, and brown tendrils of 
hair, all seemed to Boyle to be charmingly framed in by 
the silver gray veil twisted around her neck and under her 
oval chin. In her sober tints she appeared to him to have 
evoked a harmony even out of the dreadful dust around 
them. Wliat he appeared to her was not so plain ; she 
looked him over — he was rather short ; through him — 
he was easily penetrable ; and then her eyes rested with a 
frank recognition on the driver. 

" Good-morning, Mr. Foster," she said, with a smile. 

" Mornin', miss. I hear they 're bavin' an Injin scare 
over at the Barrens. I reckon them men must feel mighty 
mean at bein' stumped by a lady ! " ^^^ 
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"I don't think they believed I would go, and some of 
them had their wives with them," returned the young lady 
indifferently ; " besides, they are Eastern people, who don't 
know Indians as well as we do, Mr. Foster." 

The driver blushed with pleasure at the association. 
" Yes, ma'am," he laughed, *^ I reckon the sight of even old 
* Fleas in the Blanket ' over there," pointing to the Indian, 
who was walking stolidly away from the station, "would 
frighten 'em out o' their boots. And yet he 's got inside his 
hat the business card o' this gentleman — Mr. Dick Boyle, 
traveling for the big firm o* Fletcher & Co. of Chicago " — 
he interpolated, rising suddenly to the formal heights of 
polite introduction ; " so it sorter looks ez ef any skelpin^ was 
to be done it might be the other way round, ha ! ha ! " 

Miss Cantire accepted the introduction and the joke with 
polite but cool abstraction, and climbed lightly into the box 
seat as the mail bags and a quantity of luggage — evidently 
belonging to the evading passengers — were quickly trans- 
ferred to the coach. But for his fair companion, the driver 
would probably have given profane voice to his conviction 

that his vehicle was used as a " d d baggage truck," but 

he only smiled grimly, gathered up his reins, and flicked 
his whip. The coach plunged forward into the dust, which 
instantly rose around it, and made it thereafter a mere cloud 
in the distance. Some of that dust for a moment overtook 
and hid the Indian, walking stolidly in its track, but he 
emerged from it at an angle, with a quickened pace and a 
peculiar halting trot. Yet that trot was so well su.stained 
that in an hour he had reached a fringe of rocks and low 
bushes hitherto invisible through the irregularities of the ap- 
parently level plain, into which he plunged and disappeared. 
The dust cloud which indicated the coach — probably owing 
to these same irregularities — had long since been lost on 
the visible horizon. 

The fringe which received bim. was really the rim of a 
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depression quite concealed from the surface of the plain, -— 
which it followed for some miles through a tangled trough- 
like bottom of low trees and underbrush, — and was a nat- 
ural cover for wolves, coyotes, and oocasioually bears, whose 
half-human footprint might have deceived a stranger. This 
did not, however, divert the Indian, who, trotting still dog- 
gedly on, paused only to examine another footprint — much 
more frequent — the smooth, inward-toed track of moccasins; 
The thicket grew more dense and difficult as he went on, yet 
he seemed to glide through its density and darkness — an 
obscurity that now seemed to be stirred by other moving 
objects, dimly seen, and as uncertain and intangible as sunlit 
leaves thrilled by the wind, yet bearing a strange resemblance 
to human figures ! Pressing a few yards further, he himself 
presently became a part of this shadowy procession, which 
on closer scrutiny revealed itself as a single file of Indians^ 
following each other in the same tireless trot. The woods 
and underbrush were full of them ; all moving on, as he had 
moved, in a line parallel with the vanishing coach. Some- 
times through the openings a bared painted limb, a crest of 
feathers, or a strip of gaudy blanket was visible, but no- 
thing more. And yet only a few hundred yards away 
stretched the dusky, silent plain — vacant of sound or 
motion ! 

Meanwhile the Sage Wood and Pine Barren stage coach^ 
profoundly oblivious — after the manner of all human in- 
vention — of everything but its regular function, toiled dust- 
ily out of the higher plain and began the grateful descent of 
a wooded canon, which was, in fact, the culminating point 
of the depression, just described, along which the shadowy 
procession was slowly advancing, hardly a mile in the rear 
and flank of the vehicle. Miss Julia Cantire, who had faced 
the dust volleys of the plain unflinchingly, as became a sol- 
dier's daughter, here stood upright and shook lv^t«&li- 
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pretty head and figure emerging like a goddess from the en- 
veloping silver cloud. At least Mr. Boyle, relegated to the 
back seat, thought so — although her conversation and atten- 
tions had been chiefly directed to ne driver and mail agent. 
Once, when he had light-heartedly addressed a remark to her, 
it had been received with a distinct but unpromising polite- 
ness that had made him desist from farther attempts, yet 
without abatement of his cheerfulness, or resentment of the 
evident amusement his two male companions got out of 
his *' snub." Indeed, it is to be feared that Miss Julia had 
certain prejudices of position, and may have thought that 
a ** drummer" — or commercial traveler — was no more fit- 
ting company for the daughter of a major than an ordinary 
peddler. But it was more probable that Mr. Boyle's repu- 
tation as a humorist — a teller of funny stories and a boon 
companion of men — was inconsistent with the feminine ideal 
of high and exalted manhood. The man who "sets the 
table in a roar " is apt to be secretly detested by the sex, to 
say nothing of the other obvious reasons why Juliets do not 
like jMercutios ! 

For some such cause as this Dick Boyle was obliged to 
amuse himself silently, alone on the back seat, with those 
liberal powers of observation which nature had given him. 
On entering the canon he had noticed the devious route the 
coach liad taken to* reach it, and had already invented an 
improved route which should enter the depression at the 
point where the Indians had already (unknown to him) 
plunged into it, and had conceived a road through the tan- 
gled brush that would shorten the distance by some miles. 
He had figured it out, and believed that it " would pay." 
But by this time they were beginning the somewhat steep 
and ditfioult ascent of the caiion on the other side. The 
vehicle had not crawled many yards before it stopped. Dick 
Boyle glauceil around. Miss Cantire was getting down. She 
had expressed a wish to walk the rest of the ascent^ and the 
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coach was to wait for her at the top. Foster had effusively 
begged her to take her own time — " there was no hurry ! " 
Boyle glanced a little longingly after her graceful figure, 
released from her cramped position on the hox, as it flitted 
youthfully in and out of the wayside trees ; he would like 
to have joined her in the woodland ramble, but even his good 
nature was not proof against her indifference. At a turn in 
the road they lost sight of her, and, as the driver and mail 
agent were deep in a discussion about the indistinct track, 
Boyle lapsed into his silent study of the country. Suddenly 
he uttered a slight exclamation, and quietly slipped from the 
back of the toiling coach to the ground. The action was, 
however, quickly noted by the driver, who promptly put his 
foot on the brake and pulled up. ** Wot 's up now ? '* he 
growled. 

Boyle did not reply, but ran back a few steps and began 
searching eagerly on the ground. 

" Lost suthin ? '' asked Foster. 

" Found something," said Boyle, picking up a small object. 

** Look at that ! D d if it is n't the card I gave that 

Indian four hours ago at the station ! '' He held up the 
card. 

" Look yer, sonny," retorted Foster gravely, " ef yer 
wantin' to get out and hang round Miss Cantire, why don't 
yer say so at oncet ? That story won't wash ! " 

" Fact ! " continued Boyle eagerly. *' It 's the same card 
I stuck in his hat — there 's the greasy mark in the corner. 
How the devil did it — how did he get here ? " 

" Better ax him," said Foster grimly, " ef he 's anywhere 
round." 

" But I say, Foster, I don't like the look of this at all ! 
Miss Cantire is alone, and " — 

But a burst of laughter from Foster and the mail agent 
interrupted him. " That 's so," said Foster. *' That 's your 
best holt ! Keep it up ! You jest tell her that ! Say tJ^^A^ 
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"another Injih' skeer on; that that thar bloodthirsty ole 
' Fleas in His Blanket ' is on the warpath, and you 're goin' 
to shed the last drop o' your blood defendin' her ! Thafe'H 
fetch her, and she ain't bin treatin' you well ! G'lang ! " 

The horses started forward under Foster's whip, leaving 
Boyle standing there, half inclined to join in the laugh against 
himself, and yet impelled by some strange instinct to take 
a more serious view of his discovery. There was no doubt 
it was the same card he had given to the Indian. True, that 
Indian might have given itto another — yet by what agency 
had it been brought there faster than the coach traveled on 
the same road, and yet invisibly to them ? For an instant 
the humorous idea of literally accepting Foster's challenge, 
and communicating his discovery to Miss Cantire, occurred 
to him ; he could .have made a funny story out oi it, and 
could have amused any other girl with it, but he would not 
force himself upon her, and again doubted if the discovery 
were a matter of amusement. If it were really serious, why 
should he alarm her ? He resolved, however, to remain 
on the road, and within convenient distance of her, until she 
returned to the coach ; she could not be far away. With 
this purpose he walked slowly on, halting occasionally to 
look behind. 

Meantime the coach continued its difl&cult ascent, a diffi- 
culty made greater by the singular nervousne^ss of the horses, 
that only with great trouble and some objurgation from the 
driver could be prevented from shying from the regular track. 

** Now, wot 's gone o' them critters ? " said the irate 
Foster, straining at the reins until he seemed to lift the 
leader hack into the track again. 

" Looks as ef they smelt suthin — b'ar or Injin ponies," 
suggested the mail agent. 

" Injin ponies ? " repeated Foster scornfully. 

" Fac' ! Injin ponies set a boss crazy — jest as wild 
bosses would ! " 




TWO RIFLE SHOTS CRACKED FROM THE THICKET 
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" Whar 'a yer Injin ponies ? " demanded Foster incredu* 
lously. 

" Dunno," said the mail agent simply. 

But here the horses again swerved so madly from some 
point of the thicket beside them that the coach completely 
left the track' on the right. Luckily it was a disused trail 
I and the ground fairly good, and Foster gave them their heads, 
satisfied of his ability to regain the regular road when neces- 
sary. It took some moments for him to recover complete 
control of the frightened animals, and then their nervousness 
having abated with their distance from the thicket, and the 
trail being less steep though more winding than the regular 
road, he concluded to keep it until he got to the summit, 
when he would regain the highway once more and await 
his passengers. Having done this, the two men stood up on 
the box, and with an anxiety they tried to conceal from 
each other looked down the canon for the lagging pedes^ 
trians. 

" I hope Miss Cantire has n't been stampeded from the 
track by any skeer like that," said the mail agent dubiously. 

" Not she ! She 's got too much grit and sahe for that, 
unless that drummer hez caught up with her and unloaded 
his yam about that kyard." 

They were the last words the men spoke. For two rifle 
shots cracked from the thicket beside the road ; two shots 
aimed with such deliberateness and precision that the two 
men, mortally stricken, collapsed where they stood, hanging 
for a brief moment over the dashboard before they rolled 
over on the horses' backs. Nor did they remain there long, 
for the next moment they were seized by half a dozen shadowy 
figures and with the horses and their cut traces dragged into 
the thicket. A half dozen and then a dozen other shadows 
flitted and swarmed over, in, and through the coach, rein- 
forced by still more, until the whole vehicle seemed to be 
possessed, covered, and hidden by them, swayiu^ «ixA TCkSSH* 
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ing with their weight, like helpless carrion heneath a pack 
of ravenous wolves. Yet even while this seething congre- 
gation was at its greatest, at some unknown signal it as sud- 
denly dispersed, vanished, and disappeared, leaving the coach 
empty — vacant and void of all that had given it life, 
weight, animation, and purpose — a mere skeleton on the 
roadside. The afternoon wind hlew through its open doors 
and ravaged rack and hox as if it had heen the wreck of 
weeks instead of minutes, and the level rays of the setting 
sun flashed and hlazed into its windows as though fire had 
been added to the ruin. But even this presently faded, 
leaving the abandoned coach a rigid, lifeless spectre on the 
twilight plain. 

An hour later there was the sound of hurrying hoofs and 
jingling accoutrements, and out of the plain swept a squad 
of cavalrymen bearing down upon the deserted vehicle. For 
a few moments they, too, seemed to surround and possess it, 
even as the other shadows had done, penetrating the woods 
and thicket beside it. And then as suddenly at some signal 
they swept forward furiously in the track of the destroying 
shadows. 

Miss Cantire took full advantage of the suggestion " not 
to hurry '' in her walk, with certain feminine ideas of its 
latitude. She gathered a few wild flowers and some berries 
in the urxderwood, inspected some birds' nests with a healthy 
youthful curiosity, and even took the opportunity of arrang- 
ing some moist tendrils of her silky hair with something she 
took from the small reticule that hung coquettishly from her 
girdle. It was, indeed, some twenty minutes before she 
emerged into the road again ; the vehicle had evidently dis- 
appeared in a turn of the long, winding ascent, but just 
ahead of her was that dreadful man, the " Chicago drum- 
mer." She was not vain, but she made no doubt that he was 
waiting there for her. There was no avoiding him, but his 
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companionship could be made a brief one. She began to 
•walk with ostentatious swiftness. 

Boyle, whose concern for her safety was secretly relieved 
at this, began to walk forward briskly too without looking 
around. Miss Can tire was not prepared for this ; it looked 
so ridiculously as if she were chasing him ! She hesitated 
slightly, but now as she was nearly abreast of him she was 
obliged to keep on. 

" I think you do well to hurry, Miss Cantire," he said as 
she passed. " I Ve lost sight of the coach for some time, and 
I dare say they 're already waiting for us at the summit." 

Miss Cantire did not like this any better. To go on be- 
side this dreadful man, scrambling breathlessly after the 
stage — for all the world like an absorbed and sentimentally 
belated pair of picnickers — was really too much. *' Per- 
haps if you ran on and told them I was coming as fast as 
I could," she suggested tentatively. 

"It would be as much as my life is worth to appear 
before Foster without you," he said laughingly. " You 've 
only got to hurry on a little faster." 

But the young .lady resented this being driven by a 
'* drummer." She began to lag, depressing her pretty brows 
ominously. 

" Let me carry your flowers," said Boyle. He had noticed 
that she was finding some difficulty in holding up her skirt 
and the nosegay at the same time. 

"No ! No ! " she said in hurried horror at this new sug- 
gestion of their companionship. " Thank you very much — > 
but they 're really not worth keeping — I am going to throw 
them away. There ! " she added, tossing them impatiently m 
the dust. 

But she had not reckoned on Boyle's perfect good-humor. 
That gentle idiot stooped down, actually gathered them up 
again, and was following! She hurried on; if she could 
only get to the coach first, ignoring la\m\ ^\3i\. ^ ^xj^^ga 
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man like that would be sure to hand them to her with some 
joke ! Then she lagged again — she was getting tired, and 
she could see no sign of the coach. The drummer, too, was 
also lagging behind — at a respectful distance, like a groom 
or one of her father's troopers. Nevertheless this did not 
put her in a much better humor, and halting until he came 
abreast of her, she said impatiently : "I don't see why Mr. 
Foster should think it necessary to send any one to look 
after me." 

^^He didn't," returned Boyle simply. "Jgotdownto 
pick up something." 

** To pick up something ? " she returned incredulously. 

'' Yes. ThatJ' He held out the card. " It 's the card of 
our firm." 

Miss Cantire smiled ironically. " You are certainly de- 
Toted to your business." 

" Well, yes," returned Boyle good-humoredly. *' You see 
I reckon it don't pay to do anything halfway. And what- 
ever I do, I mean to keep my eyes about me." In spite of 
her prejudice. Miss Cantire could see that these necessary 
organs, if rather flippant, were honest. "Yes, I suppose 
there is n't much on that I don't take in. Why now, Miss 
Cantire, there 's that fancy dust cloak you 're wearing — it 
is n't in our line of goods — nor in anybody's line west of 
Chicago ; it came from Boston or New York, and was made 
for home consumption ! But your hat — and mighty pretty 
it is too, as i/ou'\e fixed it up — is only regular Dunstable 
stock, which we could put down at Pine Barrens for four and 
a half cents a piece, net. Yet I suppose you paid nearly 
twenty -five cents for it at the Agency ! " 

Oddly enough this cool appraisement of her costume did 
not incense the young lady as it ought to have done. On 
the contrary, for some occult feminine reason, it amused and 
interested her. It would be such a good story to tell her 
£nends of a ''drummer's" idea of gallantry, and to tease' 
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She flirtatious young West Pointer who had just joined. 
And the appraisement was truthful — Major Can tire had 
only his pay — and Miss Cantire had been obliged to select 
that hat from the government stores. 

"Are you in the habit of giving this information to 
ladies you meet in traveling ? " she asked. 

" Well, no ! " answered Boyle — " for that 's just where 
you have to keep your eyes open. Most of 'em would n't 
like it, and it 's no use aggravating a possible customer; 
But you are not that kind." 

Miss Cantire was silent. She knew she was not of that 
kind, but she did not require his vulgar indorsement. She 
pushed on for some moments alone, when suddenly he hailed 
her. She turned impatiently. He was carefully examining 
the road on both sides. 

" We have either lost our way," he said, rejoining her, 
** or the coach has turned off somewhere. These tracks are 
liot fresh, and as they are all going the same way, they were 
made by the up coach last night. They 're not our tracks; 
I thought it strange we had n't sighted the coach by this 
time." 

" And then " — said Miss Cantire impatiently. 

" We must turn back until we find them again." ' 

The young lady frowned. ** Why not keep on until we 
^et.to the top ? " she said pettishly. " I 'm sure / shall. '^ 
She stopped suddenly as she caught sight of his grave face 
and keen, observant eyes. " Why can't we go on as we 
are?" 

" Because we are expected to come back to the coach — 
and not to the summit merely. These are the ' orders,' and 
you know you are a soldier's daughter ! " He laughed as 
he spoke, but there was a certain quiet deliberation in his 
manner that impressed her. When he added, after a pause, 
'* We must go back and find where the tracks turned off^" 
she obeyed without a word. ' ^ 
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They walked for some time, eagerly searching for signs 
of the missing vehicle. A curious interest and a new reli- 
ance in Boyle's judgment obliterated her previous annoy- 
ance, and made her more natural. She ran ahead of him 
with youthful eagerness, examining the ground, following 
a false clue with great animation, and confessing her defeat 
with a charming laugh. And it was she who, after retracing 
their steps for ten minutes, found the diverging track with 
a girlish cry of triumph. Boyle, who had followed her 
movements quite as interestedly as her discovery, looked a 
little grave as he noticed the deep indentations made by 
the struggling horses. Miss Can tire detected the change in 
his face ; ten minutes before she would never have ob- 
served it. "I suppose we had better follow the new 
track," she said inquiringly, as he seemed to hesitate. 

" Certainly," he said quickly, as if coming to a prompt 
decision. " That is safest." » 

" What do you think has happened ? The ground looks 
very much cut up," she said in a confidential tone, as new 
to her as her previous observation of him. 

" A horse has probably tumbled and they 've taken the 
old trail as less difficult," said Boyle promptly. In his 
heart he did not believe it, ye he knew that if anything 
serious had threatened them the coach would have waited 
in the road. " It 's an easier trai for us, though I suppose 
it 's a little longer," 'le added presently. 

" You take everything so good-humoredly, Mr. Boyle, ^' 
she said after a pause. 

" It 's the way to do business. Miss Cantire," he said. 
" A man in my line has to cultivate it," 

She wished he had n't said that, but, nevertheless, she 
returned a little archly : "But you have n't any business 
with the stage company nor with me, although I admit I 
intend to get my Dunstable hereafter from your firm at the 
wholesale prices." 
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Before he could reply, the detonation of two gunshots, 
softened hy distance, floated down from the ridge above 
them. " There I " said Miss Cantire eagerly. " Do you 
hear that ? " 

His face was turned towards the distant ridge, but really 
that she might not question his eyes. She continued with 
animation : " That 's from the coach — to guide us — don't 
you see ? " 

" Yes," he returned, with a quick laugh, " and it says 
hurry up — mighty quick — we 're tired waiting — so we 'd 
better push on." 

" Why don't you answer back with your revolver ? " she 
asked. 

" Have n't got one," he said. 

" Have n't got one ? " she repeated in genuine surprise. 
" I thought you gentlemen who are traveling always carried 
one. Perhaps it's inconsistent with your gospel of good- 
humor." 

" That 's just it. Miss Cantire," he said with a laugh. 
*' You 've hit it." 

'* Why," she said hesitatingly, " even / have a derringer 
— a very little one, you know, which I carry in my reti- 
cule. Captain Richards gave it to me." She opened her 
reticule and showed a pretty ivory-handled pistol. The 
look of joyful surprise which came into his face changed 
quickly as she cocked it and lifted it into the air. He 
seized her arm quickly. 

" No, please don't, you might want it — I mean the re- 
port won't carry far enough. It 's a very useful little thing, 
for all that, but it 's only effective at close quarters." He 
kept the pistol in his hand as they walked on. But Miss 
Cantire noticed this, also his evident satisfaction when 
she had at lirst produced it, and his concern when she was 
about to discharge it uselessly. She was a clever girl, and 
a frank one to those she wa? inclined to trxis^X.. k\A ^^ 
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began to trust this stranger. A smile stole along her otbI 
cheek. 

" I really believe you 're afraid of something, Mr. Boyle," 
she said, without looking up. *' What is it ? You have n't 
got that Indian scare too ? " 

Boyle had no false shame. " I think I have," he re- 
turned, with equal frankness. " You see, I don't under* 
stand Indians as well as you — and Foster.'' 

" Well, you take my word and Foster's that there is not 
the least danger from them. About here they are merely 
grown-up children, cruel and destructive as most children 
are ; but they know their masters by this time, and the old 
days of promiscuous scalping are- over. The only other 
childish propensity they keep is thieving. Even then they 
only steal what they actually want, — horses, guns, and pow- 
der. A coach can go where an ammunition or an emigrant 
wagon can't. So your trunk of samples is quite safe with 
Foster." 

Boyle did not think it necessary to protest. Perhaps he 
was thinking of something else. 

'^ I 've a mind," she went on slyly, " to tell you some- 
thing more. Confidence for confidence : as you 've told me 
your trade secrets, I '11 tell you one of ours. Before we 
left Pine Barrens, my father ordered a small escort of 
cavalrymen to be in readiness to join that coach if the 
scouts, who were watching, thought it necessary. So, you 
see, I 'm something of a fraud as regards my reputation for 
courage." 

" That does n't follow," said Boyle admiringly, " for 
your father must have thought there was some danger, or 
he would n't have taken that precaution." 

" Oh, it was n't for me," said the young girl quickly. 

" Not for you ? " repeated Boyle. 

Miss Cantire stopped short, with a pretty flush of color 
dnd an adorable laugh. " Theie A I'\^ done it^ so I'migbt 
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ds well tell the whole story. But I can trust you, Mr. 
Boyle." (She faced him with clear, penetrating eyes.) 
" Well," she laughed again, " you might have noticed that 
we had a quantity of haggage of passengers who didn't go? 
Well, those passengers never intended to go, and had n't 
any baggage ! Do you understand ? Those innocent-look- 
ing heavy trunks contained carbines and cartridges from 
our post for Fort Taylor " — she made him a mischievous 
curtsy — *' under my charge ! And," she added, enjoying 
his astonishment, "as you saw, I brought them through 
safe to the station, and had them transferred to this coach 
with less fuss and trouble than a commissary transport and 
escort would have made." 

" And they were in this coach ? " repeated Boyle ab- 
stractedly. 

'* Were ? They are I " said Miss Cantire. 

" Then the sooner I get you back to your treasure again 
the better," said Boyle with a laugh. " Does Foster know 
it?" 

" Of course not ! Do you suppose I 'd tell it to any- 
body but a stranger to the place ? Perhaps, like you, I 
know when and to whom to impart information," she said 
mischievously. 

Whatever was in Boyle's mind he had space for profound 
and admiring astonishment oi the young lady before him. 
The girlish simplicity and trustfulness of her revelation 
eeemed as inconsistent with his previous impression of her 
reserve and independence as her girlish reasoning and 
manner was now delightfully at variance with her tallness, 
her aquiline nose, and her erect figure. Mr. Boyle, like 
most short men, was apt to overestimate the qualities of 
size. 

They walked on for some moments in silence. The 
ascent was comparatively easy but devious, and Boyle could 
see that this new detour would take t\\tm s^WW ^o\>£i<i MYOia 
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to reach the summit. Miss Cantire at last voiced the 
thought in his own mind. " I wonder what induced them 
to turn off here ? and if you had n't heen so clever as to 
discover I^Jieir tracks, how could we have found them ? 
But," she added, with feminine logic, " that, of course, is 
why they fired those shots." 

Boyle remembered, however, that the shots came from 
another direction, but did not correct her conclusion. 
Nevertheless he said lightly ; " Perhaps even Foster might 
have had an Indian scare." 

" He ought to know ^ friendlies ' or * government reser- 
vation men ' better by this time," said Miss Cantire ; 
" however, there is something in that. Do you know," 
she added with a laugh, " though I have n't your keen 
eyes I 'm gifted with a keen scent, and once or twice I 've 
thought I smelt Indians — that peculiar odor of their 
camps, which is unlike anything else, and which one de- 
tects even in their ponies. I used to notice it when I rode 
one ; no amount of grooming could take it away." 

" I don't suppose that the intensity or degree of this 
odor would give you any idea of the hostile or friendly 
feelings of the Indians towards you ? " asked Boyle grimly. 

Although the remark was consistent with Boyle's objec- 
tionable reputation as a humorist. Miss Cantire deigned to 
receive it with a smile, at which Boyle, who was a little 
relieved by their security so far, and their nearness to their 
journey's end, developed further ingenious trifling until^ at 
the end of an hour, they stood upon the plain again. 

There was no sign of the coach, but its fresh track was 
visible leading along the bank of the ravine towards the 
intersection of the road they should have come by, and to 
which the coach had indubitably returned. Mr. Boyle drew 
a long breath. They were comparatively safe from any 
invisible attack now. At the end of ten minutes Miss 
Cantire^ from her superior height, detected the top of the 
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mis&ing vehicle appearing above the stunted bushes at the 
junction of the highway. 

"Would you mind throwing those old flowers away 
now ? " she said, glancing at the spoils which Boyle still 
carried. 

" Why ? " he asked. 

" Oh, they 're too ridiculous. Please do." 

" May I keep one ? '' he asked, with the first intonation 
of masculine weakness in his voice. 

"If you like," she said, a little coldly. 

Boyle selected a small spray of myrtle and cast the other 
flowers obediently aside, 

" Dear me, how ridiculous ! " she said. 

" What is ridiculous ? " he asked, lifting his eyes to 
hers with a slight color. But he saw that she was strain- 
ing her eyes in the distance. 

" Why, there don't seem to be any horses to the coach !" 

He looked. Through a gap in the furze he could see the 
vehicle now quite distinctly, standing empty, horseless and 
alone. He glanced hurriedly around them ; on the one side 
a few rocks protected them from the tangled rim of the ridge ; 
on the other stretched the plain. " Sit down, don't move 
until I return," he said quickly. "Take that." He handed 
back her pistol, and ran quickly to the coach. It was no il- 
lusion ; there it stood vacant, abandoned, its dropped pole 
and cut traces showing too plainly the fearful haste of its 
desertion ! A light step behind him made him turn. It was 
Miss Cantire, pink and breathless, carrying the cocked der- 
ringer in her hand. " How foolish of you — without a wea- 
pon," she gasped in explanation. 

Then they both stared at the coach, the empty plain, and 
at each other ! After their tedious ascent, their long detour, 
their protracted expectancy and their eager curiosity, there 
was such a suggestion of hideous mockery in this vacant, 
useless vehicle — apparently left to them in what seemed 
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their utter abandonment — that it instinctively aflPected them 
alike. And as I am writing of human nature I am compelled 
to say that they both burst into a fit of laughter that for the 
moment stopped all other expression ! 

" It was so kind of them to leave the coach," said Miss 
Cantire faintly, as she took her handkerchief from her wet 
and mirthful eyes. " But what made them run away ? ^^ 

Boyle did not reply ; he was eagerly examining the coach. 
In that brief hour and a half the dust of the plain had blown 
thick upon it, and covered any foul stain or blot that might 
have suggested the awful truth. Even the soft imprint of the 
Indians' moccasined feet had been trampled out by the later 
horse hoofs of the cavalrymen. It was these that first 
attracted Boyle's attention, but he thought them the marks 
made by the plunging of the released coach horses. 

Not so his companion ! She was examining them more 
closely, and suddenly lifted her bright, animated face. 
*' Look ! " she said ; " our men have been here, and have 
had a hand in this — whatever it is." 

" Our men ? " repeated Boyle blankly. 

" Yes ! — troopers from the post — the escort I told you 
of. These are the prints of the regulation cavalry horse- 
shoe — not of Foster's team, nor of Indian ponies, who 
never have any ! Don't you see ? " she went on eagerly ; 
" our men have got wind of something and have galloped 
down here — along the ridge — see ! " she went on, point- 
ing to the hoof prints coming from the plain. " They 've 
anticipated some Indian attack and secured everything." 

" But if they were the same escort you spoke of, they must 
have known you were here, and have " — he was about to 
say "abandoned you," but checked himself, remembering 
they were her father's soldiers. 

" They knew I could take care of myself, and would n't 
stand in the way of their duty," said the young girl, antici- 
pating him with quick professional pride that seemed to fit 



^ DICK BOYLE'S BUSINESS CARD 253 

her aquiline nose and tall figure. " And if they knew that," 
fihe added, softening with a mischievous smile, ^' they also 
knew, of course, that I was protected hy a gallant stranger 
vouched for by Mr. Foster ! No ! '' she added, with a cer- 
tain blind, devoted confidence, which Boyle noticed with a 
slight wince that she had never shown before, " it 's all right ! 
and * by orders,' Mr. Boyle, and when they 've done their 
work they '11 be back." 

But Boyle's masculine common sense was, perhaps, safer 
than Miss Cantire's feminine faith and inherited discipline, 
for in an instant he suddenly comprehended the actual truth ! 
The Indians had been there first ; they had despoiled the 
coach and got off safely with their booty and prisoners on 
the approach of the escort, who were now naturally pursu- 
ing them with a fury aroused by the belief that their com- 
mander's daughter was one of their prisoners. This convic- 
tion was a dreadful one, yet a relief as far as the young girl 
was concerned. But should he tell her ? No ! Better 
that she should keep her calm faith in the triumphant 
promptness of the soldiers — and their speedy return. 

" I dare say you are right," he said cheerfully, " and let 
us be thankful that in the empty coach you '11 have at least 
a half-civilized shelter until they return. Meantime I '11 go 
and reconnoitre a little." 

'* I will go with you," she said. 

But Boyle pointed out to her so strongly the necessity 
of lier remaining to wait for the return of the soldiers that, 
being also fagged out by her long climb, she obediently con- 
sented, while he, even with his inspiration of the truth, did 
not believe in the return of the despoilers, and knew she 
would be safe. 

He made his way to the nearest thicket, where he rightly 
believed the ambush had been prepared, and to which un- 
doubtedly they first retreated with their booty. He expected 
to find some signs or traces of their spoil which in their haste 
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they had to abandon. He was more successful than he an- 
ticipated. A few steps into the thicket brought him full 
upon a realization of more than his worst convictions — the 
dead l)ody of Foster ! Near it lay the body of the mail agent. 
Both had been evidently dragged into the thicket from where 
they fell, scalped and half stripped. There was no evidence 
of any later struggle ; they must have been dead when they 
were brought there. 

Boyle was neither a hard-hearted nor an unduly sensitive 
man. His vocation had brought him peril enough by land 
and water; he had often rendered valuable assistance to 
others, his sympathy never confusing his directness and com- 
mon sense. He was sorry for these two men, and would 
have fought to save them. But he had no imaginative 
ideas of death. And his keen perception of the truth was 
consequently sensitively alive only to that grotesqueness 
of aspect which too often the hapless victims of violence are 
apt to assume. He saw no agony in the vacant eyes of the 
two men lying on their backs in apparently the complacent 
abandonment of drunkenness, which was further simulated 
by their tumbled and disordered hair matted by coagulated 
blood, which, however, had lost its sanguine color. He 
thought only of the unsuspecting girl sitting in the lonely 
coach, and hurriedly dragged them further into the bushes. 
In doing this he discovered a loaded revolver and a flask of 
spirits which had been lying under them, and promptly 
secured them. A few paces away lay the coveted trunks 
of arms and ammunition, their lids wrenched off and their 
contents gone. He noticed with a grim smile that his own 
trunks of samples had shared a like fate, but was delighted 
to find that while the brighter trifles had attracted the In- 
dians' childish cupidity they had overlooked a heavy black 
merino shawl of a cheap but serviceable quality. It would 
help to protect Miss Cantire from the evening wind, which 
was already rising over the chill and stark plain. It also 
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occurred to him that she would need water after her parched 
journey, and he resolved to look for a spring, heing rewarded 
at last by a trickling rill near the ambush camp. But he 
had no utensil except the spirit flask, which he finally emptied 
of its contents and replaced with the pure water — a .heroic 
sacrifice to a traveler who knew the comfort of a stimulant. 
He retraced his steps, and was just emerging from the thicket 
when his quick eye caught sight of a moving shadow before 
him close to the ground, which set the hot blood coursing 
through his veins. 

It was the figure of an Indian crawling on his hands and 
knees towards the coach, scarcely forty yards away. For the 
first time that afternoon Boyle's calm good-humor was over- 
swept by a blind and furious rage. Yet even then he was 
sane enough to remember that a pistol shot would alarm the 
girl, and to keep that weapon as a last resource. For an 
instant he crept forward as silently and stealthily as the 
savage, and then, with a sudden bound, leaped upon him, 
driving his head and shoulders down against the rocks before 
he could utter a cry, and sending the scalping knife he was 
carrying between his teeth flying with the shock from his 
battered jaw. Boyle seized it — his knee still in the man's 
back — but the prostrate body never moved beyond a slight 
contraction of the low6r limbs. The shock had broken the 
Indian^s neck. He turned the inert man on his back — the 
head hung loosely on the side. But in that brief instant 
Boyle had recognized the *' friendly " Indian of the station 
to whom he had given the card. 

He rose dizzily to his feet. The whole action had passed 
in a few seconds of time, and had not even been noticed by 
the sole occupant of the coach. He mechanically cocked 
his revolver, but the man beneath him never moved again. 
Neither was there any sign of flight or reinforcement from 
the thicket around him. Again the whole truth flashec* upon 
him. This spy and traitor had been left behi»A<jL la^ tbft 
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marauders to return to the station and avert suspicion ; he 
had been lurking around, but being without firearms, had 
not dared to attack the pair together. 

It was a moment or two before Boyle regained his usual 
elastic* good-humor. Then he coolly returned to the spring, 
" washed himself of the Indian," as he grimly expressed it 
to himself, brushed his clothes, picked up the shawl and 
flask, and returned to the coach. It was getting dark now, 
but the glow of the western sky shone unimpeded through 
the windows, and the silence gave him a great fear. He was 
relieved, however, on opening the door, to find Miss Cantire 
sitting stiffly in a corner. " I am sorry I was so long," he 
said, apologetically to her attitude, " but " — 

" I suppose you took your own time," she interrupted ia 
a voice of injured tolerance. ** I don't blame you ; any- 
thing 's better than being cooped up in this tiresome stage 
for goodness knows how long ! " 

" I \yas hunting for water," he said humbly, "and have 
brought you some." He handed her the flask. 

" And I see you have had a wash," she said a little envi- 
ously. " How spick and span you look ! But what 's the 
matter with your necktie ? " 

He put his hand to his neck hurriedly. His necktie was 
loose, and had twisted to one side in the struggle. He col- 
ored quite as much from the sensitiveness of a studiously 
neat man as from the fear of discovery. "And what's 
that ? " she added, pointing to the shawl, 

" One of my samples that I suppose was turned out of 
the coach and forgotten in the transfer," he said glibly. " I 
thought it might keep you warm." 

She looked at it dubiously and laid it gingerly aside. 
'^You don't mean to say you go about with such things 
openh/ ? " she said querulously. 

"lees, one mustn't lose a chance of trade, you know,** 
be resumed with a smile. 
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*'And you havenH found this journey very profitable,'' 
she said dryly, " You certainly are devoted to your busi- 
ness ! '^ Aftef a pause, discontentedly : " It 's quite night 
already — we can^t sit here in the dark." 

" We can take one of the coach lamps inside ; they 're 
still there. IVe been thinking the matter over, and I 
reckon if we leave one lighted outside the coach it may 
guide your friends back." He had considered it, and be- 
lieved that the audacity of the act, coupled with the know- 
ledge the Indians must have of the presence of the soldiers 
in the vicinity, would deter rather than invite their ap- 
proach. 

She brightened considerably with the coach lamp which 
he lit and brought inside. By its light she watched him 
curiously. His face was slightly flushed and his eyes very 
bright and keen looking. Man killing, except with old 
professional hands, has the disadvantage of affecting the 
circulation. 

But Miss Can tire had noticed that the flask smelt of 
whiskey. The poor man had probably fortified himself from 
the fatigues of the day. 

" I suppose you are getting bored by this delay," she said 
tentatively. 

"Not at all," he replied. ^^ Would you like to play 
cards ? I 've got a pack in my pocket. We can use the 
middle seat as a table, and hang the lantern by the window 
strap." 

She assented languidly from the back seat ; he was en the 
front seat, with the middle seat for a table between them. 
First Mr. Boyle showed her some tricks with the cards and 
kindled her momentary and flashing interest in a mysteri- 
ously evoked but evanescent knave. Then they played 
euchre, at which Miss Cantire cheated adorably, and Mr. 
Boyle . lost game after game shamelessly. Then once or 
twice Miss Cantire was fain to put laei cat^^ \)0 \i^x tsx^^o^ 
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to conceal an apologetic yawn, and her blue-veined ejelidb 
grew heavy. Whereupon Mr. Boyle suggested that she 
should make herself comfortable in the corner of the coach 
with as many cushions as she liked and the despised shawl, 
while he took the night air in a prowl around the coach and 
a lookout for the returning party. Doing so, he was de- 
lighted, after a turn or two, to find her asleep, and so re- 
turned contentedly to his sentry round. 

He was some distance from the coach when a low moan- 
ing sound in the thicket presently increased until it rose 
and fell in a prolonged howl that was repeated from the 
darkened plains beyond. He recognized the voice of wolves ; 
he instinctively felt the sickening cause of it. They had 
scented the dead bodies, and he now regretted that he had 
left his own victim so near the coach. He was hastening 
thither when a cry, this time human and more terrifying, 
came from the coach. He turned towards it as its door 
flew open and Miss Cantire came rushing toward him. Her 
face was colorless, her eyes wild with fear, and her tall, slim 
figure trembled convulsively as she frantically caught at 
the lapels of his coat, as if to hide herself within its folds, 
and gasped breathlessly, — 

'' What is it ? Oh ! Mr. Boyle, save me ! " 

" They are wolves," he said hurriedly. " But there is 
no danger ; they would never attack you ; you were safe 
where you were ; let me lead you back.*' 

But she remained rooted to the spot, still clinging des- 
perately to his coat. "No, no! ''she said, "I dare not! 
I heard that awful cry in my sleep. I looked out and saw 
it — a dreadful creature with yellow eyes and tongue, and 
a sickening breath as it passed between the wheels just 
below me. * Ah ! What 's that ? " and she again lapsed in 
nervous terror against him. 

Boyle passed his arm around her promptly, firmly, maa- 
tertuUy. She seemed to feel the implied protection^ and 
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yielded to it gratefully, with the further breakdown of a sob. 
** There is no danger," he repeated cheerfully. " Wolves 
are not good to look at, I know, but they would n't have 
attacked you. The beast only scents some carrion on the 
plain, and you probably frightened him more than he did 
you. Lean on me," he continued as her step tottered; 
** you will be better in the coach." 

" And you won't leave me alone again ? " she said in 
hesitating terror. ^ 

"No!" 

He supported her to the coach gravely, gently — her 
master and still more his own — for all that her beautiful 
loosened hair was against his cheek and shoulder, its per- 
fume in his nostrils, and the contour of her lithe and perfect 
figure against his own. He helped her back into the coach, 
■with the aid of the cushions and shawl arranged a reclin- 
ing couch for her on the back seat, and then resumed his old 
place patiently. By degrees the color came back to her 
face — as much of it as was not hidden by her handkerchief. 

Then a tremulous voice behind it began a half-smothered 
apology. " I am so ashamed, Mr. Boyle — I really could 
not help it ! But it was so sudden — and so horrible — I 
should n't have been afraid of it had it been really an In- 
dian with a scalping knife — instead of that beast ! I don't 
know why I did it — but I was alone — and seemed to be 
dead — and you were dead too — and they were coming to 
eat me ! They do, you know — you said so just now ! Per- 
haps I was dreaming. I don't know what you must think 
of me — I had no idea I was such a coward ! " 

But Boyle protested indignantly. He was sure if he had 
been asleep and had not known what wolves were before, 
he would have been equally frightened. She must try to 
go to sleep again — he was sure she could — and he would 
not stir from the coach until she waked, or her friends 
came. 
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She grew quieter presently, and took away the handkeiv 
chief from a mouth that smiled though it still quivered ; 
then reaction began, and her tired nerves brought her lan- 
guor and finally repose. Boyle watched the shadows thicken 
around her long lashes until they lay softly on the faint 
flush that sleep was bringing to her cheek ; her delicate lips 
parted, and her quick breath at last came with the regular- 
ity of slumber. 

So she slept, and he, sitting silently opposite her, dreamed 
— the old dream that comes to most good men and true once 
in their lives. He scarcely moved until the dawn lightened 
with opal the dreary plain, bringing back thtf horizon and 
day, when he woke from his dream with a sigh, and then a 
laugh. Then he listened for the sound of distant hoofs, and 
hearing them, crept noiselessly from the Qoach. A compact 
body of horsemen were bearing down upon it. He rose 
quickly to meet them, and throwing up his hand, brought 
them to a halt at some distance from the coach. They 
spread out, resolving themselves into a dozen troopers and 
a smart young cadet-like ofl&cer. 

" If you are seeking Miss Cantire," he said in a quiet, 
businesslike tone, " she is quite safe in the coach and asleep. 
She knows nothing yet of what has happened, and believes 
it is you who have taken everything away for security against 
an Indian attack. She has had a pretty rough night — 
what with her fatigue and her alarm at the wolves — and I 
thought it best to keep the truth from her as long as pos- 
sible, and I would advise you to break it to her gently." 
He then briefly told the story of their experiences, omitting 
only his own personal encounter with the Indian. A new 
pride, which was perhaps the result of his vigil, prevented 
him. 

The young officer glanced at him with as much courtesy 
as might be aff*orded to a civilian intruding upon active 
military operations. " I am sure Major Cantire will be 
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greatly obliged to you when he knows it/' he said politely, 
• ^^ and as we intend to harness up and take the coach back to 
Sage Wood Station immediately, you will have an opportu- 
nity of telling him."' 

" I am not going back by the coach to Sage Wood," said 
Boyle quietly. "I have already lost twelve hours of my 
time — as well as my trunk — on this picnic, and I reckon 
the least Major Cantire can do is to let me take one of your 
horses to the next station in time to catch the down coach. 
I can do it, if I set out at once." 

Boyle heard his name, with the familiar prefix of " Dicky," 
given to the officer by a commissary sergeant, whom he re- 
cognized as having met at the Agency, and the words "Chicago 
drummer" added, while a perceptible smile went through- 
out the group. " Very well, sir," said the officer, with a 
familiarity a.shade less respectful than his previous formal 
manner. " You can take the horse, as I believe the In-, 
dians have already made free with your samples. Give him 
4 mount, sergeant." 

. The two men walked towards the coach. Boyle lingered 
a moment at the window to show him the figure of Mis» 
Gantire still peacefully slumbering among her pile of cush- 
ions, and then turned quietly away. A moment later he 
was galloping on one of the troopers' horses across the empty 
plain. 

Miss Cantire awoke presently to the sound of a familiar 
voice and the sight of figures that she knew. But the young 
officer's first words of explanation — a guarded account of the 
pursuit of the Indians and the recapture of the arms, sup- 
pressing the killing of Foster and the mail agent — brought 
a change to her brightened face and a wrinkle to her pretty 
brow. 

" But Mr. Boyle said nothing of this to me/' she said, 
sitting up. " Where is he ? " 
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*' Already on his way to the next station on one of onr 
horses ! Wanted to catch the down stage and get a new • 
hox of samples, I fancy, as the braves had rigged themselves 
out with his laces and ribbons. Said he 'd lost time enough 
on this picnic,*' returned the young officer, with a laugh. 
" Smart business chap ; but I hope he did n't bore you ? " 

Miss Cantire felt her cheek flush, and bit her lip. " I 
found him most kind and considerate, Mr. Ashford," she 
said coldly. "He may have thought the escort could 
have joined the coach a little earlier, and saved all this ; 
but he was too much of a gentleman to say anything about 
it to me," she added dryly, with a slight elevation of her 
aquiline nose. 

Nevertheless Boyle's last words stung her deeply. To 
hurry off, too, without saying "good-by," or even asking 
how she slept ! No doubt he had lost time, and was tired 
of her company, and thought more of his precious samples 
than of her ! After all, it was like him to rush off for an 
order ! 

She was half inclined to call the young officer back and 
tell him how Boyle had criticised her costume on the road. 
But Mr. Ashfdrd was at that time entirely preoccupied with 
his men around a ledge of rock and bushes some yards from 
the coach, yet not so far away but that she could hear what 
they said. " I '11 swear there was no dead Injin here when 
we came yesterday ! We searched the whole place — by 
daylight, too — for any sign. The Injin was killed in his 
tracks by some one last night. It 's like Dick Boyle, lieu- 
tenant, to have done it, and like him to have said nothin' 
to frighten the young lady. He knows when to keep his 
mouth shut — and when to open it." 

Miss Cantire sank back in her corner as the officer turned 
and approached the coach. The incident of the past night 
flashed back upon her — Mr. Boyle's long absence, his 
Pushed face, twisted necktie, and enforced cheerfulness. She 
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was shocked, amazed, discomfited — and admiring ! And 
this hero had been sitting opposite to her, silent all the rest 
of the night ! 

** Did Mr. Boyle say anything of an Indian attack last 
night ? " asked Ashford. " Did you hear anything ? " 

" Only the wolves howling," said Miss Cantire. " Mr. 
Boyle was away twice." She was strangely reticent — in 
complimentary imitation of her missing hero. 

" There 's a dead Indian here who has been killed," be- 
gan Ashford. 

" Oh, please don't say anything more, Mr. Ashford," in- 
terrupted the young lady, " but let us get away from this 
horrid place at once. Do get the horses in. I can't stand it." 

But the horses were already harnessed and mounted, 
postilion- wise, by the troopers. The vehicle was ready to 
start when Miss Cantire called " Stop ! " 

When Ashford presented himself at the door, the young 
lady was upon her hands and knees, searching the bottom 
of the coach. " Oh, dear ! I 've lost something. I must 
,have dropped it on the road," she said breathlessly, with 
pink cheeks. " You must positively wait and let me go 
back and find it. I won't be long. You know there *s 
* no hurry.' " 

Mr. Ashford stared as Miss Cantire skipped like a school- 
girl from the coach and ran down the trail by which she 
and Boyle had approaclied the coach the night before. She 
had not gone far before she came upon the withered flowers 
he had thrown away at her command. " It must be about 
here," she murmured. Suddenly she uttered a cry of 
delight, and picked up the business card that Boyle had 
shown her. Then she looked furtively around her, and, 
selecting a sprig of myrtle among the cast-off flowers, con- 
cealed it in her mantle and ran back, glowing, to the coach. 
"Thank you! All right, I've found it," she called to 
Ashford, with a dazzling smile, and leaped mB>\'\^, 
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The coach drove on, and Miss Cantire, alone in its re- 
cesses, drew tlie myrtle from her mantle and folding it care- 
fully in her handkerchief, placed it in her reticule. Then 
she drew out the card, read its dryly -practical information 
over and over again, examined the soiled edges, brushed 
tliem daintily, and held it for a moment, with eyes that saw 
not, motionless in her hand. Then she raised it slowly to 
her lips, rolled it into a spiral, and, loosening a hook and 
eye, thrust it gently into her bosom. 

And Dick Boyle, galloping away to the distant station, 
did not know that the first step towards a realization of his 
foolish dream had been taken ! 



APPENDIX 



GLOSSARY OP FAR-WESTERN TERMS 



PEEFATORY NOTE 

Since the first publication of these stories, so many of 
the idiomatic expressions originating in the West, South- 
west, and California Coast of America have become current, 
and in some cases incorporated in the dictionaries, that a 
glossary of those comprised in the present volumes may 
seem gratuitous ^itid impertinent. Neverthelegs, the com- 
piler has selectef'/ a few of the more local and characteristic, 
and has endea^/oied to give in addition to their generally 
accepted mean/ng, some account of their derivation. For 
many of thes*^ phrases, although generally accepted in their 
original mear-ing have, in the course of years, become so 
abridged and condensed as no longer to convey by their 
mere terms any comprehensive idea or awaken any consecu- 
tive thought. That tremendously emphatic Westernism, 
" You bet ( " may be oflFered as an instance. To a for- 
eigner it conveys nothing, although as it first caught the 
public fsncy in its original form, " You can bet your life 
on it, ^ it was capable of translation. " You get ! " is 
another instance of this abbreviation. It stood originally 
as " You get out of this ! '' — but the abbreviated form is 
unintelligible without this recollection. The well-known 
idyl of . the stranger who, awakening one night at a Cali- 
fornia hotel, saw a burglar entering his window, is a case 
in point. " You get ! " he said, leveling his revolver at 
the intruder. " You bet," was the prompt rejoinder of the 
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burglar as he disappeared. Yet these four purely legitimate 
English words, each intelligible in themselves, are not 
comprehensible to the average English reader without the 
omitted portion of the sentence. The well-known Califor- 
nian imperative to silence, " Dry up," was finally reduced to 
" Dry," and became meaningless. A more modern instance 
of this condensation may be seen in the saying, " It will be 
a cold day in June when I do so and so ; " i. e. an improb- 
able contingency. Yet this is now abbreviated to unintei- 
ligibility, as " It will be a cold day when I do so and so." 
It is important that the derivation should endeavor to be 
accurate rather than inj^enious. The compiler found in an 
English glossary of the present volumes the grave explana- 
tion that the phrase, " handing in one's checks," referred to 
the change from the checked shirt of the frontier to the 
white shirt of civilization when the stranger came home. 
Contrast this with the original in the gambler's grim illus- 
tration of Death's last reckoning, and the balancing of 
accounts at the end of the life-long game ! The saying, 
" to take the cake," which had its origin in the well-known 
prize " walk " of the negro w^aiter, at the American water- 
ing-place hotel, has become popular in England, but is now 
known under its delightful English paraphrase of " taking 
the Huntley and Palmer," the celebrated English cake and 
biscuit manufacturers. One can imagine the future philo- 
logist hopelessly involved in this new obscurity, and can 
easily conceive that the eventual doom of all slang may be 
that it shall become too recondite rather than too vulgar. 
Most of the words or phrases given below are not so remote 
in origin but that their derivations can be arrived at with 
some degree of accuracy. 



GLOSSARY 

Adobe (Span.). 1. Bricks made of earth and horeehair or 

straw, used without mortar. 2. The rich, unctuous loam 

used for this purpose, but of great fertile quality. 
Ayuntiamento (Span.). Provincial legislative assembly. 
Arroyo (Span.). " Rivulet," but generally used to express a 

dry watercourse between rocky banks. 
Alcalde (Span.). Justice of the Peace. After the American 

occupation of California, the first Justices q^ the Peace were 

called Alcaldes. 
Agua bendita (Span.). Holy water. 
Aguinaldo (Span.). New year or Christmas gift. 
Alameda (Span.). Grove or alley of poplar trees. 
Alxnorjal. Marshy ground where cattle graze. 
Buckeye. A smaller variety of the horse chestnut, " .^culus 

glabra." 
Bower (right). The knave of trumps in "euchre;" the best 

card. 
Bower (left). The knave oi the same color as trumps and the 

second best card. 
Bunk. A wooden berth or bed built against the inner wall of 

a cabin. 
Blaze. Notch in the bark of a tree, used as a guide post. " To 

blaze " a tree, i. e. to notch trees to indicate a way or passage 

through a forest. 
Blufif. To lay odds on a worthless hand at cards — to deceive 

by ostentation or bluster. 
Blue grass. The region of Blue Grass meadow in Kentucky, 

famous for grazing ; hence " a Blue Grass horse." 
Buck. 1. " Bucking," or " buck jumping," the peculiar leap of 

the half broken mustang of Texas and California intended to 

dislodge the- rider. It is a jump made with a felinely arched 

back and a finishing jolt with rigid legs on alighting. 2. " To 

buck against faro," " to buck against the tiger " (i. e, monte) 

to hopelessly take risks in gambling games. 
Borraohon. Drunkard. 
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Bits (two). Twenty-five cents. A "bit" was originally the 
name given to the Spanish shilling. 

Broncho (Span.). The native horse of California and the 
phiins. 

Canyon or Caiion (Span.). " A tunnel," a ravine, Or precipi- 
tous valley between high rocks, with or without a water- 
course. 

Chips. Counters or "checks" used to represent money in 
gambling. 

Cache (Fr.). A cavity used or made by traders and hunters 
to receive provisions and stores they wish to conceal. 

Camarero (Span.). The chamberlain. The head servant in 
great houses. 

Canada. A Spanish diminutive of Canon. See Canon. 

Caramba (Span.). A familiar Spanish oath. 

Cavorting. To prance ; to move about rapidly. 

Chaparral (Span.). Chaparro: evergreen oak tree, but used 
to describe any dense thicket of low bushes. 

Checks. Counters. " To pass in one*s checks," t. e, to go to 
one's final account. 

Chimisal. A local name in California, Texas, and Mexico for 
the grease wood. From the Spanish chamiza : wild reed or 
cane. 

Chipper. Active, merry, brisk, lively. 

Corral (Span.). A stockaded inclosure for cattle or horses. 

Corregidor. Spanish magistrate, mayor of a town. 

Coyote (Span.). The prairie wolf. The California variety u 
somewhat smaller in size. 

Cuarto (Span.). Room, apartment. 

Cuervos (Span.). Ravens. 

Dandy-nigger. Something superior, or first class. 

Dead beat. To sponge : to live upon others. 

Diggers. California Indians who dig for roots as food. . A 
nanio of contempt. 

Dispciratado (Span.)- Inconsistent : extravagant ; foolish. 

Divide. Portion of ridge which separates one ravine from an 
other, sending the waters from the slopes in different direc- 
tions. 

Dod blasted ; Dog goned. Euphemisms veiling much stronger 
oaths. 

■Dry up." To "shut up," i. e. cease talking. Allusion is 
made elsewliei*e to the local significance of -this expression 
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for evaporated fluency in a country of six months' drought 

and dried-up rivers. 
Dust — Dusted. To run away. " He got up and dusted." 
Iiininal (Span.). Wood of evergreen oak. 
Encinal (Span.). Wood of evergreen oak. 
Erpadachio (Span.). A bully ; a braggart. 
Iispadachio (Span.). A bully ; a braggart. 
Falda (Span.). That part of a hill or mountain that slopes or 

breaks into the plain. 
Flamdoodle. Nonsensical vain boasting, i. e. "flapdoodle." 
Flapjacls. A griddle-cooked pancake. 

Flume. A narrow passage confining water for turning a mill- 
wheel, or more frequently an aqueduct of wood, conveying 

water to sluice boxes. 
Fonda (Span.). Hotel ; inn ; lodging-house. 
Galoot. A grotesque or humorous equivalent for " man ■' or 

" person,'* i. e. " chap." 
Git ! You git ! t. e. " Gro 1 " An abbreviated imperative of 

" Get out." 
Gopher. Generic name for mining or burrowing animals. 

Applied to a species of mole in California, and in the South 

to a land turtle. 
Greaser. Name given to the lower class of Mexicans. It 

originated during the Mexican war. 
Great Scott! A mild form of oath where the name of a 

famous American general is substituted for the Deity. 
Ground sluicing. The process common among miners of 

washing down the sides of banks by jets of water. 
Gulch. A ravine. Gulch mining : mining in gulches. A gulch 

is smaller than a canon. 
Hacienda (Span.). Farm, estate. 
Hasta maiiana (Span.). Till to-morrow. 
"Head." To ^^put a head" on any one, indicated the process 

of, by the damaging results of a fisticuff fight on the face 

and head. 
" Heeled." " Armed." Possibly from the fact that the revolver 

usually hung from the belt behind. 
Indian giver ; Injin giver. An expression applied to those 

who expect a valuable return for their gifts, or who take 

them back. 
Jay bird! The blue " jay " — a synonym for a dandy. 
Juniper. The party who ejects and succeeds the squatter " in 
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8k3riigle. To steal ; to convey by stealth. 

Slouch (No). To be " no slouch ; " one deserving of praise 
for ability, cleverness, and energy. Always used in the nega- 
tive. 

Sluice or Sluice-boz. A trough used by miners in washing 
earth to find gold. 

Sluxngullion. The thick viscid refuse of the sluice-boxes, gen- 
erally of highly colored red ferruginous clay and water; 
mud. 

Sna^e-root. Indian remedy for snake bites. 

Snoop (to). To put in an appearance by stealth. 

So long. Good-by. Origin unknown.. 

Tailings. The refuse gravel and stones thrown out of a sluice- 
box after the gold has been precipitated. 

Temblor (Span.). Earthquake. 

Tienda (Span.). A shop; a store. 

Tortillas (Span.). A pancake ; an omelet ; sometimes any 
crisp cake. 

Tules. Mexican names for reed-like grasses spreading over 
large marshy districts in the Southwestern States. 

Va Usted con Dice (Span.). The usual Spanish salutation : 
« Go with God." 

Vamose. Derived from the Spanish vamos, and colloquially 
" to go ; " " Vamose the ranch," to leave the house. 

Vaquero (Span.). A cowboy ; a herdsman. 

Vientos genesules (Span.). Trade winds. The prevailing 
winds of California are the summer " northwest trades " 
and the winter " southwest trades." 

Verba buena (Span.). " Good herb." Micromeria Douglassil 
A species of Mentha, valuable as a tisane or fermentation. 
The original name of San Francisco, still retained by aiit 
ialiuid in the harbor. 
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Abner. See Blossom ; Dean ; Ingomar ; Mulrady ; Nott. 

Addy. A schoolgirl at the Crammer Institute for Young 
Ladies. An Episode ofFiddletotvn. 

AdMe. See L'Hommadieu. 

Adlerkreutz, Oeneral. Commanding at Schlachtstadt. A grim 
but gentle veteran. Unser Karl. 

Admiralty, The First Lord of the. An uncle of John Gale, 
much troubled by models of battle-ships, that will capsize in his 
bath-tub. Golly and the Christian (Condensed Novels). 

Ah Pe. Tretherick's Chinese servant. An Episode of Fiddle^ 
toum. 

Ah Pe, Grabriel Conroy's Chinese servant. Gabriel Conroy. 

Ah Pe. Montagu Trixit's Chinese servant. A Belle of Canada 
City. 

Ailsa. See Callender. 

Aladdin. See Prince, James. 

Alexander. See McGee. 

Algernon, Lord. The son of Lord Beverdale, a handsome, 
good-natured young man, for a time regarded by Miss Des- 
borough {IS a possible husband. The Desborough Connections. 

Alice. See Brant ; Peyton ; Kiggs ; Rightbqdy ; Sedilia. 

Alkali Dick. See Fountains. 

Allan. See Brewster. 

Allen, Reuben. A successful but unsophisticated miner, who, 
visiting San Francisco, becomes infatuated with the notorious 
Madame le Blanc. A sufferer from heart disease, he is yet able 
to overcome her " bully," O'Ryan, and his devotion to that 
"high-toned lady," as he regards her, excites considerable com.- 
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ment. When a prominent citizen is assassinated in her gam- 
bling rooms, and she is arrested, and at the inquest all her un- 
savory record is revealed, Allen, called as a witness, is found to 
be dead in his chair. How Reuben Allen "saw Life*' in San 
Francisco. 

Altascar, Fernando Jesus Maria. A native Calif oruiau, with 
all the gravity and courtesy of his race. By a decision of the 
courts, a Large part of his rancho is added to that of Joseph 
Tryan. He preserves his gentlemanly bearing towards George 
Tryan and the surveyor, but his passion breaks out against 
the elder Tryan, and he curses the land he is giving up. Notes 
by Flood and Field. 

Altascar, Pepita. Daughter of Don Fernando. She loves and 
is loved by George Tryan. Notes by Flood and Field, 

Alvarado, Don Caesar. A haughty young aristocrat, who 
wastes years of devotion upon Mamie Mulrady, and subse- 
quently attempts to prove Slinu's claim to her father's pro- 
perty. A Millionaire of Rough-and-Ready. 

Alvarado, Dona Carmen. A relative of Don Jos^ Sepul- 
vida, with a tender interest in his \7elfare. A Knight^Errant 
of the Foot-Hills. 

Alvarado, Dona Inez. A relative of Don Josd Sepulvida, and 
peculiarly solicitous for his welfare. A Knight-Errcnt of the 
Foot-Hills. 

Alvarado, Don Ramon. A Spanish-American of illustrious 
family, and the pastoral owner of the land which became the 
townships of Rough-and-Ready and Red Dog. A Millionaire 
of Rough-and 'Ready. 

Alvin. See Muluady. 

Amador, Dona Maria. The mother of Do&a Felipa Peralte ; 
a Spanisli gentlewoman. The Mystery of the Hacienda. 

Amador, Don Pedro. A wealtliy Californiau grandee ; uncle 
to Euriquez Saltello. A festa takes place in the patio of Don 
Pedro's casa, and, under its friendly cover, the elopement is 
possible. The Devotion of Enriquez. 

Amelyn, Miss. A connection of Lord Beverdale, and a guest 
at Scrooby Priory. A high-bred, conscientious, and sensible 
girl. The Desborough Connections. 

Amethyst, Mr. A fashionable jeweler, who sells pearls by the 
shovelful. Lothaw {Condensed Novels). 

Amita. See Saltonstall. 

Andreas. A groom employed in the Saltonstall stables. Maruja. 
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Annie. The former sweetheart of Cyras Hawkins ; he has loved 
her through many years of absence, and he builds a fine house 
for her on his claim, but learns at last that she has married 
another man. The Fool of Five Forks, 

Annie. See Hays. 

Antonio. The vaquero attached to the stable of the Mission 
of San Carmel. In his care the padre places Francisco, with 
letters for the Father Superior at San Jos^. At the Mission of 
San Carmel. 

Appleby, Cecilia Jane. An unsophisticated young country 
girl, with a " gift for singing " and a passion for sunlight and 
warmth. She is impressed with the strength and reserve of 
the exhorter James Seabright, who saves her from the designs 
of Elisha Braggs, her singing-teacher. An Episode of West 
Woodlands, 

Aramis. One of the musketeers. The Ninety-Nine Guardsmen 
(Condensed Novels). 

Argalls, Mrs. See Howard, Kate. 

Arguello, Juan de. A lover of Kate Howard, and the fatheir 
of Yerba. His subsequent marriage to her mother legalizes 
the girl's pretensions to his name. A Ward of the Golden Gate, 

Arguello de la Verba Buena, Miss. See Yerba Buena. 

Aristides. See Morpher. 

Armiger, Lady Griselda. . A visitor at Oldenhurst. A Phyllis 
of the Sierras. 

Amot, Miss Nelly. A San Francisco schoolteacher and a very 
pretty girl, with frank gray eyes and slightly freckled cheeks, 
who visits Five Forks and entertains a sentimental regard for 
Hawkins. The Fool of Five Forks. 

Arthur. See Poinsett and Wayne. 

Ashbrook, Lady. A friend of Sibyl Eversleigh. Trends 
Trust. 

Ashe, John. A tall, dark, handsome Kentuckian, whose family 
pride compels him to break his engagement with »Tinny 
M'Closky, on learning the story of her birth. The Rose of 
Tuolumne. 

Ashe, Miss Lucy. Sister of John. " A flashing brunette and 
terrible heart-breaker."- The Rose of Tuolumne. 

Ashford, Lieutenant. The young officer in command of the 
troopers who pursue the Indians who have rifled the Sage 
Wood coach. Dick Boyle's Business Card. 

Ashley, Philfp. See Poinsett, Arthur. 
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Ashwood, Mrs. A guest of the Harcourts in San Francisco. 
" A rich and still youthful widow," with ** a certain languorous 
thoughtfulness." In the midst of a romantic reverie she meets 
John Milton Harcourt. She hecomes his patroness. A First 
Family of Tasajara. 

Atherly, Sir Edward. Of Ashley Grange. The head of the 
Atherly family. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly, 

Atherly, Jenny. See Lascelles. 

Atherly, Mrs. Sally Magregor, tlie wife of Philip Atherly, and 
the mother of the twins, Peter and Jenny. She and her 
hushand are captured by Indians, and a chief is the father of 
her children. Later she is a washerwoman at Rough and 
Ready, and she dies in an asylum for inebriates. The Ancestors 
of Peter A therly. 

Atherly, Peter. The owner of the Eureka mine at Atherly, 
formerly Rough and Ready. He goes to England to make 
inquiries about his ancestors, and is introduced to his father's 
relations. On his return to America, he is elected to Cong^ss, 
and meets in. Washington an Indian who reveals to him that he 
is the son of a great chief. He keeps the secret, but endeavors 
to benefit his real father's race, and becomes a commissioner to 
investigate certain of their grievances. On the plains he falls 
in with a party of his English friends, who are making a 
Western tour. Lady Elfrida Runny broke is one of them, and 
the attraction the two already have for each other grows 
stronger. Peter's sister foolishly separates herself and the 
English girl from the party, they are taken prisoners by 
treacherous Indians, and Peter, coming to their rescue, is also 
captured. Atherly and Mrs. Lascelles sacrifice themselves to 
save Lady Elfrida, and are tortured to death. The Ancestors 
of Peter Atherly. 

Athos. One of the musketeers. The Ninety-Nine Guardsmen 
(Condensed Novels). 

Aunt Jane. See M'Closky. 

Aunt Sally. See Briggs. 

Aunt Viney. Dick Bracy's aunt and housekeeper. In spite of 
her disgust at the idea of living in a large old Spanish house 
and managing an army of lazy peons, she soon adapts herself 

' to circumstances and becomes the wonder and admiration of 
her nephew, niece, and servants. The Mystery of the Hacienda. 

Australian Pete. An ex-convict and desperado, who attempts 
the life of Flint, under a misapprehension, in a San Francisco 
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gambling den, and is killed by his own weapon. Out of a 
Pioneer's Trunk. 

Avondale, Caroline. A handsome, self-possessed woman of 
thirty, who has charge of Bobby Dornton, his mother having 
been her friend. Certain contents of the mysterious bag 
Randoph Trent has in charge lead to some intimacy between 
himself and Miss Avoudale, for a time a sentimental intimacy 
on the young man's part, which is brought to an end by her 
apparent alliance with Sir William, and acquiescence in his 
contentions regarding Bobby's birth. Trent's Trust. 

Awksby, Mrs. A lady at Simla of an inquisitive disposition. 
For Simla Reasons (Condensed Novels). 

Axes, 'Arry. A mnsic-hall singer, who imagines himself 
Chevalier, the artist. Zut'Ski (Condensed Novels). 

Baby. See Sylvester. 

Badfellah, Prince. A dishonest man ; godson of the ogress. 
His crafty actions profit him nothing. The Ogress of Silver Land. 

Baker. An itinerant preacher, whose methods are adapted to 
the nature of the people he works among, and who, under the 
name of Bulger, " samples " Rattlesnake Camp before starting 
a revival there. Bulger's Reputation. 

Baker, Judge. A guest at the Woodses' dinner-party. A Ward 
of the Golden Gate. 

Baker, Mrs. Judge Baker's wife. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Baker, Mrs. Betsy. The widow of John Baker. She saves one 
of the " boys," as her husband would have done. She takes 
advantage of Home's confidences to warn Green of the danger 
of discovery. The Postnmtress of Laurel Run. 

Baker, Ephraim. The blacksmith at Blue Cement Ridge, and 
the father of little Peggy. Miss Peggy's Proteges. 

Baker, John. Foreman of " The Last Chance." In saving the 
miners from a "cave-in," he loses his own life, leaving his 
young wife to the chivalry of the settlement. The PostmiMress 
of Laurel Run. 

Baker, Peggy. A charming little girl who makes playfellows 
of the animated nature around her, and believes that you can 
do anything with creatures if you are not afraid of them and 
love them. She has a little menagerie, to which her devoted 
friends, the miners, contribute. Tlie last wild animal she 
tames by kindness is a hunted, desperate man, who takes refuge 
in the enclosure containing her prot^g^s. Miss Peggy's Proteges. 
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Banks, Mr. In all things a business man. One of the Excel- 
sior's passengers, and an exile at San Antonio. The Crusade of 
the Excelsior. 

Barker. A soldier in Major Portfire's command, who acts as 
body-guard to Miss Portfire. The Princess Bob and her Friends. 

Barker. Rushbrook's architect. A Mcecenas of the Pacijic 
Slope. 

Barker. An inhabitant of One Horse Gulch. Gabriel Conroy. 

Barker, Mrs. See Collinson, Sadie. 

Barker, Elisha. See Braggs, Elisha. 

Barker, George. A college man of simple and generous ele- 
ments. The consequences of his presumed wealth cause his 
unpractical and imaginative mind such distress that he is g^atly 
relieved to find that he is really a poor man. The love of 
Kitty Carter and tlie discovery of a "pocket" constitute his 
** luck." He marries Kitty ; her relations take full advantage 
of his generosity and simplicity, and he loses much money in 
foolish investments, sometimes by sheer luck partially recover- 
ing himself. After the death of his faithless wife, he happily 
marries Mrs. Horncastle. Barker\^ Luck; Three Partners, 

Barker, Mrs. George. See Carter. 

Barker, Jim. A citizen of Buckeye Camp. The Transformation 
of Buckeye Camp. 

Baron Pomposo. See Morales, Don Juan. 

BarstoTv, Sam. Tlie generous patron of the Pine Clearing 
Scliool. When appealed to for an assistant, he engages a versa- 
tile variety actor to maintain discipline. The New Assistant 
at Pine Clearing School. 

Bassett, Lacy. " Captain Jim's Friend ; " a hypocritical, cow- 
ardly blusterer, who, obtaining an unaccountable influence over 
Captain Jim, leads him from one disastrous venture to another 
and eventually shoots him, in terror lest his own abject charac- 
ter should be revealed to the world. Captain JinCs Friend. 

Bateman, Jo. A respecter of the Sabbath. The Transforma" 
tion of Buckeye Camp. 

Baxter, Mrs. Formerly Spencer Tucker's mistress and known 
as French Inez. Now married to a certain Captain Baxter. 
A Blue Grass Penelope. 

Baxter, John. See Randolph. 

Baxter, Polly. Parson Baxter's daughter ; courted in a desul- 
tory fashion by the faithless Bassett. Captain »Jim takes the 
affair into his own hands, courts her for his friend, and insists 
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on Bassett's marrying her. It is in a dispute over her that 
Bassett shoots his dupe. They are finally married. Captain 
JMs Friend. 

Beard, Cassias. lu spite of his rough surrounding^, this miner 
is as full of sentiment as a girl. The discovery of a ring 
strangely colors his dreams and conduct, confirming his care- 
less, improvident habits. He is electrified into action by the 
energy of the woman he loves. Found at Blazing Star. 

Beasley, Ira. A dweller on the Bolinas Plain, who is seized 
with suddeu jealousy, thinking his wife is not insensible to the 
admiration of the deputy sheriff, who stops at Beasley's house 
while pursuing an escaped murderer. Beasley shoots the 
deputy, and when the criminal he was in search of is declared 
guilty of the homicide, Ira confesses that he fired the shot and 
is acquitted. The Judgment of Bolinas Plain. 

Beasley, Sue. The wife of Ira. She hides the acrobat pur- 
sued by the deputy, is fascinated by him, and the two elope at 
the moment when Beasley kills the official . Later she returns 
to her husband, and keeps forever in his mind " her heroic sac- 
rifice in disappearing as a witness against him." The Judg^ 
ment of Bolinas Plain. 

Bedell, Sam. A tunnelman of the Blue Cement Lead, and one 
of Peggy Baker's devoted friends. M'lss Pegg\f» Proteges. 

Beesivinger, Judge. In " Mrs. Skaggs's Husbands," he is intro- 
duced as a member of the California Assembly, who is chaffed 
by Yuba Bill. In *' Gabriel Conroy," he is a guest at Gabriel's 
bouse. Some years later, as told in "Clarence," he gains, 
through a correspondence with Mrs. Brant and a clever ruse, a 
knowledge of the conspirators' plans and an entrance to their 
meeting, where he announces himself as a newly appointed 
United States marshal. He is a guest of Colonel Starbottle on 
the night when a supper party is surprised by the arrival of 
• little Pansy, and his jesting calls forth a challenge from the 
Colonel, — jesting for which the Judge afterwards apologizes. 
Mrs. Skaggs's Husbands ; Gabriel Conroy ; Clarence ; A Ward 
of Colonel Starbottle. 

Belcher, Rev. Mr. A canting preacher, whose educational 
theories are despised and set at nnnght by Johnny boy. He 
becomes Johnnyboy's stepfathers and runs away with the fflmily 
fortune, ,/ohnnyboy. 

Beljambe, Mile. A proposed bride of Duke Michael. Rupert 
the Rpsembler {Condensed Novels). 

Belle. See Tuckek. 
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Bellefield, Miss. A member 6f the << Western Star Combina- 
tion Troupe." A Ward of Colonel StarhotOe, 

Ben. See Dabney. 

Benham, Henry. The brother of Mrs. Peyton. A business 
partner of Peyton's. He manifests a peculiar dislike for 
Clarence. A Waif of the Plains. 

Bent, Tom. A young inventor and engineer, notable for the 
smudge on his face, and, at first, for an indifference to Rose's 
prettiness, which is overcome in the end. Through the Santa 
Clara Wheat, 

Bessy. See Robinson. 

Betsy. See Baker. 

Beverdale, Lord. The master of Scrooby Priory. The Des- 
borough Connections. 

Biggs. Secretary of the " Blue Mass Quicksilver Mining Com- 
pany." The Story of a Mine. 

Bigsby, Mrs. The sister of Dan'l Borem. DanH Borem (Con^ 
densed Novels). 

Bijah. See Brown and Hays. 

Bike, Mary. The young woman whom John Lummox decides 
to marry. Dan^l Borem (Condensed Novels), 

Bill. See Profane Bill and Yuba Bill. 

Billings, Johnny. A native son of Tasajara. He disturbs the 
exercises at the Library by a truthful but unfortunate reply to 
the Rev. Dr. Pilsbury's question. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Billings, Ned. A citizen of Sidon (California). A First Family 
of Tasajara, 

Billingsgate, Flora. Flirts with Heavystone. Guy Heavystone 
(Condensed Novels). 

Billy. See Riley. 

Billy. An unruly goat, who may be said to have butted himself 
out of the sympathetic family in San Francisco, with whom his 
early days were spent. He next appears at Rocky Cailon,' 
where vain attempts are made to utilize him as a draught 
animal. After a boisterous career there, he receives a moral 
lesson from the Reverend Mr. Withholder, and is trained for 
the stage by the " Sacramento Pet," with whom he performs 
in " Esmeralda." An Esmeralda of Rocky Canon, 

Bilson. Ail accommodating lounger at Rawlett's store. A First 
Family of Tasajara. 

Bilson, Joshua. Landlord of the Summit House, Buckeye HilL 
Mr. Bilson's Housekeeper, 



INDEX TO CHAEACTERS 283 

Bird, Melinda. One of the " help " at Windy Hill Rancho ; a 
tall, robust girl, not without certain rustic attractions, of which 
she is fully conscious, but at bottom honest and sensible. She 
and Mr. Hainliu form a friendly alliance, during his visit to 
the place. The Convalescence of Jack Hamlin, 

Black, Michael. See Michael. 

Blair, Dr. Richard. A skillful and gentle young surgeon, who 
heals Mrs. MacGlowrie's injured dog, and falls in love with 
his patient's mistress. Like every one else, he believes her to 
' be the widow of a noted desperado, but she finally confides to 
him the tlue story of her marriage, and rewards his constant 
devotion. Mr. MacGlotvrie^s Widow, 

Blanc, Madame le. A woman with a dozen aliases, the pro- 
prietress of a San Francisco restaurant and gambling saloon. 
She is carried into an apothecary's shop to have certain inju- 
ries, received at a riotous /6te, attended to, and is there seen by 
the simple-minded Allen, who becomes infatuated with her. 
He haunts her saloon, and she is evidently not displeased by his 
devotion. In a spasm of vengeful morality, the woman and her 
whole entourage are arrested ; Allen, held as a witness, dying 
at the trial. How Reuben Allen " saw Life " in San Francisco, 

Blanche. See Masterton and Sackville. 

Blandford, Ed^yard. A simple and sincere man ; the frigidity 
of his wife and a dismal home render his life a desolate one. 
He discovers his wife's attachment to Demorest, and, believing 
them both guilty, leaves North Liberty. The evidences of his 
death appear conclusive to the townspeople, though not entirely 
so to his wife. Five years later he appears to Demorest in 
California, where he goes by the name of Johnson. The Argo- 
nauts of North Liberty, 

Blandford, Mrs. Joan. Formerly Joan Salisbury. A young 
Connecticut woman with a most rigorous code of conduct. 
Upon her marriage to Ned Blandford, she refuses to meet his 
former comrades. She falls in love with a chance acquaintance., 
and conducts a sentimental flirtation with him until she finds 
that he is Dick Demorest, an old friend of her husband, l^he 
then bids him leave her, bift her husband sees the two talking 
together, ^nd, believing them both faithless, leaves his home 
and is supposed to have been drowned. She then marries 
Demorest, who takes her to California, where the temptations 
of a frontier life lead her iilto disloyalty to him in turn. After 
the discovery of her duplicity, she returns to her Connecticut 
home. The Argonauts of North Liberty, 
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Bleareyed. One of Th'e Three. A Private^ Honor {Condensed 
Novels). 

Blossom, Abner. The father of Mistress Thankful. Under 
surveillance as a lukewarm supporter of the Colonial cause, the 
visit to his farm of supposed foreign spies causes the arrest of 
the obstinate yet diplomatic farmer. Thankful Blossom. 

Blossom, Thankful. A high-spirited and self-willed Colonial 
maiden. She deceives herself into a belief that she loves Allan 
Brewster. His treason and the sincerity of Major Van Zand! 
undeceive her somewhat fickle heart. Thankful Blossom. 

Blunt, Captain. Leader of the relief party which rescues the 
emigrants of Starvation Camp. Gabriel Conroy. 

Bly, Herbert. A clerk in Carstone's Bank in San Francisco. A 
boyishly impulsive young man, who falls in love with Miss 
Cherry Brooks, and refuses to give her up when Mr, Carstoue 
tells him of her brother's embezzlement, and hints at a dis- 
charge if he persists in allying himself with the family. Find- 
ing the young man true to his sweetheart, the employer raises 
his salary in order to make it possible for him to marry. A 
Secret of Telegraph Hill. 

Bob. See Cherokee Bob, Delatour, and Falloxer. Also 
see Robert. 

Bobby. See Dornton. 

Bob the Bucker. The faithful servant of Don Josd Sepulvida, 
by whom he is called Roberto. His devotion is marred only by 
severe and prolonged fits of intoxication, during which he spares 
neither property nor person. A Knight-Errant of the Foot-Hills. 

Bodine, James. A desperado for whom the Vigilants are justly 
in search. By the aid of his devoted wife and an equally de- 
voted friend he is hidden in San Francisco till the time comes 
when he can make his escape. Under the Eaves. 

Bodine, Mamie. The respectably born wife of the outlaw. He 
rt»pays the sufferings she has endured for his sake, by abandon- 
ing her and her children, taking another woman with him m 
his tlight. Under the Eaves, 

Boltrope, Captain Henry, R. N. Of H. M. S. Belcher. Mr- 
Mid sh toman Hreezi/ {Condensed \ovels). 

Bones, Brother. One of the inmates of the Bisbopsgate Street 
Moua story. dViVy rt^i'/ the Christian {Omdensed Novels). 

Bookham. Senior meiuWr of the Sacramento baiikiug-honse of 
RtH>kham i^ Sous. Found at Blazing Star. 

Boompoiuter, Judge. In ** Brown of Calaveras," he is intro* 
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dux'ed as one of Mrs. Brown's admirers. In ** Foniid at Blaz- 
ing Star," be is persuaded by tbe blandishments of Miss Porter 
to yield up the ill-fated ring. Gabriel Conroy's trial for mur- 
der is held before him. In ** Salomy Jane's Kiss," John Dart 
steals his horse. He is believed to be a suitor for the hand of 
Miss Trotter. Brown of Calaveras ; Found at Blazing Star; 
Gabriel Conroy ; Salomy Janets Kiss ; Mr. Bilson^s Housekeeper. 

Boompointer, Judge. John Jenkins's guardian angel. John 
Jenkins {Condensed Novels). 

Boompointer, Senator. A Western politician of great influ- 
ence. A "famous dispenser of place and preferment — this 
second husband ^of Susy ! " He not only believes in his own 
importance, but convinces others of it. Clarence. 

Boonder. A dog of obscure pedigree and conservative notions. 
Boonder. 

Boone, Leonidas. A charming boy of fourteen, who has a boy- 
ish adoration for the pretty Mrs. Burroughs, which she utilizes 
by making him assist in the secret conveyance of letters be- 
tween herself and Jack Hamlin. But she sometimes perplexes 
and troubles the lad, and his ingenuous confidences to Hamlin, 
the first time they meet, enlighten that gentleman as to the 
woman's real character. A Mercury of the Foot-Hills. 

Boorem, Mr. A resident of San Francisco. A First Family of 
Tasajara. 

Borem, Danl. " A quaint morril character " with dry though 
protracted humor, which at once thrills and bores his acquaint- 
ance. Dan*l Borem (Condensed Novels). 

" Boston." A noted wag, who prepares a burlesque christening 
service, which is not used. The Luck of Roaring Camp. 

* Boston." A practical joker, who makes a butt of the poet. 
7^he Poet nf Sierra Flat. 

Boutelle, Amy. A well-born Southern girl, impoverished by 
the war. She teaches in a Western town, is a kind friend to 
the forlorn Lasham children, and is the first to discover that 
Fall oner is not their brother. Their common interest in the 
children leads to a warmer interest in each other, which results 
in their marriage. Jimmy's Big Brother from California. 

Bo'over, the Left. Brother of the Right Bower, and second in 
command at the Lone Star Claim. Left out on Lone Star 
Mountain. 

Bo'over, the Right. The leader of the five partners of the Lone 
Star Claim. Left out on Lone Star Mountain. 
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Bo'wers, James. A lumberman whose soul has been awakened 
by an iutimacy with Nature. He has heard "the creepin', tbe 
sighing and the whisperin' through the brackeuaud thegrouud- 
viues, of all that lives there." He sympathizes with a " fear- 
some keer of bugs and creepin* things," and is successful in 
discovering the identity of "White Violet," the author of 
" Underbrush." .4 Sappho of Green Springs. 

Boyle, Richard. A Chicago "drummer," a cheerful humorist, 
quick-witted, brave, and self-reliant. Miss Cantire and himself 
are the only passengers on the Sage Wood coach, and when tbe 
young lady chooses to walk awhile, he, from certain indications 
suspecting danger, follows her. They lose sight of the coach, 
and hear shots in the distance, which are fired by Indians, who 
have attacked it, killed the driver and mail-agent, and carried 
off the baggage and horses. At last they reach the rifled 
coach, and Boyle persuades his companion to stay in it while 
he reconnoitres. He discovers the worst, but keeps the know- 
ledg^e from Miss Cantire, protects her while she sleeps, killing 
a skulking Indian who is about to attack her, and when some 
of her father's troopers come to the rescue, rides away with- 
out saying what he has done. Dick Botfle^s Business Card. 

Brace. A supporter of Parks in resisting the movement against 
the saloon kept by Jovita Mendez. The Transformation of 
Buckeije Camp. 

Brace. Mr. A young man of variable affections ; passenger on 
the Excelsior, and one of the four exiles at San Antonio. An 
ingenious Lothario, typically American in his adaptability to 
circumstance. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Brace, Jack. An expressman in the employ of Wells, Farg^ & 
Co.. and the suooossful suitor of Miss Nellie Wynn. In the 
Carquitur^ T I \ vn jV. 

Bracket!, BCrs. Jane. She runs away from Starvation Camp, 
but dies Ivfore she can reach help. Gafniel Conroy. 

Bracy, Dick. A m.^iter-ot-fact yonng man who lives for a 
tiuu^ wi:h his aunt ."ind cousin on an old Calif omian hacienda. 
His grv»t%insj love for Ceoily is shaken br the nightly appear- 
ance of a mvsterious and beautiful Spanish woman, but, with 
the knowliHis^^ thai the new inamorata is only a ghost, his alle- 
c!:*uiv to h;s oousin is renewed. The Mjfstenf of ike Hacienda. 

BracT. Jack, Ati .admirer of Miss Cin*e. His horse runs away 

Bradley « Mn. Jennie, IW illo^eal and charming wife of the 
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host at The Lookout. Discontented with the idyllic life on the 
edge of the Grand Caiion, she becomes disloyal to her husband. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Bradley, Jim. The optimistic host at The Lookout, with a 
**face of good-natured and alert intelligence." A versatile 
college-bred man, owner of a saw-mill, which he runs himself. 
He never argfues with his petulant wife. After making a for- 
tune, he gratifies his wife's ambition by taking her abroad. A 
Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Bragg. A confederate of Marion in San Francisco. He leads 
the operations on the bluff against the Union fort in the bay. 
The Cofispiracy of Mrs. Bunker. 

Braggley, Silas. A camp-meeting " exhorter ; " a heavy, power- 
fully built man, with a stolid, animal, and unintelligent face. 
An Apostle of the Tules. 

Braggs, Blisha. Formerly first «nate of the Tamal pais under 
the name of Elisha Barker. Having, with the help of others 
of the crew, wrecked the vessel and made off with her treasure, 
he is spending the remainder of his life in comfortable circum- 
stances as a singing-teacher at a mission. He wishes to marry 
Cissy Appleby, who is a pupil of his, but bis designs in this ^nd 
in other directions are frustrated by James Seabright. An 
Episode of West Woodlands. 

Brant, Mrs. Alice. Soon after her marriage to Clarence, this 
perturbed spirit yields to her Southern sympathies and actively 
supports the ** cause" in California. Later she engages as a 
Confederate spy, and, in the disguise of a mulatto woman, 
begins operations at *' Gray Oaks." She is finally captured, 
and is interviewed by her husband, Greueral Clarence Brant. 
Her love revives, she forgets the ** cause," and begs Clarence 
to leave with her. The husband refuses, and plans to save her 
at the risk of his career and life. While escaping, with her 
husband's connivance, she is shot. See Peyton, Mrs. Alice. 
Clarence. 

Brant, Clarence. The son of Hamilton Brant, and, in spite of 
many good qualities, au heir to his father's cool, ruthless, and 
unflinching ferocity. The evidences of his inherited taint are 
infrequent, and remain unaccounted for in the boy's mind. He 
is sent, as a child of eleven, to his father in California, and, 
being lost while crossing the plains, is picked up by the Peyton 
party. He exhibits the reticence and distrust of the uHSunder^ 
stood child. He is educated at the expense of his father, whom 



288 INDEX TO CHARACTERS 

he believes to be dead, and whom he knows only as Tom FIjbh, 
a friendly miner. The fortune of the father descends to the 
young man upon his father's violent death, and Clarence soon 
after visits the Rubles Hancbo. He finds that he no longer 
loves the comrade of his youth, but turns rather to the matron 
who bad scorned him when a child. Mrs. Peyton becomes his 
wife upon the death of John Peyton, and Clarence enters upon 
a new epoch. At the outbreak of the Civil War, he enlists in 
the Union army, separating from his wife, and is promoted 
rapidly. At the close, be learns of his wife's death, and after- 
wards marries the woman who had saved his honor, Misc: 
Faulkner. A Waif of the Plains ; Susy : A Star^ of the Plains ' 
Clarence. 

Brant, Colonel Hamilton. Clarence's father, also known as 
Jacksou Braut, Brant Fauquier, and Tom Flynn. A Kentuck- 
iau, who has left home and family to become a gambler and 
desperado in California. Clarence happens on him at Dead- 
man's Gulch, when he introduces himself as Tom Flynn, and, 
learning the boy's story, conveys him to the rancho of Don 
Juan Robinson, who plays the part of a cousin, Jackson Brant, 
though Clarence is instructed to call him by the former name. 
Clarence becomes strangely attached to Flynn, whom every one 
else fears, but does not learn the man's identity until after his . 
death. Brant provides for his son's education, and on his 
death, as an insurgent in Mexico, leaves his fortune to him. 
A Waif of the Plains. 

Brant, Jackson. See Brant, Hamilton, and Robinson, Don 
Juan. 

Bray, Edmund. One of the five members of the £ureka Mining 
Company. On an intensely hot day, he volunteers to bring a 
pail of water from a spring, reached by a precipitous trail de- 
scending from the stage road. From this road. Miss Neworth 
accidentally falls upon him. He assists her up the dangerously 
steep path, and restores her to her family. The track made by 
her fall reveals the presence of gold, greatly to the enrichment 
of the young man and his partners. The mishap also leads to 
the marriage of the young lady and her rescuer. A Jack and 
Jill of the Sierras. 

Breeze, Mr. The young assistant editor of the " San Francisco 
Daily Informer." He has a room in the upper story of a half 
unoccupied- business building, and he accidentally becomes 
aware of some mysterious lodgers in certain vacant rooms on 
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tile same floor. They prove to be the family of a well-known 
desperado, for whom the Vigilants are searching, and Breeze's 
kindness to the children wins the mother's gratitude. Under 
the Eaoes. 

Breezy, Mr. Midshipman. A young naval officer of prowess 
and renown. Mr. Midshipman Breezy (^Condensed Novels). 

Brevrster, Captain Allan. A discontented member of the 
Connecticut contingent of the Colonial army. He participates 
in the disaffection oyer the choice of Washington as Comman- 
der-in-Chief, and is arrested by Major Van Zandt upon the 
charge of mutinous conduct. He escapes through the conni> 
vance of Thankful Blossom. Thankful Blossmn. 

Bre-wster, Cyrus. One of Prosper Riggs's comrades in the 
Wild Cat camp. Prosper*s Old Mother. 

Brice, Edvrard. A brave young express messenger, in charge 
of the package of greenbacks carried on a coach " held-up " by 
Snapshot Harry. Before handing his box to the robber, he dis- 
covers that it has been already rifled by treacherous members 
of the gang ; and this emboldens him to seek the outlaw in his 
retreat, not altogether fruitlessly. He is guided from the place 
by Harry's pretty niece, and together they discover the dead 
body of the possessor of the treasure, and the treasure itself. 
This leads to his business advancement and his ultimate mar- 
riage to the niece. A Niece of Snapshot Harry's. 

Briggs, Mr. A midshipman on H. M. S. Belcher. Mr. Mid" 
shipman Breezy (Condensed Novels). 

Briggs, Sheriff. Leads the attack on McKinstry's barn. Cressy. 

Briggs, Jefferson. The visionary and unpractical proprietor of 
a wayside hostelry in California. He falls in love with one of 
his guests, a city girl, but is forced by money difficulties to give 
up his hotdl and leave her. After a period of ill luck, he be- 
comes an express agent, and proves his heroism in an encounter 
with robbers. Miss Mayfield nurses him through the fever 
which ensues, and then marries him. Jeff Briggs* s Love Story. 

Briggs, Jim. A neighbor of Hays. He informs the latter of 
Horseley's predicament. A Night at " Hays.*' 

Briggs, Jo. Storekeeper at One Horse Gulch. Gabriel Conroy. 

Briggs, Percy. An advocate of municipal cleanliness. He 
organizes a committee to deal with Bulger, but desists when he 
discovers that Bulger is an evangelist. Bulger^s Reputation. 

Briggs, Pulaski. A partner in the Zip Coon Company. 4 
Buckeye Holloio Inheritance. 
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Bxiggs, Aunt Sally. Jeff's housekeeper at the "Half-Way 
House/' Blessed with the faculty of harmonizing events with 
the Scriptures, she dolefully supervises Jeff's moral and reli- 
gious conduct. Jeff Briggs's Love Story. 

Briggs, Silas. A farm-hand at Foster's Rancho, and a devoted 
slave of Lanty. Lanty Foster^ s Mistake. 

Brimborion, Mme. Tiie preceptress of Fanny Meritoe. The 
Four Guardians of Lagrange, 

Brimmor, Mrs. Barbara. The disturbing element in the Arca- 
dian simplicity of life on board the Excelsior ; a loquacious, 
insincere, ease-loving woman, with certain feline traits highly 
developed. In the enervating climate of Todos Santos she is 
the first to yield to dishabille in dress and conduct. The Cru- 
sade of the Excelsior. 

Brimmer, Quincy. A punctilious and wealthy merchant re- 
cently from Boston. His wife maintains caste distinctions on 
board the Excelsior, by virtue of his position and her own con- 
neotions. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Briones, Dofia Anna. Don Csesar's sister. A Ward of the 
Golden Gate. 

Briones, Don Csssar. Present at the Woodses' dinner party. 
Afterwards the disappointed lover who reveals to Yerbei her 
mother*s character, ^-l Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Briones, Dolores. A girl of aristocratic family, who flirts for 
a brief moment in the luiokground of the story. Maruja. 

Briones, Don Juan. Owner of the hacienda nestling among^ 
tlie fimthills of Santa Clara Valley. During the interriew 
with Softor Cn-inoh he wears a ** stiff, glazed, broad-brimmed 
blaok hat/* under which ap{.)ears ** a dark face of qoixotie 
gravity .nnd n>mantio reiuitude." In his old age he adopts the 
foundling: Juauit.^ and, though he loves her, resigns the maiden 
to Cranoh. At the Mission of San Carmel. 

Briones. Don Miguel. Coinniaudante of the Presidio of Todos 
S,u\:os. rhoujjh a vetor:\n of sixty years, he remains a riva- 
civ^us ;:all;uit and dt^ votes himself to Doiia Markham. The 

Biomler. Major, <.>«o of the convirial officers stationed at 

l.ojris^r:. r\r //;-{:.:,- ,;'" /V.:\Vjc Marfk, 
Biv^mly. Matilda. The oldest girl in the Chestnut Bidge 

Brook*, Mr. Finiit m»io cf tb« Excelsior. The Crueade ^ <ic 
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Brooks, Bffr. The young schoolmaster of Chestnut Ridge, who 
deals with his difficult Mexican pupil, Concha, with iutelligentj 
if unavailing, sympathy and skill. A Pupil of Chestnut Ridge, 

Brooks, Miss Cherabina. Commonly called Cherry ; '< a tall, 
slim hloude, with a shy, startled manner." Brought up with- 
out any knowledge of the world, she is an odd combination of 
child and woman, and is original to the verge of audacity. 
Altogether she is a most charming and provoking puzzle to 
Herbert Bly, her mother's lodger, who loses little time in falling 
in love with her, and whose love she returns. A Secret oj 
Telegraph Hill. 

Brooks, Chester. In << Colonel Starbottle's Client/' he is in- 
troduced as one of Miss Sally Dows's admirers. In '< Sally 
Doyrs," he falls in battle while fighting for the South, and 
Courtland finds upon his body a portrait of Sally and a letter 
addressed to her. Colonel Starhottle^s Client ; Sally Dows. 

Brooks, Henry. An alert, determined, good-looking man, 
whose smiling face hardly commends itself to the thriving, but 
depressed and dyspeptic, inhabitants of Santa Ana. He con- 
trives to bring some gayety into the place, and he becomes in- 
terested in a pretty widow, Mrs. Wade, who confides to him 
the story just told her by a strange man, regarding her late 
husband, who had been supposedly killed by robbers. The 
stranger avers that Wade was really a member of the gang, 
and demands hush-money ; but Brooks, who had been one of 
the men robbed, recognizes the man as a mate of Wade's, and 
frightens him away. Brooks marries the widow, but never 
allows her to know that the alarming revelations made to her 
were true. A Widow of Santa Ana Valley. 

Brooks, Joshua. One of the active members of the meeting at 
the rancho. Cited in the warrant as a leader. Clarence. 

Brooks, Mrs. Joshua. An ascetic widow of San Francisco, 
who has espoused religion on the death of. her husband, and 
whose piety is genuine but obtrusive. She habitually wears a 
shawl, but with the appearance of George Dornton upon the 
scene, that emblem of renunciation is laid aside, and later she 
is reported to be contemplating a change in her condition. A 
Secret of Telegraph HiU, 

Brooks, Tappington. He remains behind the scenes, in fact as 
far off as Portland, Oregon, during the progress of the story, 
but is often spoken of by the other characters. To his mother 
he is all that is exemplary, — a serious-minded young mai^ aa 
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earnest Sunday-school worker, devoted to his chnrcli. To Mr. 
Carstone he is a defanlter and a hypocrite, made such by a 
false systcHi of bringing-np. To George DorntoD he is a fel- 
low-gambler and a man about town. A Secret of Telegraph HUl 

BroTvii. Broad-shouldered and robust, with a face weak and 
disfigured by dissipation. A loving but unhappy husband, who 
innocently unbosoms himself of his anxieties about his wife to 
Jack Hamlin, the very man who is planning an elopement with 
her. Brown of Calaveras. 

Brovrn, Mrs. The boarding-house landlady, who conceives a 
fondness for the baby. Baby Syhester. 

Brovrn, Sefior. The American alcalde at San Jos^ ; " lazy, spe- 
cious, and red-faced." At the Mission of San CarmeL 

Brown, Bijeih. A country butcher, and one of Flip's discomfited 
suitors. Flip : A California Romance. 

Brown, Gabriel. The assumed name of MacGlowrie, im- 
prisoned for swindling in Arkansas, and after his escape to 
California, figuring there as a popular revivalist. Mr. Mao- 
Glowrie's Widow. 

Brown, Jack. A Tres Pinos tippler, who uses " original loca- 
tions" to soften the distrustful heart of Roscommon. Th 
Story of a Mine. 

Brown, Morley. The wealthy uncle and guardian of Joscelinda 
Wells, who, with two or three other large mine owners, is en- 
deavoring to " freeze out " the smaller settlers in Buckeye Hol- 
low. A Buckeye Hollow Inheritance. 

Brown, Sophonisba. A simple and credulous country girl, pe> 
suaded by Stratton to leave home and then deserted on a Sac- 
ramento steamer. Jack Hamlin in his tactful way saves her 

- from suicide, and assumes a guardianship attractive iu its disin- 
terestedness. A Protegee of Jack Hamlin* s. 

Brown, Mrs. Sue. A handsome woman, who has an intrigue 
with her husband's friend. Jack Hamlin. Brotim of Calaveras. 

Brown-Robinson, Mrs. A society lady of Greyport. Mrs, 
Skaggs\'< Husbands. 

Brunton, Mr. The rector of Chillingworth, the guardian of 
Sibyl Eversleigh. Trent* s Trust. 

Buchanan, Mr. A kindly Scotchman, not without canninesa, 
who stands in the background of the story dressed in extra^'ft- 
gant tweeds. As a guest of the Saltonstalls he watches the 
courtships of his y|mi|ger oompanions with shrewdness, though 
he is not wUbM|g|i||y^ddMi tendezueM himself. Marufa. 
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Buckeye. A vicious mustang ridden by Dr. West. Mounted 
upon Buckeye his master takes his last ride. Maruja. 

Budd, Mary Ellen. A young woman who helps in the kitchen 
at the Big Flume Hotel. Asked in marriage by the landlord^ 
she accepts his offer, but soon breaks with him, inEuenced by 
the fact that he had consulted his former wife as to the wisdonx 
of his choice, said wife, Rosalie, being now married to Mr. 
Byers, Mary Ellen's former husband. The Landlord of the Big 
Flume Hotel, 

Buena Terba. See Yerba Buena. 

Bulger. See Baker. 

BuUeboye, Prince. A godson of the Ogress. His good for* 
tune shows that honesty is the best policy. The Ogress of Sil- 
ver Land. 

l^uUen, Dick. << The oracle and leader of Simpson's Bar." He 
accomplishes a difBcult and perilous fifty-mile ride on Christ- 
mas eve to buy toys for Johnny. His taunts to Uncle Jim and 
Uncle Billy make the former discontented with his life at 
Cedar Camp. How Santa Claus came to Simpson's Bar ; Uncle 
Jim and Uncle Billy. 

Bumpo, Natty. "The celebrated Pike Ranger of Douner 
Lake." He loves and is loved by Genevra Tompkins, but on 
learning that the raven tresses which he rescues from the dead 
Muck-a-M«ck*s hand are false, and that his lady-love has noi 
been scalped, he never recovers from the deception, and refuses 
to marry her. Muck-a-Muck {Condensed Novels). 

Bungstarter, Calhoun. A California lawyer and duelist. In 
" The Romance of Madro&o Hollow," he is Jack Folinsbee's 
second in the duel with young Culpepper Starbottle. In 
.** Jinny," he appears as a rival of Colonel Starbottle for politi- 
cal honors. His duel with Captain McFadden is prevented by 
the medicine administered to the party by Hawkins, the Fool 
of Five Forks. Later he becomes Colonel Starbottle's law 
partner. The Romance of Madrono Hollow ; Jinny ; The Fool of 
Five Forks ; Colonel Starbottle' s Client. 

Bunker, Captain. The master of the Excelsior. A good sea- 
man, but an unstable man. Drink and the loss of his bark 
unsettle his mind. The news of his escape from Todos Santos 
to the mainland stirs the complacent husbands in San Francisco 
into a search for their wives. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Bunker, Mrs. Mary. The wife of a fisherman. She is led 
iafto a ** conspiracy " by Marion, who appears heroic to hftl 
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unsophisticated eyes. She drifts into disloyalty to her country 
and to her hushand, but is shaken from her infatuation by 
the visit of Mrs. Fairfax and the attempt of the Secessionists 
to land upon her premises. She prevents the success of their 
operations by alarming the officers at the fort. The Conspiracy 

. of Mrs. Bunker. 

Bunker, Paul. The hero of a novel of whom the Writer of 
Stories dreams. He is a young American of Quaker stock, 
visiting the English home of his family, where he meets his 
uncle and his cousins, Dorcas and Jane Bunker, with whom he 
has intercourse after the manner of various novelists. Finally 
he attends a telephonic dinner where the unseen guests con- 
verse pleasantly together, though all are eating in their own 
homes. A Romance of the Line. 

Bunker, Zephas. A fisherman who builds a home for his young 
wife on a lonely bluff. Prosaic by nature, he is unsuspicious 
of the romantic possibilities in his wife. He is moved by the 
tears of Mrs. Fairfax and transports her to Mazatlan. The 
Conspiracy of Mrs. Bunker. 

Burke, the Slogger. Lady Selina's first husband ; a villain of 
the deepest dye. He is killed in a vain attempt to wreck a 
train. Selina Sedilia (^Condensed Novels), 

Burleydon, Lady. Of a family that had nothing but wealth 
and rectitude. Rupert the Resenibler (Condensed Novels). 

Burleydon, Lord. The head of the Razorbill family. Rupert 
the Resemhler {Condensed Novels). 

Burnhams, the. Friends of the Wynns, whom Nellie is sup« 
posed to visit when she goes to Indian Spring. In the Car- 
quinez Woods. 

Burroughs, Mrs. Pretty, fascinating, and treacherous, by an 
ingenious device she manages to conceal her correspondence 
with Hamlin from her watchful and jealous husband. With 
equal ingenuity she plans a possibly fatal injury to Mr. Bup- 
rouglis, from which he is accidentally saved by her boyish 
adorer, Leonidas. A Mercury of the Foot- Hills. 

Butts, Judge. The oracle of Rough-and-Ready. A Alillionaire 
of Rough-and'Ready. 

Byers, Constantine. A timber merchant, the second husband 
of Mrs. Langworthy, who declares him to be " a good provider 
and handy," but divorces him for having concealed the fact of 
his earlier divorce. The Landlord of the Big Flume Hotel. 

Byers, Mrs. Constantine. Locally known as "The Prairie 



INDEX TO CHARACTERS 295 

Flower of Elkham Creek." She obtains a divorce from her 
affiiable husband, Abuer Langworthy, and niarries the less 
amiable Byers, divorcing him in his turn, lite Landlord of the 
Big Flume Hotel. 
Byvi^ays, Mr. James. An unfortunate man who dies in appar- 
ent poverty, leaving his entire estate to a hotel maid servant, 
Peggy MofiFatt. An Heiress of Red Dog. 

Caesar. See Alvarado and Briones. 

Calhoun. See Bcjngstarter and Weaver. 

*^ California Pet/' the. A popular young actress, a saucy and 
pretty brunette, who plays masculine parts. She assists in the 
escape of Milton Chubbuck after discovering that the poet is a 
woman. The Poet of Sierra Flat. 

Callender, Ailsa. Tlie only child of David Callender. She 
is faithful to her word to Jamie Gow, though she does not love 
him ; but when free, she gladly becomes the wife of the young 
American. Young Robin Gray. 

Callender, David. The severely conscientious f<ather of Ailsa. 
A Scotch inventor, who, after years of ill-success, establishes 
his claims. In his imperturbable dignity, he is slightly suspi- 
cious of the courtesy of the consul and the interest of Robiu 
Gray. Young Robin Gray. 

Calton, Chris. A good-looking and rather emotional young 
man, much petted by women. Carried to the Summit House 
to recover from an accident, he falls in love with Miss Trotter, 
and hoping to attract her attention to hiujself, he feigns an 
attachment for the pretty chambermaid, Frida, and asks the 
lady's good offices in the matter ; but finally confesses the 
truth and avows his love. Miss Trotter is nmch moved, but 
does not accept him. Years later she learns of his marriage to 
Frida. Mr. Bilson^s Housekeeper. 

Calton, James. The elder brother of Chris, strong in all the 
qualities wherein the younger is weak. He is angered by his 
brother's supposed feelings towards Frida, and he at once rec- 
ognizes the superior qualities of Miss Trotter. Mr. Bilson's 
Housekeeper. 

Calvert, Lieut. George. A young officer, who finds his only 
relaxation in dissipation, until his better feelings are aroused 
by love for Maggie Culpepper. His affection for her saves the 
real manliness 'of his character. The Heritage of Dedloio Marsh. 

Camperdovrn, Major-General. An American ; better dressed 
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than most Englishmen, bat showing ** no other signs of inferi- 
ority and plebeian extraction." Lothaw {Condensed Novels). 

Camperdo'Wii, Mrs. Mary Ann. A beautiful woman of Hel- 
lenic type, who has invented a new religion of Woman Suffrage, 
Free Love, Mutual Affinity, and Communism. Lothaw (Con^ 
densed Noreli), 

Camperly, Mrs. One of Jack Hamlin's ardent admirers. From 
her he escapes to the quiet home of Aunt Chloe. A Protegee 
of Jack Hamlin's. 

Canterbridge, Lady. Francis Mainwaring's cousin. A clever 
Fnglishwomau, who disturbs Bradley's equipoise. A Phyllis of 
the Sierras. 

Cantire, Miss. The handsome, high-spinted daughter of a 
major, commanding a frontier post. A passenger with Dick 
Boyle in the Sage Wood coach, she is at first inclined to snub 
him, but later depends upon him for advice and assistance, and 
though she does not know it, owes to him her life. Secretly, 
she is carrying as luggage in trunks a quantity of carbines and 
cartridges, and when she sees the despoiled coach, she thinks 
these things have been taken by troopers from the fort. Boyle 
does not undeceive her, and effectively cares for her till the 
troopers come to their rescue, when he rides away. The Indian 
he has killed is discovered by the soldiers, and by degrees she 
learns the true history of the night and sees Boyle as a hero. 
Dick Boyle's Business Card. 

Captain Dick. See Macleod, Richard Graeme. 

Captain Jim. A miner, wliose generous and over-confiding 
nature allows him to become the tool of the worthless Lacy 
Basse tt. Attracted by the showiness of the latter, he refuses 
to discountenance him, and, after supporting him in one disas- 
trous venture after another, he falls a victim to his parasite's 
cowardly pistol. Captain Jim's Friend. 

Cara. See Murano. 

Carden, Mr. A Sacramento banker. A Waif of the Plains. 

Carmen. See Dk Haro. 

Caroline. Soe Catron ; Coventry ; Johnson ; also Carry. 

Carpenter. Tlie spokesman of the " Vigilance Committee " 
organized against the saloons of the transformed camp. The 
IVansformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Carpenter, Mrs. Bob. Leader of the ** set " in Buckeye Camp 
The Tranaformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Carr, Miss Christie. Daughter of Philip Carr ; a pretty and 
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attractive girl, with much social tact, but less sunny and 
sangtiine iu temperament than her sister. Her practical and 
cautious nature puts her out of sympathy with her enthusiastic 
and unbusiness-like father. Her presence of mind saves the 
life of her lover, George Kearney. DeviVs Ford, 

Carr, Miss Jessie. The younger of Philip Carr's two daughters, 
and, like her sister, pretty and charming. She inherits her 
father's enthusiastic nature. She becomes engaged to Fairfax 
Munroe. DeviVs Ford, 

Carr, Philip. A mining engineer, enthusiastic but weak and 
unpractical. He brings his city-bred daughters iiito a mining 
camp, where he becomes a partner. His elaborate and expen- 
sive methods of working the claim at Devil's Ford are on the 
point of bringing ruin to the mine, when nature, in the shape 
of a flood, interferes and carries the work to a successful com- 
pletion. DeviVs Ford. 

Carroll, Captain Henry. A courteous and courag^eous young 
ofBcer, whose passion for Maruja deserves a kinder fate. 
Through his boldness the compromising letters of Dona Maria 
Saltonstall are rescued from Mr. Prince, and his presence is 
needed in the climax which throws Maruja irrecoverably into 
the arms of his rival. Maruja, 

Carry. See Tretherick. See also Caroune. 

Carstone, Mr. A prominent San Francisco banker. After test- 
ing Herbert Bly's loyalty to Miss Cherry Brooks, he raises his 
salary to enajble him to marry her. A Secret of Telegraph Hill. 

Carter, Colonel. The commandant at Fort Biggs. The Ances- 
tors of Peter Atherly. 

Carter, Edmund. Mrs. North's lawyer, and a member of the 
family expedition which seeks to induce James North to return 
to the world. The Man on the Beach, 

Carter, Jim. A friend of Mary Foulkes and her family of dolls. 
A Mother of Five. 

Carter, Kitty. Pretty and bewilderingly complex to Barker's 
loving comprehension. She seems to prefer poverty to wealth, 
}f with the former she is assured of Barker. She proves shal- 
low and selfish, caring little for her husband and child, com- 
promises herself with Van Loo, and is burned to death in the 
Hymettus Hotel, while trying to save her diamonds. Barker's 
Jjuck ; Three Partners. 

Cass. See Beard, Cassius. 

Cass, Henry. One of the robbers of Wells, Fargo & Co.'s 
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' boxes. While escaping with his confederates, he is killed in 
a " fair fight *' by Kanaka Joe. Before his death he buries the 
stolen treasure. Found at Blazing Star. 

Cassidy. A trooper at Fort Biggs, the last whitb man to see 
Peter Atherly alive. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly. 

Castro, Don Jose. Friend of Governor Micheltorena. The 
Story of a Mine. 

Castro, Josita. One of Yerba's school friends, who encourages 
her notion of relationship to the Arguellos. A Ward of the 
Golden Gate. 

Castro, Jovita. The Mexican girl who betrays the Sobriente 
claim for her American lover. The Story of a Mine. 

Catlins, Sol. An aggressive and successful pioneer. In spite 
of Jeiinie Miller's contempt, he wins her by strategy. A 
Treasure of the Galleon. 

Cato. Courtland*s negro overseer. A leader of the negro voters 
at Redlands. After a quarrel with Higbee, the latter attempts 
his capture with bloodhounds. Sally Dows. 

Catron, Caroline. Roger Catron's wife. Roger Catro7i*s Fviend. 

Catron, Roger. After a life heretofore blameless and correct, 
he suddenly goes wrong, deserts his wife for another woman, 
and goes rapidly down hill. One day h© is picked out of the 
gutter and put in jail, and thence sent to an insane asylum. 
He escapes on the way, but is on the point of killing himself, 
when he comes to his senses, and seeks refuge in Captain 
Dick's cottage. That gentleman, in his own jbuniorous way, 
reinstates him in the good graces of his fellow-citizens and his 
wife. Roger Catron's Friend. 

Catron, Mrs. "Walker. Roger Catron's rich sister-in-law, who 
takes Mrs. Roger Catron into her family on the supposed death 
of Roger. Rof/er Catron^s Friend. 

Cecily. Dick Bracy's pretty cousin. She vists Dick and his 
Aunt Viney at the Hacienda de los Osos. A mutual interest 
soon ripens into love on both sides. The hacienda ghosts inter- 
fere with the course of true love, but the whole story of the 
mystery, as told by Dona Felipa Peralte, brings about a res- 
toration of their wavering affections, and sets matters right. 
The Mystery of the Hacienda. 

Chalker. Mr. Masterman's English groom. Mrs. Skaggs^s 
Husbands. 

Champney, Mr. An Englishman serving as "superintendent" 
on the Dows plantation. His love for his young mistress is 
hopeless and unselfish. Sally Doios, 
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Charles. See Thompson. 

Charley. See Mountain Charley. 

Cheek, Mr. Steward of H. M. S. Belcher. Mr. Midshipman 
Breezy {Condensed Novels). 

Cherokee Bob. A half-breed desperado, who blackmails Bland- 
ford and conducts an unsuccessful intrigue with Mrs. Demorest. 
The Argonauts of North Liberty. 

Cherokee Jack. A desperado, with a fondness for Dickens and 
a quiet fascination of manner. He gives the name of Kearney 
in introducuig himself. " Who was my Quiet Friend f " 

Cherokee Sal. The dissolute and irreclaimable mother of ^Hhe 
Luck." She dies in giving him birth. The Luck of Roaring 
Camp. 

Cherry. See Brooks, Miss Cherubina. 

Chlng Long. A Chinaman who captures the fair stranger for 
NN. NN (Condensed Novels). 

Chitterlings, Bromley. A six-and-a-half-year-old boy at Doem- 
ville Academy, when the story opens. A few years later he 
appears as the Boy Avenger and Pirate Prodigy sailing along 
the shores of Patagonia in a long, low, black schooner. The 
Hoodlum Band (Condensed Novels). 

Chivers, Godfrey. The spokesman of the baud of highway- 
men. In the pursuit of his vocation, his methods are chival- 
rous, his language oratorical. " For all his cynical levity, for 
all his affected exaggeration, there was the ring of an unmistak- 
able and even pitiable vanity in his voice, and a self-conscious- 
ness that suffused his broad cheeks and wreathed his full 
mouth." Some years before his appearance as a highwayman, 
he has met the wife of Collinson on her way to join her hus- 
band at his home in the Sierras, and she has become his 
mistress and an accomplice in his crimes. In a Hollow of the 
Hills. 

Christian, Captain. See Schwartz. 

Christie. See Carr. 

Chubb, Miss Clarissa. Mrs. Brimmer's satellite. On account 
af her irreproachable connections, she is worthy of her patron's 
notice. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Chubbuck, Milton. The assumed name of the poet of Sierra 
Flat, who is introduced as a bashful youth, with a weak face and 
moist, shy eyes like a rabbit's, who acts as cook in McCorkle's 
cabin. The poem, published in the " Sierra Flat Record " at 
advertising rates, makes a hit by its very worthlesauesa^ ^\jd. 
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tbe wbole community unite iu a mock adnlation of its author, 
who finally turns out to be a woman. The Poet of Sierra Flat. 

Chu Chu. Don Francisco's bucking Californian mustang ; a 
beautiful but wild and uncertain filly, whose only affection is 
for Consuelo Saltello. Chu Chu. 

Chu Chu. A " staid and respectable filly of American pedigree,'- 
who goes wild with excitement in the brisk air of the plains. 
Notes by Flood and Field. 

Chu Chu. A mule who likes to have her own way. JohnsorCs 
Old Woman. 

Cicely. See Preston. 

Circe, Miss. Succumbs to the childish charms of Johnnyboy. 
Johnnyhoy. 

Cissy. See Appleby, Lasham, and Trixit. 

Clara. See Santierra and Tretuerick. 

Clarence. See Brant. 

Clarissa. Lady Seliua's maid. Selina Sedilia {Condensed 
Novels). 

Clarissa. See Chubb. 

Clark, Sal. Mrs. Markle's maidservant. A sociable and sen- 
timental old maid. She imagines herself in love with Victor 
Kamirez, whom she believes to be an " Eyetalian," and, on his 
death, she arrays herself in mourning. Gabriel Conroy. 

Clarkson. A citizen of Angel's. The Transformation of Buck- 
eye Camp. 

Clay, Madison. A prosperous stock-raiser from Kentucky, 
who has family feuds. Salomy Janets Kiss. 

Clay, Salomy Jane. The handsome daughter of Madison. She 
kisses John Dart, a young horse-thief, in the hands of the Vigi- 
lants, because he has no friends to bid him good-by. He 
escapes and haunts the neighborhood to get a glimpse of her, 
and she finally elopes with him. Salomy Janets Kiss. 

Clementina. See Harkutt. 

Clifford, Tinky. A variety actress. Mr. Jack Hamlin's Medi- 
ation ; A Ward of Colonel Starbottle. 

Clinch, James. A most prosaic American business man, wfth 
a contempt for German moderation. He wanders through - 
Sammtstadt and visits a quaint dye-bouse, where a German 
maiden offers liim wine. Overcome by sleep, he learns in his 
drcai^s of the manners of his German ancestors. A Legend of 
Sammtstadt. 

Clmch^ Col, Ringwood. A typical colonel of the extreme 
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Wesfc. He is so sensible as to deliver a package of greenbacks 
when taken at a hopeless disadvantage, and proves his cour- 
age in the parsuit of the robbers as well as in checkmating 
the schemes of the express company's bullying agent. Snow- 
Bound at Eagle's. 

Clytemnestra. See MoftPHER. 

Cockey Wax. The sobriquet of the Colonel, who has a per- 
sonal difficulty with M tilled winey, which results disastrously. 
A Private's Honor (Condensed Novels). 

CoUinson, Sadie. The unfaithful wife of Collinson. Though 
hating her association with Chi vers, she sees no escape from 
her environment, and is unable to throw off the fascinating 
influence of her paramour. She travels under the pseudon3'iu 
of Mrs. Barker. In a Hollow of the HUls. 

Collinson, Beth. The proprietor of a rude hostelry in the 
Sierras. He has preceded his wife into the new West to make 
a home for her. There he waits for her coming, until hope is 
crushed by the rumor of her death. When his wife does ap- 
pear, stumbling upon his retreat by accident, " the man of 
simple directness and no imagination saw only his wife before 
him, — a little breathless, a little flurried, a little disheveled 
from rapid riding as he had sometimes seen her before, but 
otherwise unchanged." But the alterations in voice and man- 
ner caused by her reckless life with Chivers warn the husband 
that the wife of his young manhood is dead, though she appears 
visibly in the flesh. He dies in the belief that he has seen a 
vision. In a Hollow of the Hills. 

Colonel, The. See Cockey Wax. 

Colonel, The. The eldest of the four perplexed guardians of 
Fanny Meritoe. He does his part bravely, and contributes 
tales of adventure, and much useful information to the com- 
posite epistles. The Four Guardians of Lagrange. 

Concepcion. The housekeeper at Masterton's adobe. <'A 
wrinkled Indian woman, brown and veined like a tobacco leaf." 
A Convert of the Mission. 

Concha. An orphan Mexican girl of twelve, a mestiza, confided 
to the care of the kind-hearted Hoovers. They do their best 
for her, dress her by the schoolmaster's advice in Spanish fash- 
ion, and duly send her to school, accompanied by a vaquero, 
where she is languidly indifferent to her tasks, endeavors un- 
successfully to coquet with her master, and bewitches most of 
the children. One morning she does not appear, nor the ivftxfc^ 
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and, inquiries being made, the teacher finds that she has eloped 
with and married the vaquero. A Pupil of Chestnut Ridge. 

Concha. The old Mexican maidservant at the Kancho de los 
Cuervos. A Blue Grass Penelope. 

Concho. A siuiple-miuded Mexican miner, who possesses a 
large vocabulary of secular and ecclesiastical curses. Pedro 
strangles him to prevent him from claiming the mine. The 
Story of a Mine. 

Conroy, Gabriel. An uncouth but gentle giant, of superb 
physique, but modest and diffident in manner and perfectly 
simple and sincere in character. He escapes from Starvation 
Camp in the Sierras with his little sister Oily, and takes a 
squatter's claim at One Horse Gulch, where he finds a little 
gold, and where he earns a reputation as a nurse for the sick. 
Mme. Devarges, a divorcee and adventuress, learns of the pres- 
ence of silver in his claim, and, assuming the name of Grace 
Conroy, his sister, who is the real owner of the property by 
inheritance from Dr. Paul Devarges, begins proceedings against 
Gabriel, but, being saved by him from drowning, changes her 
mind and marries him instead. The silver is found, and 
Gabriel becomes rich. He is accused of killing his wife's for- 
mer suitor and accomplice, Victor Ramirez, and does all in his 
power to sacrifice himself in order to save her, whom he be- 
lieves to be the guilty person; but on the testimony of Henry 
Perkins, alias Henry Devarges, he is acquitted. He had mar- 
ried simply to give his little sister a companion, but the birth 
of a child draws him towards his wife, who has loved him for 
some time, though her motives in marrying him were wholly 
selfish. Gabriel Conroy. 

Conroy, Grace. Gabriel Conroy 's sister; fifteen years old 
' when the story opens, with an exquisite little figure, an oval 
face, and dark eyes shaded by long lashes. She escapes from 
Starvation Camp in the Sierras with her lover, Philip Ashley. 
At lier bidding, the latter, whose real name is Arthur Poinsett, 
returns to the camp to carry aid to the others, but he basely 
deserts her, and she seeks help at the Presidio at San G^ronirao. 
The Comandante, Don Josd Salvatierra, touched by her beauty 
and helpless condition, adopts her as his daughter, with the 
name Dolores. To conceal her identity and to give color to 
the story that she is Don Jose's daughter by an Indian prin- 
cess, her face is daily stained by her maid. After Don Jose's 
death she lives at the rancho in the role of reliffieuse, and is 
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famed throughout the country for her extraordinary beauty no 
less than for her good deeds, but later is reunited to her for* 
mer lover and becomes Mrs. Poinsett. Gabriel Canroy. 

Conroy, Mrs. Julie. See Devarges, Julie. 

Conroy, Olyxnpia. Younger sister of Grabriel and Grace Con- 
roy. A frank and impetuous little girl, devoted to her brother 
• Gabe with a half sisterly and bait' maternal affection. Gabriel 
Conroy, 

Consnelo. See Saltello. 

Consul, The. The American consul at St. Kentigern. He in- 
troduces Mr. Robert Gray to the Callenders, and watches the 
course of his true love for Ailsa. As a guest at Glenbogie 
House he has ocular evidence of the truth regarding a hinted 
scandal. He is consulted by the syndicate interested in the 
property of The McHulish. He advises the Desboroughs iu 
regard to their search for their English relations ; and later is 
a g^est, with the younger lady, at Scrooby Priory, and assists 
her in inventing pretexts for her sudden departure. Young 
Robin Gray ; A Rose of Glenbogie; The Heir of the McBulishes ; 
The Desborough Connections. 

Consul, The. The American Consul at Schlachtstadt. He 
gives up " Unser Karl " to the German military authorities, to 
serve his time in the army. Unser Karl. 

Cooledge, Jake, of Boston. A miner at Rough and Ready. 
Dick Spindler^s Family Christmas. 

Corbin, Jo. The gloomy, laconic, and ill-fated person who, being 
" drove hard by his partner, Tom JefFcourt," kills him with 
his own revolver, and spends the rest of his life in a patient 
expiation. The last act of this is the o^ering of himself iu 
JefFcourt's place to the Southern cause. When Jeffcourt's sis- 
ter, who has demanded this sacrifice and has come to release 
him from it, is killed by a bullet intended for him, he falls on 
his bayonet in final despair. Colonel Starbottle's Client. 

Coriander. See Lady Coriander. 

Corwin, Ezekiel. A shrewd, calculating, and self-sufficient 
Connecticut Yankee. He serves Blandford as " hired man " 
until the disappearance of the latter. Corwin then drifts to 
California, and does a thriving business with patent medicines 
among the unsuspicious iiatives. He assists Mrs. Demorest in 
a romantic escapade, and returns with her to North Liberty. 
The Argonauts of North Liberty. 

Cota. See Ramierez. 
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CQunt Ferdinand. See Godot, Sxkor. 

Conrtland, Colonel. Formerly a Union soldier. He becomes 
interested in Southern lands at a time when residence in the 
South is dangerous. As the manager of a land syndicate, he 
defends his interests witii great courage. Sally Dows, 

Coventry, Lady Caroline. A beautiful yonng lady, beloved 
by Faraday Little, whom she finally marries after a thrilling* 
balloon-voyage which she accidentully takes with him. Hand^ 
some is as Handsome does (Condensed Novels), 

Coyle, Golly. The only granddaughter of a somewhat vague 
clergyman, who exists with an aunt solely for Golly's epistolary 
purposes. She light-heartedly becomes a hospital nurse, a song 
and dance girl, and after much tribulation, has a gleam of 
common or ordinary sense, " chucks " her countryman, the only 
great novelist, and gets married in a natural, simple way like 
anybody else. Golly and the Christian (Condensed Novels'). 

Cranch, Jack. A blu£E seaman, not amenable to priestly in- 
fluence. He deserts his ship off the California coast, taking the 
captain's infant daughter with him in the dingy. Being pur- 
sued, he leaps overboard and makes his escape through the surf 
to shore, thinking the baby will be found by his pursuers ; but 
the boat is hidden in the fog, and he learns years afterwards 
that the child was given up for lost. He then devotes himself 
to seeking her, and at last finds her in* the role of acolyte at a 
mission, and with the name of Francisco. He also finds his 
happiness in Juanita, another foundling ga\ and the playmate 
of Francisco, and he carries the two away with him, the one as 
his wife and the other as his ward and the heiress to her dead 
father's wealth. At the Mission x)f San CarmeL 

Cressy. See McKinstry. 

Crosby, Jack. Chartered jester on the Excelsior. A flippant 
passenger and castaway at Todos Santos, whose humor oft 
bojT^uilos tlie weary way. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Culpepper. See Stakbottlk. 

Culpepper, Boone. A misanthrope, known from his solitary 
habits ns the " Kingfisher of Dedlow," who brings up his family 
in ooniplote isolation. His death is as lonely as his life, and his 
))(Hly is found floating in a skifip with a charge of buckshot 
throuo^h tho head and shoulders. The Heritage of Dedlow 
^farsh. 

Culpepper, Jim. Brought up as a misanthrope in his lonely life 
on Dodlow Marsh, his sudden admiration for the civilized pret- 
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tiness of Cicely Preston leads him to join the society of Log^ 
port. A wild career of dissipation brings him to the verge of 
suicide, from which he is saved at the eleventh hour. , The 
Heritage of Dedlow Marsh. 

Culpepper, Maggie. The lovely but uncivilized mistress of 
Dedlow Marsh. Thrown by an accident among the people of 
Logport, she at first scorns their attempted refinement and then 
yields to its attractions, until the spectacle of her brother's 
ruinous debauchery brings back a vehement love for the virtues 
of her primitive life. The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, 

Curson, Dick. A tall and strongly built man, with a '* small and 
handsome mouth that lisped except when he was excited," blue 
eyes, and " a perpetual smile of half-cynical good-humor." He 
is stabbed by his mistress, Teresa, in a fit of jealousy, but readily 
forgives her when he recovers. In the Carquvnez Woods. 

CurtiB, Major. A member of Brant's staff. Clarence. 

Curtis, Mammy. Katinka Jallinger's negro nurse. A Treasure 
of the Redwoods. 

Curtis, Elijah. The " town drunkard " of Tasajara. He escapes 
from his environment, takes the name of Fletcher, and in 
southern California regains his self-control. He attacks Har- 
court through his journal, and gives up the struggle only upon 
the appeal of Clementina. A ^irst Family of Tasajara. 

Custer, Harry J. A citizen from Scott's Camp, California. 
A member of the syndicate of speculators formed for the pur- 
pose of pushing Malcolm McHulish's claim to his ancestral 
estates. He accompanies the pretended heir to Scotland, where 
his reputation for shrewdness receives a severe blow in his deal- 
ings with the astute McFen. The Heir of the McHuiishes. 

Cutler, Mrs. The widow of the Sacramento partner of James 
Smith alias Farendell. When he is compelled to fly from the 
city on the eve of their marriage, and she discovers that he has 
lost all her money, and is, contrary to the general belief, still 
living, she retains her love for him and does not expose him. 
She tries with poor success to become an actress, and when he 
returns a prosperous man, she, fallen in every way, tawdry and 
poverty-stricken, pleads vainly her love and faithfulness. The 
Reincarnation of Smith. • 

Cyras. See Hawkins. 

Dabney, Ben, or " Uncle Ben." " His avuncular title ... an 
ironical tribute to his amiable incompetency and heavy gaQd!" 
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' nature." He belies his reputation by turning oat a man of 
considerable fortune, and declares bis real name to be Ben- 
jaqiin Daubigny. In love with Cressy, he takes to the copy- 
book to repair his education, and tries to make up the quarrel 
between her father and the " Harrisons " by buying the dis- 
puted boundary land. It afterwards appears that Ford has 
had an affair with Dabney's deserted wife in Missouri. Dabney 
uses this fact to Ford's disadvantage when he finds that the 
schoolmaster is in love with Cressy. Cressy. 

Dabney, Mrs. Ben. See Price, Lou. 

Daddy. See Downey. 

Dall, Mrs. A government Indian agent's wife, for whom the 
wretched Elijah Martin, figuring as the chief of the Minyo 
Indians, conceives an ungovernable passion. A Drift from 
JRedtcood Camp. 

Dan the Quartz Crusher. The original owner of Jinny. 
" Jitmy:* 

Dart, John. A young horse-thief, who is made another man by 
Salomy Jane*s kiss. At the risk of his life he ling^ers about her 
house till he can thank her. Ten years after their elopement 
aiul marriage he owns a stock farm in the Blue Grass country, 
ami his wife is famed for her beauty. Salomy Janets Kiss. 

D*Artagnan. One of the musl^eteers. The Ainety-Nine Guards' 
mefi ( ( \mtlensf*l Xoceh ) . 

Dashboard. ** The brilliant and fascinating." A yonng New- 
Yorker, who attempts with some success to make a butt of the 
Man fn>m Solano. The Alan from Solano. 

Daubigny, Benjamin. See Dabxet, Ben. 

Davis, Mamie. A frivolous neighbor of the Hayses. A Night 
at ** //t»vjt.** 

Davis, Seth. A country lout with whom Cressy makes np aH 
euipig^uuMit to excite the emulation of the new schoolmsister, 
whioh, however, ci>st$ U^th his own and her dismissal. After 
tho t'ugHgx^uieut is bn^ken and Cressy has returned to school, 
S<»th Khhumos Foni's mo$t dangerous rivsL He attempts the 
masterV UtV during the encounter between the McKinstry 
forvN>$ and thi» sheritfV pos.se« and afterwards, at the duel 
i^t;h vlo^ii^rus on thorn Ivth, secretly fires on McKinstry from 
Ivl.'.uvl Korxl, I "'><»<>. 

Da^RTS, Rev. Mr. l\iscv>r of the Presbyterian Charcb at Sandy 
KAr Ho tnos in v^in to mediate between York and Seotii 
Vw /.*kw "CsiHv:* /hit. 
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DawBon. Leader of the ambuscade at Wyuyard's Bar. The 
Sheriff of Siskiyou. 

Da^wson, Jim. An intelligent farm-hand who befriends Rose 
in sending for her father, and converses with Mrs. Randolph 
upon her erratic past. Through the Santa Clara Wheat. 

Dean, Abner. A ready man with his revolver. He informs 
Fluukett's fellow-citizens of the old man's deception. In 
" Cressy," he reappears as the Honorable Abner Dean, assem- 
blyman from Angel's, who writes an editorial for the Indian 
Springs *^ Star " on the occasion of the opening of the Eureka 
Ditch and the Big Bluff Extension. A Monte Flat Pastoral ; 
Cressy. 

Dean, Octavia. A pupil of the Indian Spring school, enamored 
of Rupert Filgee. Cressy. 

Deane, Gideon. A poor young Methodist preacher, who is at 
iirst discouraged because he has not the eloquence to sway men 
with his words ; but he saves a gambler from lynching by an 
act of unassuming courage, and his bravery, simplicity, unself- 
ishness, and delicate kindness convert the dying gambler and 
earn for himself the friendship of the influential Jack Hamlin. 
He gives up the prospect of becoming a successful preacher in 
order to care for the widow and the fatherless by marrying 
Mrs. Hiler. An Apostle of the Tules. 

Debs, John. An aged North-Countryman ; a park-keeper on the 
estate of Lord -Beverdale. The Desborough Connections. 

Deoker, Mrs. Elsie. A heartless, pretty, and hypocritical 
young woman, who encourages the attentions of John Oakhurst 
in order to divert any suspicions that her husband may enter- 
tain of her intimacy with Dick Hamilton. A Passage in the 
Life of Mr. John Oakhurst. 

Decker, Joseph. A master carpenter. The obtuse and 
blindly loving husband of a heartless and unfaithful wife. A 
Passage in the Life of Mr. John Oakhurst. 

Deeside, Lady. A clever and decorous coquette, who utilizes 
Mrs. MacSpadden as a shield for her intrigues. The consul 
receives by accident the rose and note intended for Kilcraitliie, 
and thus is able to detect her and assure MacSpadden of his 
wife's innocence. A Rose of Glenhogie. 

Deeside, Sir Allan. A confiding husband, who recites a mov- 
ing tale of a wife's unfaithfulness, while his own wife is pre- 
paring to meet the hot-headed Kilcraitliie. After the latter's 
encounter with the Frenchman, Deeside manceuvres to warn 
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MacSpadden of the danger which is really his own. A Rom 
of Glenhogie, 

De Ferri^res, ArmaLnd. A crazy Frenchman, who tries to con- 
ceal his age under a mask of cosmetics and elegit but fan- 
tastically old-fashioned clothes. He expresses himself in lofty 
language, and is proud of his position as a French gentleman, 
but secretly supports himself by menial work in the seclusion 
of liis room. Abner Nott persists in calling him Ferrers. 
A Ship of 49. 

De Haro, Carmen. A niece of Victor Garcia. " The whole 
expression of her face was piquancy that might be subdued by 
tenderness or made malevolent by anger." When she leatns 
that her skill with a pen has been used by her uncle for a 
dishonorable purpose, sbe uses her adroitness for the advan- 
tage of Thatcher. Her drooping eyelids and broken English 
are more effective in the congressional lobby than the expe- 
rience of Mrs. Hopkinson. She becomes the wife of Thatcher. 
The Story of a Mine. 

De Laine, Miss. A daughter of the famous house of Musslin, 
De Laine & Co' New York, who endeavors to patronize Miss 
Helen Maynard. Two Americans. 

Delatour, Mrs. A refined woman, who draws from nature all 
needful compensation for poverty and bereavement. As ** White 
Violet," the mysterious contributor to "The Excelsior Maga- 
zine," she stirs the self-complacency of Hamlin and attracts 
the rough but sympathetic Bowers to her side. In his affection 
ahe finds her " rest." A Sappho of Green Springs. 

Delatoi^r, Bob. The aggressive son of Mrs. Delatonr, who 
wonders what his " God-forsaken famerly " would do without 
him. His family regard him as a "limb." He alone knows 
the commercial value of poetry, and he straightway becomes 
a financier. Like all young people he yields to the charms of 
Jack Hamlin, who saves him from his first wrong-doing. A 
Sappho of Green Springs. 

Delatour, Cynthia. Eldest daughter of the Delatour family. 
She confronts the redoubtable Hamlin " with a certain dignity, 
half real, half affected, but wholly charming." A Sappho of 
Green Springs. 

Delatour, Eunice. Cynthia's sister, graced with a " piquant 
upper lip." A Sappho of Green Springs. 

Delfosse, Monsieur. A French guest at Gleubogie House. He 
J8 a riva) oi Kilcraithie for the favor of Lady Deeside. A 
Jiose of Glenbogie. 
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Demander. See Sharpk. 

Demoreat, Dick. A comrade of Blandford's youth. A chival' 
roiis but dissipated young man. He meets Joau Blandford by 
chaucd, aud, ignorant of her relation to his friend, learns to 
love her. He is persuaded by the frightened wife to leave 
Korth Liberty, but after the supposed death of her husband he 
returns to marry her. lu California, he discovers after some 
years the infidelity of the woman he loves, and relinquishes his 
claim upon her. The Argonauts of North Liberty. . 

Demorest, Mrs. Joan. See Blandford, Mrs. Joan. 

Demorest, Philip. A partner of George Barker. As extrava- 
gant in speech as he is honorable in conduct. The three miners 
are rewarded for their perseverance by the discovery of a rich 
** pocket." This good fortune enables Demorest to spend five 
years in European travel. On returning to California he is 
disillusioned as to the love affair which has been tp him a 
sacred memory, and he loses heavily in the trouble which comes 
to Stacy's bank. Barker's Luck ; Three Partners. 

Senise, Madame. One of the opera troupe entertained at Los 
Osos. A Maecenas of the Pacific Slope, 

Dennis. See McCaffrey. 

Dent, Ridgeway. An educated and brilliant young man, who 
falls in love with Jinny M'Closky at first sight. He is stabbed 
in the back by a rejected suitor of Jinny, but is nursed back to 
health by her and eventually becomes engaged to her. T'he 
Rose of Tuolumne. 

Denville, Terence. A daredevil Irish boy, who fights duels, 
distinguishes himself at Waterloo, and marries Blanche Sack- 
ville, the love of his youth. Terence Denville {Condensed 
Novels). 

Desborough, Mrs. The widow of a New Yoi-k millionaire of 
English birth. The Deshorough Connections. 

Desborough, Sadie. The daughter of Mrs. Desborough. Her 
mother and herself visit England and endeavor to learn some- 
thing about the hite Mr. Desborough's fuuiily connections. The 
ladies " get on " in English society, and are guests of Lord 
Beverdale at Scrooby Priory, and the son of the house is an 
admirer of Sadie. She accidentally discovers that the aged 
lalK)rer, Debs, is her grandfather. He suddenly dies, and the 
girl decides that she cannot marry Lord Algernon, leaves the 
Priory, and secretly accoujpaiiies the funeral of Debs, north- 
ward. The Desborough Connections. 
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Despard, Captain Jack. A product of the lawless and des- 
perate life of the pioneer cities ; a true man to his friends ; a 
desperado in the eyes of primitive justice. He is saved from 
drowning by Martin Morse, whom he in turn rescues from a 
similar death. He at last meets death by hanging. In Vie 
Tides. 

Devarges, Henry. Brother of Paul, with whose wife he has 
eloped, afterwards separating from her. He becomes an in- 
terpreter and translator of Spanish under the name of Henry 
Perkins. In this character he appears while at work as a 
frowzy and choleric old man ; in the afternoon he is the antique 
dandy, with dyed hair, cosmetics, and old-fasMoned clothes. 
He still loves Madame Devarges, or Mrs. Conroy, as she has 
become, and is jealous of her. His testimony as to the death 
of Ramirez acquits Gabriel, but the reader is left in doubt as 
to whether Devarges himself may not have been the real muf- 
derer after all. Gabriel Conroy. 

Devarges, Jnlie. Divorced wife of Dr. Paul Devarges ; a 
woman of many affairs, in which real love has played but a 
small part. Learning of her former husband*s discovery of 
silver and bequest of the land containing it to Grace Conroy, 
she assumes the latter's name and commences proceedings 
against Gabriel Conroy, who holds a squatter's title to the 
land ; but being saved from drowning by Gabriel, she abandons 
the plan and seeks to gain the same ends by marrying him. 
She comes to love him, however, as she has never loved before, 
and, after he is acquitted of the murder of her former lover, 
Victor Ramirez, a real affection for her is awakened in his 
heart by the birth of their child. She is a small, light-haired 
woman, with a pretty smile. Gabriel Conroy. 

Devarges, Dr. Paul. A distinguished naturalist, who has been 
unhappy in his domestic affairs. He joins Captain Conroy's 
unfortunate party of emigrants and dies of starvation in the 
Sierras, after telling Grace Conroy of his discovery of silver 
and bequeathing the land grant to her. Gabriel Conroy. 

*'Dewdrop, Dorothy." This is the pseudonym of the poetess 
who calls on Don Jose Sepulvida in response to his invitation. 
She is "a tall, large- featured woman, with an extraordinary 
quantity of blond hair parted on one side of her broad fore- 
head." Don Jos^ finds to his astonishment that her poetic 
woes are purely imaginary. .4 Knight Errant of the Foot-^ills. 

Dexter, Rev. Mr. A sententious elergvman resident in Lake^ 
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ville. He assists the Lane family in welcoming Uncle Sylves- 
ter. Their Uncle from California, 

Dick. The hostler who forms one of the party in pursuit of the 
robbers, and guides his companions through a severe snow- 
storm to Henuicker's mountain hostelry. Snow-Bound at 
Eagle's, 

Dick. See Boyle ; Bracy ; Curson ; Demorest ; Foun- 
tains ; Hall ; Keene ; Mattingly ; North ; Renshaw ; 
Sylvester ; Whiskey Dick. 

Dick, Captain. . See Macleod, Richard Graeme. 

DiggB, Dr. David. A surgeon who attends an elderly gentle- 
man suffering from acute hydrocephalus. No Title {Condensed 
Novels), 

Dimmick, Joe. A citizen of Simpson's Bar. How Santa Claus 
came to Simpson's Bar. 

Dimmidge, Eliza Jane. The wife of Micah, who inserts a de- 
fiant answeruig advertisement to his in the " Clarion ;" but the 
public refuse to believe in its authenticity. Mrs. Dimmidge, 
finding that jealousy caused her husband's outburst, is happily 
reconciled to him. The Boom in the " Calaveras Clarion.'' 

Dimmidge, Micah. He belongs to a settlement of English 
North-Country miners. His wife has quarreled with and left 
him ; and he inserts in the " Calaveras Clarion" a notice in the 
largest type, filling a column, that he will no longer be respon- 
sible for her debts, etc. ; thereby causing an unprecedented sale 
of the paper. The Boom in the " Calaveras Clarion." 

Dim^wood, Flora. The pretty, high-spirited niece of Snapshot 
Harry, who, though entirely loyal to her uncle, feels keenly the 
stigma which his mode of life sets upon her. She proves a 
friend in need to the courageous young expressman, Brice, who 
speedily and permanently finds favor in her eyes. A Niece 
of Snapshot Harry's. 

Dimwood, Henry. A dashing highwayman known as Snapshot 
Hatry. Though he has more than once " held up " Yuba Bill's 
coach, that wortliy testifies that " Harry is a clean fighter, with 
no underhand tricks." A Niece of Snapshot Harry's. 

Dingwall, Mr. An Englishman, the deputy manager of the 
San Francisco bank in which Randolph Trent is employed. 
Trent's Trust. 

Dittmann, Helling. A German ; a witness for the defense in 
the murder trial. Gabriel Convoy. 

Dobbs, Expectant. At first Congressman GasUwvWV?. y^\n^^^ 
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secretary, regarding his patron ** with a certain dog-like ezpee> 
tancy." Later he appears as a meek and hopeful o£Bce-8eeker, 
dependent upon Gashwiler and lingering in Washington from 
mouth to mouth, comforting himself with promises and the 
recollection of past oratorical triimiphs in Remus. TTie Story 
of a Mine; The Office-Seeker. 

Dobbs, Mrs. Fannie. The wife of Expectant Dobbs. In the 
last hours of the " office-seeker " she joins him. The Office- 
Seeker, 

Dobbs, Mrs. Eugenia Neworth's aunt. A Jack and Jill of the 
Sierra.^. 

Dobbs, Professor. A geologist, a friend and admirer of Mrs. 
Enriquez Saltillo. He is the scientific adviser of the El Bolero 
mining company, and falsifies his report to suit the wishes of 
the majority of the board, and for an augmented fee. The 
Passing of Enriquez. 

Doctor, the. An excellent raconteur, who cannot brook any in- 
terruption whatever, not even an expi'ession of interest, so that 
his friends preserve a complete and apparently inattentive 
silence whenever he shows signs of having a story to tell, and 
throughout the telling of it. A Ghost of the Sierras. 

Dodd, James. An officious deputy-sheriff ; later, a *' road- 
agent." Jessie Mayfield overhears a tumultuous interview 
between this officer and Jeff Briggs. By strategy she settles 
the obligation and outwits Dodd. In the second phase of his 
career, he, with other robbers, attacks the stage-coach on which 
Jeff is express messenger, and captures the gold dust, but after- 
wards yields it up on the payment of twenty thousand dollars. 
Jeff Briggs^s Love Story. 

Dodd, William. A teamster, who presents her first dull to 
Mary Foulkes. A Mother of Five. 

Dolores. Colonel Starbottle's lady (?) friend, whose nndesira^ 
ble presence at a dancing-party brings about two duels and two 
deaths. The Romance of Madrono Hollow. 

Dolores. Teiesa's friend and correspondent. In the Carqtdnez 
Woods. 

Dolores. See Salvatierra. 

Dominico. See Father Dominico. 

Dofia Clara. See Santierra. 

Dofia Dolores. See Salvatierra. 

Dofia Pelippa. See Peralte. 

Dofia IsabeL See Ramirez. 
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Dofia Maria. See iSaltonstall and Sepulvida. 

Dofia Ursula. The duenna of Do&a Isabel; with 'Miscreet 
and mercenarily averted orbs." The Crusade of the Excelsior^ 

Don Caasar. See Alvarado and Briones. 

Don Francisco. See Grett. 

Don Jos^. See Salvaiierra ; Santierra ; Sepulvida ; Wiles 

Don Juan. See Briones and Salvatierra. 

Don Miguel. See Briones. 

Don Pedro. See Kuiz. 

Don Ramon. See Ramirez. 

Dorman, Low. A young half-breed, son of a white man and. a 
Cherokee woman. His name among the Indians is L'Eau Dor- 
niante. He is a man of iiue physique and superior mental 
abilities, very simple and straightforward, and wholly lacking 
any sense of humor. He lives encamped in a hollow tree in 
the Carquiuez Woods, where he indulges his taste for solitude 
and botany, and collects plants and animals for a scientific 
society. He harbors the fugitive Teresa, with whom he falls 
in love after being jilted by Miss Wynn, and with whom he 
perishes in a forest fire. In the Carquinez Woods. 

Dornton, Bobby. The little son of Sir John Dornton, the 
child of a private marriage, confided, after his mother's death, 
to the care of Miss Avondale. His uncle afBrms the boy's 
illegitimacy, and the delicate child dies before his father can 
assert his claims. Trends Trust. 

Dornton, George. A professional gambler and notorious duel- 
ist, known as "Gentleman George." His characteristics are 
"coolness, courage, and almost philosophic fatalism." He is a 
faithful friend to Tappiugton Brooks. After the Vigilance 
Committee has routed the gambling fraternity out of Sau 
Francisco, he reappears as a dashing stockbroker, and is re- 
ported as being about to marry Mrs. Brooks. A Secret of Tele- 
graph Hill. 

Dornton, Sir John. A born wanderer, with a passion for the 
sea. When he falls heir to the f?.,mily title and estate, he has 
not been heard from for years. His younger brother concludes 
very hastily that he was a man found drowned at San Fran- 
cisco, shortly after Sir John's interview with Randolph Trent, 
and assumes the elder's heritage. For the sake of his son, John 
Dornton wavers in his determination not to declare liimself, hue 
after tiie child's death he feels free to follow his own incriiia* 
tions, and disappears finally. Trent's Trust. 



314 l^DEX TO CHARACTERS 

Dcrnton, Sir William. The younger brother of Sir John, an 
ill-conditioned man in disposition and habits. Before leaving 
England for the last time, his brother endeavors to have a 
private interview with the holder of his title, but William, ter- 
rified at the sight of him, falls into a fit from which he never 
recovers. Trent^s Trust. * 

Dorotea. See Saltonstall. 

Dow^ney, Daddy and Mammy. An aged and saintly couple, 
the pets of the mining-camp at Rough-and-Ready. They live 
on the bounty of their neighbors, and Daddy is made postmas- 
ter and treasurer of certain charitable funds. After five years 
they suddenly disappear, and the funds disappear at the same 
time. It then comes out that Mammy's real name is Greorge 
F. Fenwick, and Daddy's is Jem Flauigan, and that both are 
actors and swindlers from Australia. Two Saints of the Foot' 
Hills, 

Dows, Captain Masterton. Sally's father ; a Southern land- 
owner. He " never lifted his head again after Richmond was 
taken, and drank himself to death." Colonel Starbottle^s Client; 
Sally Dows. 

DcwB, MisB Mirandy. A Southern gentlewoman, Miss Sally's 
aunt and guardian. Her " old beliefs had given way to a half 
cynical acceptance of new facts." Sally Dows. 

Dows, Sally. A vivacious Kentucky girl, cousin to the Jeff- 
courts. In ** Colonel Starbottle's Client," she conducts a reli- 
gious correspondence with Cor bin, and awakens in her cousin 
Julia a jealousy which prompts a violent attack upon that inno- 
cent and unsuspecting man. After the war, somewhat sobered 
by responsibilities, she prefers business to sentiment, and con- 
ducts her plantation according to Northern methods, protecting 
herself the while against a multitude of suitors. She saves 
Courtland's life, endangering her own, and at last yields her 
independence and surrenders to the Northerner. Colonel Star^ 
bottlers Client ; Sally Dows. 

Drake, Mrs. Abner. A sympathetic widow, who pays a visit 
of condolence to Mrs. Pulaski Wade. A Widow of Santa Ana 
Valley. 

Drake, Francis Horatio Nelson. A friend of Lord Brown* 
stone Ewer. Golly and the Christian (Condensed Novels). 

Drummond, Cyrus. A Northern capitalist, who visits Red* 
lands with Courtlaud. In contrast witli the latter, he is strongly 
affected by sectional prejudice. Sally Dows. 
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X>mmmond, Peter. A facetious miner and comrade of Beard 
at Blazing Star. Found at Blazing Star. 

Duchesne, Dr. A pioneer physician -and surgeon, resident at 
different times in various towns and mining-camps of California. 
** Of a naturally refined nature and liberal education," frank, 
fearless, and skillful; popular with men, women, and children. 
We first find him the resident physician of Smith's Pocket, 
where he becomes a friend of the schoolmaster, Mr. Gray, to 
whom he reveals his suspicious of M'liss's connection with her 
father's death. In " The Man on the Beach," he attends the 
baby and James North in their respective illnesses. While at 
Brown's Ferry, he attends Mornie Nixon, and saves the lives 
of the Twins of Table Mountain by his courage, presence of 
mind, and knowledge of human nature. In *^ A Millionaire of 
Rough and Ready," he treats poor Slinn, the paralytic. In 
" Cressy," he extracts the ball from McKinstry's hip after the 
duel. In " The Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge," he attends Jose- 
phine Forsyth's wounded' stranger. While stationed at Buck- 
eye Camp, he attends the wounded Saunders and Shuttle worth 
and covers their discomfited retreat. In "A Convert of the 
Mission," his advice to the nervously exhausted circuit preacher, 
Stephen Masterton, brings about a wonderful cure. He at- 
tends Martin Morse, at the request of Jack Despard, and 
brings him safely through an attack of "tule fever." He 
enlightens a company of miners regarding the nature ^of the 
Chinese medicines they have been buying from See Yup. He 
attends little Florry Fraser in her last illness. As the physi- 
cian of Chris Calton he highly appreciates the intelligence and 
capability of Miss Trotter. He is the highly regarded medical 
attendant of Mrs. Rivers of Windy Hill Rancho, and he sends 
Mr. Hamlin to her house to complete his recovery after a 
serious illness. In "Gabriel Conroy," he is surgeon to the 
relief party which visits Starvation Camp, and he attends Jack 
Hamlin in his failing health and on his deathbed. MHiss ; The 
Man on the Beach ; The Twins of Table Mountain ; A Million- 
aire of Rough-and'Ready ; Cressy ; The Chatelaine of Burnt 
Ridge ; The Transformation of Buckeye Camp ; A Convert of the 
Mission; In the Tules ; See Yup; The Youngest Prospector in 
Calaveras; Mr. Bilson^s Housekeeper; The Convalescence of 
Jack Hamlin ; Gabriel Conroy, 

Dnchess, The. See SohO. 

puchess. The. " The superlative of beauty, wealth, and posi« 
tion." Lothaw {^Condensed Novels)* ^ 
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^Duchess, The." One of the outcasts; a young woman of na 
reputation. She and the others carefnlly keep all knowledge 
of their real character from Piney Woods, and she and Finey 
perish from cold and hunger in each other's arms. The Out' • 
casts of Poker Flat. 

DuflEy. One of the defrauded mining partners of Smith, alias 
Farendell. He aids the impoverished and forsaken Mrs. Cut- 
ler, but his heart is given to Mrs. Smith, who, when she i& 
assured of her faithless husband^s death, rewards his long cod«> 
stancy . The Reincarnation of Smith, 

Dumont, Jack. Miss Sally's cousin. A young Frenchman in- 
terested in the Freedman's cause. As a member of the Dows 
family, he takes part in the family feud, and uses a " scatter 
gun " upon Higbee. Sally Dows, 

Dumphy, Mrs. Jane. Peter's wife ; one of the starving emi- 
grants. Crazed by hardship, slie carries a bundle of rags, which 
takes the place in her mind of her dead child. She dies after 
seeing a vision of the rescuing party. Gabriel Conroy, 

Dumphy, Peter. He deserts the starving band of emigrants on 
learning of a mysterious something hidden by Dr. Devarges. 
He escapes, and the information which he gets from Dr. 
Devarges's cache as to the location of gold and silver stands 
him in such good stead that in five years he has accumulated 
millions, and is a leading banker and capitalist of San Fran- 
cisc6. His brusqueness gives him an undeserved reputation 
for frankness and honesty. "To a conceit that was so out- 
spoken as to be courageous, to an ignorance that was so freely 
and shamelessly expressed as to make hesitating and cautious 
wisdom appear weak and unmanly beside it, Mr. Dumphy 
added the rare quality of perfect unconscientiousness unmixed 
with any adulterating virtue." He is always loud and emphatic 
in his enthusiasm for California. Gabriel Conroy, 

Duncaster, Lord. An anglicized Scot. The McHulish lands 
form a part of his estate, and he is The McHulish. The Heir 
of the McHulishes, 

Dunn, Jim. Sheriff of Yolo, shot and wounded by the escaping 
Teresa. One of Miss Nellie Wynn's suitors, and being pos- 
sessed of worldly goods, the one most favored by her father, as 
well as by the young lady herself in her more serious moments. 
He is honest and no coward. He perishes iu the forest fire 
which burns the Carquinez Woods. In the Carquinez Woods. 

Dunshunner. Lord. An impocunious Englishman, whose title 
attracts Louise Macy. A Phyllii of tke Sierras. 
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Du Page, Marie. A schoolmate of Miss Kitty Lane. A favor- 
ite and the prospective heir of Enoch Lane. The dramatic 
artifices of <^ Uncle Sylvester " at first alarm her ; she then 
becomes curious as to his intentions, aud in the end begs for- 
giveness for her distrust. The fortune unearthed proves to be 
the legacy bequeathed her by Enoch Lane. Their Uncle from 
California, 

Bdgardo. Lady Selina's lover, with a past as shady as hers. 
He engages Burke the Slogger to wreck the train which is 
bringing his wife to Sloperton Grange, and, failing in this, he 
employs another villain for a similar dire purpose and with 
better success. He perishes with Lady Selina in the explosion 
which ruins the church where they have gone to be married, 
Selina Sedilia {Condensed Novels), 

Edward. See Sir Edward. 

Eleanor. See Keene. 

Elijah. See Curtis and Martin. 

Elisha. See Bragos. 

Elsbeth. See Princess Alexandrine Elsbeth Marie Ste> 

PHANIE VON WeSTPHALEN-AlSTADT. 

Elsie. See Decker and Kirkby. 

Emile. See L'Hommadieu. 

Enriquez. See Saltello. 

Esteban. See Padre Esteban. 

Eunice. See Delatour. 

Euphemia. See HAUKUTtr. 

Eversleigh, Sibyl. An attractive young English girl, the cousi^^ 
and heiress of the Dorutons. She is at first interested iv. 
Randolph Trent as the last person to have seen Sir John alive;, 
and later for himself ; and when he visits her at Dornton Hall 
after her supposed accession to the estate, she confides to 
him that like her cousin, she cares nothing for the inheritann.^. 
Later Sir John lets her know of his existence, but begs her to 
retain the estate, as the course best pleasing to himself. She 
travels extensively in search of him, travels afterward shared 
^ by her husband. Years later, she and her family become the 
occupants of Dornton Hall. Trends Trust. 

Ewer, Lord Brownatone. The recreant lover of Jinny Jones, 
Gdly and the Christian {Condensed Novels), 

Expectant. See Dobbs. 

Ezekiel. Sec Corwin. 
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Fagg, David. " He was a good sort of fellow, "but he Inckcd 
manliness and spirit.'' After achieving wealth by a stroke of 
luck, he falls in love with Miss Nellie Kobins, but finding her 
more interested in Rattler than in him, he lends that gay 
deceiver money enough to set him up in business and enable 
him to marry. He then leaves for his home in the East, but is 
lost at sea on the way. The Man of No Account, 

Fairfax. See Munroe. 

Fairfax, Captain. The favored suitor of Miss Georgia Piper. 
The Youngest Miss Piper. 

Fairfax, Mrs. An ardent Virginian secessionist and "disciple" 
of Marion. She leaves her husband because of his indolence 
in furthering the "cause," and assists Marion in California. 
Mrs. Bunker is used to forward correspondence between them. 
The Conspiracy of Mrs. Bunker. 

Fairley, Bob. David Fairley's runaway son, still loved and 
looked for by his sister Flip. Known in Sonora as Bob Ridley, 
and killed by Lance Harriott, who, ignorant of his victim's 
identity, undertakes a search for Fairley after meeting Flip. 
Flip : A California Romance. 

Fairley, David. A querulous old charcoal-burner. He is de- 
ceived by the appearance of rock crystals in his charcoal-pits, 
and believes that he has discovered the secret of diamond- 
making. Over his slovenly ways Flip watches, through the 
days of her childhood, for to her he is "dad" and family. 
The murder in the cabin completes the wreck of his mind. 
Flip : A California Romance. • • 

Fairley, Flip. The child of David Fairley. A little freckled 
nymph of the mountains, who fears neither man nor nature. 
Through love of a renegade brother, she ministers to homeless 
tramps and Chinamen, hoping that some day the prodigal may 
stray into her caiion, or that " some o' these chaps might run 

. across brother and do him a good turn for the sake of me." 
Harriott's frank and careless manner wins her childish affec- 
tion, and she protects him from discovery. During the suc- 
ceeding six months, Harriott sends her finery in which she 
decks herself, and, Cinderella-like, forgets the misery of hoipe 
life. This experience and her love for the desperado hasten 
her dawning womanhood. She dies with Harriott, suffocated 
in her father's charcoal-pit. Flip : A California Romance. 

Fall, "William. Known in Cedar Camp as Uncle Billy. He and 
his partner. Uncle Jim, had long lived together and owned 
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everything in common save their blankets, and went through 
an unchanged routine daily. Uncle Jim, aroused to a sense 
of the futility of their lives, leaves everything to his partner 
and goes to San Francisco. Later Uncle Billy makes a great 
strike, and with a draft for twenty thousand dollars goes in 
search of Uncle Jim, to save whose pride. Fall deliberately and 
secretly loses most of the money. Uncle Jim and Uncle Billy, 

Falloner, Robert. A lucky miner, who generously sends a re- 
mittance to the little brother and sister of an unlucky one, who 
is at the point of death. Later, in traveling through the West, 
he stops at the town where they live to tell them of their loss, 
but by their friends he is supposed to be the brother himself. 
He accepts the situation for the time, takes charge of the chil- 
dren, and after the death of the little girl, he adopts the boy as 
his brother. Jimmy*8 Big Brother from California, 

Fantine. A beautiful blonde of sixteen. " One of those women 
who do wrong in the most beautiful and touching manner." 
Fantine (Condensed Novels), 

Faquita. Maruja's coquettish maid, employed by her mistress 
in matters of trust. Maruja. 

Faraday. See Little. 

Farendell, James. See Smith. 

Farquier, Roger. A Washington departmental clerk and a 
dignified Southern gentleman reduced in circumstances. At 
the boarding-house conducted by himself and his wife live Mr. 
and Mrs. Hopkinson. The Story of a Mine. 

Father Dominico. A priest of the mission of San Felipe. 
Three Partners, 

Father Felipe. The family priest of the Sepulvidas. lie takes 
a more than paternal interest in the safety of Don Josh's life 
and property. A Knight- Errant of the Foot-Hills. 

Father Felipe. Priest of the Mission of San Antonio. An old 
man, gentle, courteous, and refined in manner and beariug, but 
unpicturesque and old-fashioned in dress, lie is the friend and 
counselor of Doiia Dolores Salvatierra*. Gabriel Conroy, 

Father Jos^ Antonio Haro. See Hard. 

Father Pedro. The padre at San Carmel, to whom Sanchioha 
brings the little foundling. He adopts the little girl into the 
service of the Church, concealing her sex under the name of 
Francisco, and taking upon himself the entire care of the child. 
He brings her up as an acolyte, and loves her witli all a father's 
love. It is only after many struggles and subterfuges that bft 
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is prevailed upon to confess the truth and give her up to Craneh, 
her rightful guardian.' At the Mission of San Carmel. 

Father Pedro. One of Clarence Brant's instructors at the 
Jesuits* College. A Waif of the Plains. 

Father Sobriente. The principal of the Jesuits' College at San 
Jos^. The good padre, who is aware of the parentage of his 
pupil Clarence Brant, treats him with great tact and tender- 
ness. A Waif of the Plains, 

Father. See Padre. 

Faulkner. A partner of Jack Fleming. A Treasure of the 
Redwoods. 

Faulkner, Miss Matilda. A young Southern woman, whose 
zeal for tlie " cause " leads her to enlist as a Confederate spy. 
Under the pretext of preserving family papers, she enters 
Brant's headquarters, and from " Gray Oaks " maintains a sys* 
tem of signals with the enemy. But with the growth of her 
love for Clarence, she regrets her share in his undoing and con- 
fesses to him. Clarence, perceiving that she is but a tool ic 
the hands of a seeming mulatto woman, who eventually proves 
to be his wife, gives the girl a "safe-conduct" to Washingfton. 
At the close of the war, in which his wife is killed, she marries 
him. Clarence. 

Faulkner, Ned. A chivalrous and peculiarly sensitive young 
man, who, driven by the dishonesty of others to "take the 
road," finds himself in an equivocal position witli the yonng 
woman whom he loves. Happily, the outcome of the story 
mends his fortunes. Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Fauquier, Brant. See Brant, Hamilton. 

Fauquier, Jim. A sententious resident of Blazing Star. Found 
at Blazing Star. 

Felipa. See Peralte. 

Felipe. See Father Felipe. 

Fenwick, Greorge F. See Downey, Daddy and Mammy. 

Ferdinand. See Godoy. 

Fergus, Simon. A vin'dictive old man, who prays at the camp^ 
meeting for "justification by faith," while his shot>gun is still 
in his wagon. An Apostle (f the Tules. 

Ferriferes. See De Ferrieres. 

Filgee, H. G. Father to Rupert and Johnny. Cressy. 

Filgee, Jack. An admirer of Polly Harkness, shy and timid 
when sober and quite unpresentable at other times. An Es^ 
meralda of Rocky Cafion. 
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fUgee, Johnny. Rupert's younger brother. A youthful gos- 
sip, who, concealed in a tree, witnesses the duel between Mc- 
Kinstry and Ford, and sees Davis fire on McKinstry. Cressy. 

Filgee, Rupert. The most promising pupil of the Indian 
Spring school. A handsome youth, adored by the girls, whom 
he despises. He assists " Uncle Ben " at the copy-book, and 
afterwards, when the latter leaves Indian Spring for Sacra- 
mento in his character of man of fortune, accompanies him as 
private secretary. Cressy, 

Fitz-Fulke, Lady. Whose mother was immortalized by Byron ; 
she hopes that near the Sphinx, she may pass for being young. 
Zut-Ski {Condensed Novels). 

Fitz-Fulke, Lord. The son of the elderly-youthful lady. Zut- 
Ski (Condensed Novels). 

Fitz Harry, the Hon. Captain. A visitor at Oldenhurst, ad' 
dieted to foraging on the sideboard. A Phyllis of the Sierras, 

Flanigan, Jem. See Downey, Daddy and Mammy. 

Flash, Hon. Jackson. Has a bloodless rencontre with Colonel 
Starbottle. An Episode of Fiddletoivn. 

Flash-in-the-Pan. The ghost of an Elizabethan sailor, who 
appears to be "a man of choleric humor." The Legend of 
Devil's Point. 

«* Fleas in the Blanket." The sobriquet of a "friendly" 
Indian, who acts as a spy for his fellows in the matter of the 
attack on the Sage Wood coach. Later, Dick Boyle discovers 
the man crawling towards the abandoned coach containing Miss 
Cantire, and kills him noiselessly. Dick Boyle's Business Card, 

Fleet, Joe. The youngest of the four guardians of Fanny 
Meritoe. He is responsible for tlie sentiment in the composite 
letters sent to her, and in the end appears to have had some 
private correspondence with her. The Four Guardians of 
Lagrange. 

Fleetwood, Captain. An officer at Fort Biggs, who commands 
the company sent to avenge the death of the Atherlys. The 
Ancestors of Peter Atherly. 

Fleming. A jovial teamster, the father of Julian. A Tale of 
Three Truants. 

Fleming, John. A good-looking, well-bred miner, young, hope- 
ful, and inefficient. Ho borrows a pan of Miss Jallinger for 
prospecting purposes, and at a second meeting she shows him 
gold near her fatlier's cabin. The father passes the strike over 
to Jack when he becomes Jallinger's sou-in-lavf . A Trea^ut^ ^ 
Ihe Bed woods. 
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Fleming, Julian. A lanky giant of seventeen, who was present 
as referee at a fight between two younger pupils of the Hem- 
lock Hill school, for the " Kingship " of Table Ridge. The 
boys are caught in a heavy snowstorm, are carried down the 
mountain side by an avalanche, enter the buried cabin of a 
tunnel-man by the chimney, finding there food and shelter, and 
finally make their way to school after an absence from home of 
fifty hours. A Tale of Three Truants. 

Fletcher. See Curtis, Elijah. 

Fletcher, Captain. A miner at Sawyer's Ledge. Jimmy's Big 
Brother from California. 

Fletcher, Judge. Supposed to be a suitor for the hand of Miss 
Trotter. Mr. Bilson's Housekeeper, 

Flint. While employed as a carpenter by the Lanes, he dis- 
covers a bricked closet, containing a fortune in louis d'or. 
The coins are removed during frequent visits, and are placed iu 
circulation in California, whence Sylvester Lane traces them 
back to their source. Their Uncle from California. 

Flint, Dick. One of the committee of the Excelsior Company. 
l^ke Goddess of Excelsior. 

Flint, Harry. A penniless young man, who closely resembles 
Shelby Fowler, and is persuaded by circumstances to assume 
his name. This event heralds his prosperity. Among Fowler's 
effects he discovers several " daguerreotypes of pretty faces, 
one of which was singularly fascinating to him." A year 
later he encounters in England the original of the portrait, and 
learns that he bears her brother's name. Out of a Pioneer's 
Trunk. 

Flip. See Fairley. 

Flirtia, the Princess. Cousin of the King of Trnlyruralania. 
She concludes to marry Duke Michael, owing to the confusion 
arising from there being so many of Rupert. Rupert the Re- 
sembler {Condensed Novels). 

Flora. North's aged Indian handmaid. The Man on the Beach, 

Fludder. One of the " Red Gulch Contingent," who are hosts 
at the picnic given in honor of the Piper family. The Youngest 
Miss Piper. 

Flynn, Senator. A dispenser of official patronage. John 
Milton Harkutt declines the " government berth " tendered by 
the Senator at the suggestion of Mrs. Ashwood. A First 
Family of Tasajara. 

Ftynu, Tom, A miner from Virginia ; a '* good-natured bos 
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not over-bright giant," with a blond mustache. Horn Santa 
Claus came to Simpson* s Bar ; The Fool of Five Forks. 

Flynn, Tom. A San Francisco gambler. He is deceived by- 
Flint's resemblance to Fowler, and buys at an auction sale the 
latter's portmanteau, which he presents to Flint. Upon his 
advice the young man assumes the name of the man whom he 
resembles. Out of a Pioneer^ s Trunk. 

Flynn, Tom. Tlie betrothed of Jinney Jules, whom, with 
Heramingway, he rescues from the floating cabin. When the 
Waters were up at " Jules*.^* 

Plynn, Tom. See Brant, Colonel Hamilton. 

Folinsbee, Old Man. A Yankee in California. The Romance 
of Madrono Hollow. 

Folinsbee, Jack. Son of "old man Folinsbee.'* He is instru- 
mental in having Colonel Starbottle and his •mistress ejected 
from a ball-room. The affair results in a duel with Culp??pper 
Starbottle, in which the latter is killed, and in another with the 
gallant colonel, who kills Folinsbee. The Romance of Madrono 
Hollow. 

Folinsbee, Jack. A handsome but worthless young man, who 
has wrecked his health and his fortune by dissipation and gam- 
bling. He makes love to the heiress, Peggy Moffatt, who loves 
him much better than he deserves. He dies, fortunately for 
both, before he can redeem his promise to Jack Hamlin to 
marry her. An Heiress of Red Dog. 

Folinsbee, Miss Jo. Daugliter of " old man Folinsbee ; " a 
pretty and attractive girl, with a chip hat and blue ribbons. 
She is much admired in the settlement. In " The Iliad of 
Sandy Bar," she is called the Lily of Poverty Flat. " The Ro- 
mance of MadroSo Hollow " records the story of young Cul- 
pepper Starbottle's love for her. The Iliad of Sandy Bar; 
The Romance of Madrono Hollow. 

Folinsbee, John. A miner who has made his " pile " in Cali- 
fornia, and who, to please the boys, hunts up Peter Schroeder 
in the Fatherland. Peter Schroeder. 

Folsom, Daddy. A we«ik, but emotional and agpfrossively 
hopeful neighbor, who cares for Dick Lasham in his last illneas> 
writing a letter in the dying boy*s name to his little brother 
and sister. Jimmy^s Big Brother from California. 

Fontonelles, The Comtesse de. The mother of Rcnee. The 
Strange Experience of Alkali Dick. 

Fontonelles, Ren^e de. Tlie young daughter of the houset 
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who sees Alkali Dick by moonlight in the garden of the Chatean 
de Fontonelles, and thinks him the spirit of a long dead an- 
cestor. She bravely addresses him, but faints when he \itten 
the only French word applicable to his Eituatiou that he can 
remember, " Perdu." Unseen he carries her into the house, 
where he meets the gaze of the portrait of the Comte Armand, 
extraordinarily like himself. The Strange Experience of Alkali 
Dick. 

Poo-Yup. The Chinese servant at The Lookout. A Phyllis of 
the Sierras. 

Ford, Mistress. A patrician dame of Mon-Is County ; a warm- 
hearted advocate of the Continental cause. Thankful Blossom. 

ford, Jack. A sentimental youth of twenty, master of the In- 
dian Spring school. He is in love with Cressy, though he lacks 
the resolution to love her openly, or to promise her marriage. 
After extricating himself from many difficult situations, into 
which the jealousy of her other lovers and the falseness of his 
own position place him, he is considerably surprised by Cressy's 
marriage to Joe Masters. Cressy. 

jf ord, John. Nicknamed *' The Old Man." An energetic, gen- 
erous, and sensitive boy of nineteen, one of the partners of the 
Lone Star Claim, and the life of the cabin. The four others, 
a lazy and shiftless set, are on the point of deserting him, when 
a stroke of luck puts him into prospective possession of a for- 
tune. He determines to share it with his partners, but the 
gold is buried by a landslide before they can reach it. The 
occurrence restores harmony, however, and points the way to 
prosperity. Left out on Lone Star Mountain. 

Forester, Amy. The pretty daughter of a man of bnsiness 
importance, who marries Tenbrook, a miner, whom she jfirst 
meets on a night when her fatlier and herself are snow-bound 
near liis lonely cabin. A Night on the Divide. 

Forester, Jenny. A gay youug schoolmarui of San Francisco^ 
The Fool of five Forks. 

Forrest, Charlotte. A young American girl, a born artist, who 
sketclies a fountain in the beautiful garden of Domesday 
Abbey, not knowing that the half-seen figure of a sea-god is in 
reality a handsome fellow-countryman, who had ventured to 
• plunge into the basin and been surprised there. From the 
sketch she makes a study in oils which is greatly admired, and 
is bought by Mr. Jackson Potter of Chicago. Wishing to re- 
purchase the picture she call? on the gentleman, to recognize 
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him as her antique statue. By their marriage they both own 
the masterpiece. A Vision of the Fountain, 

Forsyth, Lieutenant. A gallant young ofticer at Fort Biggs. 
The Ancestors of Peter Atherly, 

Forayth, Josephine. • An energetic young woman who succeeds 
to her uncle's estate at Burnt Ridge, and carries on its business 
with masculine independence. Her womanly sympathies are 
• first aroused by the stranger whom she finds wounded and un- 
conscious in the road, and helps to nurse through an operation 
and an imbecile convalescence. The Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge, 

Forsyth, Stephen. Josephine's good-for-nothing brother. He 
throws Randolph from the ledge on the night of the accident in 
order to regain the money which the latter has won from him 
in gambling. Three months afterwards, when trying to pillage 
his sister's desk in her absence, he is surprised by Randolph. 
The shock of seeing his would-be assassin shakes the sick man 
back to his reason. JTie Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge. 

Forsyth, Thomas. A very disagreeable old person, shiftless 
and incompetent, with a sentimental eye to his wrongs under 
the domestic patronage of his independent daughter. The 
Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge, 

Forsyth, Mrs. Thomas. Josephine's mother, and one of her 
husband's species. The Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge. 

Foster. The driver of the Sage Wood and Dead Flat stage- 
coach. He makes light of the Indian scare at Pine Barrens, 
but is himself killed on his coach by ambushed savages. Dick 
Boyle^s Business Card, 

Foster, Mrs. The mother of Lanty. Lanty Easterns Mistake, 

Foster, Atalanta. Usually called Lanty. A pretty, high-spir- 
ited girl, who on a dark evening aids an unknown horseman to 
find the road, and keeps for him a jewel-hilted dagger which 
he has dropped. Later she thinks the man is a Mexican horse 
thief temporarily confined in her father's barn, and restores 
the dagger and sets him free, only to find that the horseman 
was the officer who had arrested the thief. Lanty Foster's 
Mistake. 

Foster, Jack. Expressman, — alert, vigilant, familiar, and fate- 
ful. The Four Guardians of Lagrange. 

Foster, James. Known as Uncle Jim. After leaving his part- 
ner, he. becomes a crossing-sweeper in San Francisco, and when 
Uncle Billy finds liim, he has savefd more than nine hundred 
dollars. Fall pretends to have but five hundred, losing the 
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rest of liis fortune at the Arcade Saloon. ' The two buy a smnll 
wheat ranch and prosper, but Uncle Billy never tells his secret. 
Uncle Jim and Uncle Billy, 

Foulkes, Mary. The happy mother of five dolls, and the play- 
fellow of the " boj's " along the express route. A Mother of 
Five. 

Fountains, Richard. A cowboy called Alkali Dick, a member 
of Buffalo BilPs company, a picturesque figure, with his long i 
hair, pointed beard, and Van Dyck collar. Riding from Paris 
to Havre, he enters the park of the Chateau de Fontonelles, 
and those who see him there think him tlie apparition of the 
first Comte de Fontonelles. The Strange Experience of Alkali 
Dick. 

Fowler, Shelby. An adventurer who disgraces his name in 
Australia, and brings upon his family the enuiity of liis accom^^ 
plice in crime, Australian Pete. Out of a Pioneer's Trunk. 

Francisco. The name with which Father Pedro christens the 
abandoned baby girl whom he devotes to the service of the 
Church, and brings up as an acolyte. When C ranch appears 
as her guardian, with the story of her parentage and of the 
wealth which awaits her, she surrenders to the allurements of 
the world, and leaves her foster father in heartless thoughtless- 
ness. ''The past had no place in her preoccupied mind; her 
bright eyes were full of eager anticipation of a substantial 
future." At the Mission of San CarmeL 

Frank. See Mainwaring, Francis. 

Fraser, Florry. A little cliild, Johnny Medliker's favorite play- 
mate, to whom he confides the secret of his discovery. She 
keeps it faithfully to the end. Both children die of an epi- 
demic prevailing at Burnt Springs. The Youngest Prospector 
in Calaveras. 

Fred. The young editor of the " Excelsior Magazine." Curious 
as to the identity of his contributor, ** White Violet," he under- 
takes a search for her, but is headed off by his friend Jack 
Hamlin. A Sappho of Green Springs. 

French Pete. A criminal pursued by the constable of Fisher's 
Crossing. Flip : A California Romance. 

French Pete. A Wag of Rough-and-Ready. A Millionaire of 
Rough-and'Ready. 

FrenshaT^, Frank. Editor of the Mountain Banner. A pas- 
senger in the coach robbed by Snapshot Harry. A Niece of 
Snapshot Harry^s. 
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Frida. See Jansen. 

Frisbee, Tom. See Jeffcourt, Tom. 

Prisny, Dick. One of the "Red Gulch Contingent." The 

Youngest Miss Piper, 
Fritz. The lieutenant of Spitz. Rupert the Resemhler {Con" 

densed Novels). 

Gabriel. See Conroy and Lane. 

Gale, John. He loves Golly and desires the Perfect Life. He 
becomes Brother Boreas in a monastery in Bishopsgate Street, 
which has an Arctic climate of its own, and it is found there 
that a gratuitous and blameless idiocy is his only peculiarity. 
He takes a last and sublime resolve, that his duty as a perfect 
Christian is to kill Golly. A gleam of common sense which 
comes to her saves them both. X^olly and the Christian (^Con- 
densed Novels). 

Garcia, Manuel. The uncle of Pepita Ramirez. The keeper 
of the mission garden in whose coverts Masterton meets Pepita. 
A Convert of the Mission. 

Garcia, Victor. The unscrupulous uncle of Carmen. To him 
come the bewildered Mexicans, Manuel and Miguel, with the 
tale of desertion. He persuades Carmen to forge the signature 
of Governor Micheltorena, and then, with Roscommon, presents 
the claim to Congress. The Story of a Mine. 

Gkunier, Monsieur. A young Frenchman in Maruja's train ; 
clever, self-confident, and witty. His devotion is more con- 
trolled than that of his rivals. From start to finish he is never 
really in the race. Maruja. 

Gashwiler, Pratt C. A venal congressman, who manoeuvres 
the Roscommon claim through the lower house, but is beaten 
in the Senate. Expectant Dobbs looks to this " powerful influ- 
ence " in n.ational affairs for an official recognition of campaign 
services, but is betrayed. The Story of a Mine ; The Office- 
Seeker. 

Genevra. See Tompkins. 

Gentleman George. See Dornton, George. 

George. See Barker ; Calvert; Dornton; Kearney; Lee; 
Thomson; Tryan. 

George. A notorious gambler. His last name is not revealed, 
but it is said to be associated with " reckless hardihood, dissi- 
pation, and blood." Gideon Deane saves him from lynching 
and converts him as he lies on his deathbed. An Apostle of the 
Tules. .— ^^ 
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Oideon. See Deane. 

Gildersleeve, Gus. A Western scout attached to the Peyton 
train. A Waif of the Plains. 

Giles, Mr. Putney. Lothaw's agent. He gives a- dinner-partj. 
Lothaw {Condensed Novels). 

Giliroy. The leader of a band of squatters. He attempts the 
seizure of tlie Robles Rancho, and, failing, leads Jim Hooker 
into the desertion of his claim. Susy : A Story of the Plains. 

Godoy, Seflor. Secretary to the Spanish embassy. Under the 
name of ** Count Ferdinand," he visits Blossom Farm and in- 
troduces " Baron Pomposo " to Thankful. Their visit leads to 
the arrest of Abner Blossom on the charge of harboring spies. 
Thankful Blossom. 

Golightly, Charles Francis Adams. Aged ten ; a pupil of 
Doeraville Academy. He l^ecomes a politician at an early age. 
The Hoodlum Band (Condensed Novels). 

Golly. See Coyle. 

Go"w, Jamie. An assistant of Callender in his inventive ca- 
pacity. The proximity to the daughter creates a tenderness 
which is soon dissipated by distance. He leaves Scotland for 
Honduras, and there disposes of an invention. Young Robin 
Gray. 

Grace. See Conroy and Nevil. 

Gray, Mr. The schoolmaster of Smith's Pocket. He befriends 
the wayward M'liss and accomplishes much towards civilizing 
her. He is a young man of character and refinement, but 
rather impressionable. MHiss, 

Gray, Robert. A wealthy young American, who is called upon 
by his friend the consul to escort Ailsa Callender and her father 
to their home. The fresh simplicity and directness of the 
Scotch girl attract him, and by means of his yacht he contrives 
to visit her frequently. He offends the pride of the inventor 
by his generosity in the hour of their distress, but this extrava- 
gance onl}^ endears him to Ailsa. Young Robin Gray. 

Green, Stanton. The postmaster at Hickory Hill. He is 
saved from the results of his pilfering of the mails by Mrs. 
Baker, who acts under the impulse of that loyalty which is pre- 
valent in frontier communities. The Postmistress of Laurel 
Run. 

Greenwood, Parson. The minister of the church at High- 
town. He shares in the reaction in Mr. Hamlin's favor among 
his parishioners, and finally asks him to explain to himself and 
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bis friends the mysteries of faro and poker. They play a 
g^rae of the latter, for beans, under Jack's supervision, in 
which the Parson wins by the neatest bluff his instructor had 
ever seen. The Convalescence of Jack Hamlin, 

G-rey. A complacent young editor, who complies with the 
strange requests of the prodigal son. The Home-Coming of 
Jim Wilkes. 

Grey, Mr. The editor of the " Mountain Clarion " and later of 
the San Francisco " Daily Excelsior," knowu to his Spanish 
friends as Don Francisco, generally shortened to Don Pancho. 
He endeavors to discovei* the perpetrator of the assaults near 
the Ramierez fonda, and Cota's wild mustang cannot unseat 
him. He is the owner of Chu Chu, the admirer of Consuelo 
Saltello, the close friend of her brother Enriquez, and the 
chronicler of his fortunes. What Happened at the Fonda ; Chu 
Chu ; The Devotion of Enriquez ; The Passing of Enriquez. 

Grey, Clinton. One of the Committee of the Excelsior Com- 
pany. Having left five sisters in the States, he is able to 
properly arrange on the dummy. the Parisian dresses that have 
been missent to the hotel. The Goddess of Excelsior. 

Ghrey, John. A hermit of the Pacific coast, who is brought to a 
proper sense of his duty in life by a visit from a bright and 
beautiful young lady. The Princess Bob and her Friends. 

Ghreyson, Captain. Known as the gallant who indulged in 
" philanderin* " with Louise Macy. A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Ghrubbins. Breezy's schoolmaster. Mr. Midshipman Breezy 
(^Condensed Novels). 

4ruest, Henry. The only son of Dr. West. Cast in his boy- 
hood upon his own resources, he becomes a mere tramp. He 
meets Maruja by chance, and his first steady feeling in life is 
love for her. Fascinated by his strong, wild nature, Maruja 
first fears and then loves him. She has agreed to fly with him, 
when the secret of his birth is disclosed, and she eventually 
marries him as the rightful heir to Dr. West's property. 
Maruja. 

i^uest, Henry, Sr. See West, Dr. 

Guild, Dr. The physician to whom Concho offers the little flask 
of quicksilver in payment for a dose of mercury. The Story of 
a Mine. 

Gunn, Amos. A Xew York financier of irregular methods. 
To prevent a disclosure of the relations between his family and 
Flint, he plans to marry Kitty Lane. Her refusal and tha 
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Sinister threats of Sylvester Lane hasten his departure for 

New York. Their Uncle from California. 
^iinn, Peter. A New York broker. The basis of his fortune 

is laid by Flint's peculations, and is augmented by the floating 

of wild-cat securities. Their Uncle from California, 
Guy. See Heavystone. 

Hale, John. A conscientious and somewhat forbidding young 
man, whose ideas of propriety, law, and order are so upset by 
the events of the story that he finds himself obliged to shield 
indirectly the robbers against whom his righteous indignation 
has been aroused. Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Hale, Mrs. Josephine. A romantic young woman, who, long 
accustomed to the cold propriety of her husband, finds in the 
advent of two strangers beneath her roof the opportunity for a 
delightful flirtation with one of them. Her happiness in the 
memory of it is only enhanced when she learns that George Lee 
is a highwayman. Snow-Bound at Eagle's. 

Hale, Minnie. Hale*s little daughter. Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Hall, Dick. Familiarly known as Whiskey Dick. An oracle 
of the bar-rooms of DeviPs Ford. He has an admiration for 
" fash'uable young ladies," and he manages to keep sober in 
the presence of Miss Christie Carr, to whom he is especially 
devoted, and to whom he makes himself very useful by dis- 
closing secrets in an artless and tactless way. He is used as 
a tool by Steptoe in his machinations against the three partners. 
DevWs Ford ; Three Partners. 

Hall, Joe. Sheriff of Calaveras County. "A quiet, gentle, 
thoughtful man," uncouth and unprepossessing, but faithful to 
his duty. In "Two Saints of the Foot-Hills," he reveals to 
their former friends the real characters of Daddy and Mammy 
Downey. He risks his life to protect his prisoner, Gabriel Con- 
roy, from the lynchers, and then risks it again in attempting to 
recapture him single-handed. Two Saints of the Foot-HUls; 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Hall, Seth. A deputy-sheriff in charge of Jack Despard on a 
Sacramento steamer. He is overcome by liis prisoner, who 
escapes to the friendly shelter of Morse's cabin. In the Tules. 

Hamilton, Dick. A rich banker and social leader, of good birth, 
education, and position. Killed by John Oakhurst in a duel 
about Mrs. Decker. It is then disclosed that he has been 
carrying on an intiigue with that lady, who has used Oak- 
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hurst's devotion as a blind. A Passage in the Life of Mr. Jdhn 
Oakhurst. 

Hamlin, Jack. A peripatetic California gambler, famous as 
much for bis easy audacity and the delicious fascination of his 
personality as for his success in his chosen profession. He 
always conducts a square game, and is as honest as it is possible 
for a gambler to be. While many fear his sarcastic wit, he is 
generally popular, and especially so with women and children. 
He is faithful to his friends, and always ready to help a fellow 
mortal in distress. His chief pleasures are flirtation, badinage, 
and music, and he is fond of children. His tenor voice has had 
training in a church choir, and he is an enthusiastic organ* 
player. In person he is handsome, languid, and accurately 
dressed, with a pale " Greek face "of ** Homeric gravity." We 
first hejir of him in " The Idyl of Red Gulch," where he is said 
to have thrown a decanter at the head of a confederate for 

• mentioning Miss Mary's name hi a bar-room. Next, he falls 
in love with the wife of Brown of Calaveras, and is on the 
point of eloping with her, when Brown's innocent trustfulness 
changes his mind, and he bravely flees from temptation. He 
is exiled from Sandy Bar by the vigilance committee. In 
** How Santa Claus came to Simpson's Bar" and " A Passage in 
the Life of Mr. John Oakhurst," we learn that Mr. Hamlin 
id still in the profession. He becomes the confidant of Peggy 
Moffatt, the heiress of Red Dog, in her love affair. The Fool 
of Five Forks, with a stroke of '* nigger luck," breaks his bank. 
In " Found at Blazing Star," we find him conducting a game at 
Wingdam. In " An Apostle of the Tules," he takes care of 
the dying gambler George, and forms a strange friendship with 
the preacher, Gideon Deane. He exchanges civilities with Don 
Jos^ Sepulvida, the Knight-Errant of the Foot-Hills, and offers 
to return the horse he has won from the drunken Roberto. 
Out of curiosity he seeks the unknown Sappho of Green Springs, 
but from a more chivalrous motive he gives up the search at her 
request, and contents himself with quintupling the editor's pay- 
ments for her poems. He is a friend of John Milton Harcourt, 
formerly of Tasajara, and his adviser in the affair with the 
editor of the " Pioneer." He visits Wayne's Bar "profession-' 
ally," and observes the coquetry of the wife of the Bell-Ringer 
of Angel's. He assumes the care of a simple and plain country 
g^rl, deserted by a fellow gambler, and with great forethought 
and delicacy provides for her peace and future welfa^* lla 
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helps guard the treasure which the three partners take f rorj 
Heavy Tree Hill, stops the elopement of Mrs. Barker with 
Van Loo, and assists the partners in guarding MarshalUs claim. 
He makes some stringent criticisms to the well-meaning Mr. 
Joshua Rylands, regarding his mistaken treatment of his wife, 
doing mucli good to hoth. He corresponds with the fascinating 
Mrs. Burroughs, under cover to the boy, Leonidas, from whose 
innocent revelations he learns of the deadly trap set by the 
lady for her husband ; and so writes an anonymous letter to 
that jealously watchful man warning him of his wife's intended 
elopement with the gambler. Jack Hamlin. He severely pro- 
tests against Colonel Starbottle's guardianship of Pansy Stan- 
nard, as prejudicial to the interests of the child, the Colonel at 
last yielding to Jack's arguments. Recovering from a grave 
illness, he is sent to the Windy Hill rancho for his convalescence. 
Received with some distrust by its serious-minded owners, he 
rapidly wins their favor by his charming personality, his liking 
for the children, his rare gifts as musician and singer, and his 
unfailing good temper; and before he leaves he is actually 
forced to expound to some of the austere friends of his host 
the mysteries of faro and poker. He befriends Gabriel Conroy 
in his misfortunes, and, though ill himself, risks his life to save 
him from the lynchers. He entertains a sentimental passion 
for the mysterious DoRa Dolores. He dies in the presence of 
his faithful servant Pete, after pretending conversion in order 
to ease the devout old negro's mind. The Idyl of Red Gulch; 
Brown of Calaveras ; The Iliad of Sandy Bar ; How Santa 
Claus came to Simpson* s Bar ; A Passage in the Life of Mr, 
John Oakhurst; An Heiress of Red Dog j The Fool of Five 
Forks ; Found at Blazing Star-; An Apostle of the Tides ; A 
Knight-Errant of the Foot-Hills ; A Sappho of Green Springs ; 
A First Family of Tasajara ; The Bell- Ringer of AngeVs ; A 
Protegee of Jack Hamlin's; Three Partners ; Mr. Jack Hamlin* s 
Mediation ; A Mercury of the Foot-Hills ; A Ward of Colonel 
Starhottle ; The Convalescence of Jack Hamlin ; Gabriel Conroy. 

Hammersley, Jack. ^Mayor of San Francisco. One of the 
three original members of the Trust, his position in it expiring 
with his term, and descending upon his official successors iinti!* 
Yerba becomes of age. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Hank. One of the McKinstry household. Cressy. 

Harcourt. The more suggestive name that Harkutt and his 
family assume with the growth of their fortune. A First Family 
of Tasajara. 
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Harcotirt, Loo. The wife of John Milton Harcoiirt. She has 
been a servant in the Harcourt family^ and the boy Ls disin- 
herited for his runaway marriage. She is in striking contrast 
to the buoyancy and assertiveness of her youthful husband. 
A First Family of Tasajara. 

Harkins, Jim. A scoundrel who defrauds the stockholders of 
Excelsior Ditch out of their rightful earnings, and who ulti- 
mately is compelled to disgorge the money. Snow-Bound at 
Eaglets. 

Harkness, Polly. A brown, wild-eyed, disheveled girl, the 
daughter of a logger and charcoal-burner at Rocky Cafion. An 
Esmeralda of Rocky Canon, 

Harkntt, Clementiiia. The eldest daughter of Harkutt. An 
unemotional nature, with concealed primitive instincts. She 
forms a weird friendship for Curtis, and waits for his regenera^ 
tion. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Harkutt, Daniel D. Proprietor of the general store at Sidon. 
A man who accommodates his ethical creed to suit circum- 
stances. The disappearance of Curtis and knowledge of a 
prospective railway give him advantages in speculation, which 
he uses relentlessly. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Harkutt, Mrs. Daniel D. The wife of the storekeeper. She 
wears " a singularly permanent expression of pained sympathy 
upon her face." She is not out of harmony with the luxury 
that results from Harkutt's speculation, but then appears as 
the " motherly hostess." A First Family of Tasajara. 

Harkutt, Euphemia. The youngest daughter of Daniel Har« 
kutt. She marries a. young surveyor, and when disillusionized 
returns to her home. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Harkutt, John Milton. An optimistic young reporter. His 
father disinherits him upon his marriage, and the young couple 
begin the struggle in San Francisco. After the death of his 
wife he meets Mrs. Ashworth. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Harlo^ve. Counsel for Royal Thatcher. The Washington law* 
yer in whose home Carmen brings Thatcher to her feet. The 
Story of a Mine. 

Haro, Father Jos^ Antonio. An enthusiastic Jesuit mission- 
ary of the eighteenth century in California. "Of tall and 
cadaverous aspect," and " lugubrious visage." He meets Satan 
on a mountain-top, and is shown a vision cf the decline of Span- 
ish power and the advent of the gold-seekers. The Legend of 
Monte del Diablo. 
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Haro. See De Haro. 

Harriott, Lance. A fugitive from justice, whom Flip Fairley 
finds in the woods and helps escape. He conceives a fondness 
for her and undertakes a search for her missing brother, Bob, 
not knowing that he himself has killed him under another 
name. When hard pressed by the pursuing officers, he over- 
hears the truth told to old David Fairley by one of them and, 
in a passion of anger and despair, he shoots the man. He and 
Flip are found dead the next morning, suffocated at her father's 
charcoal-pit, with their hands clasped in each other's. Flip: 
A California Romance, 

Harrison. Dr. West's foreman. Maruja. 

Harrison, Cal. A son of the Harrisons, who is a pupil at the 
Indian Spring school. Cressy. 

Harrison, Jim. Brother of Joe Harrison. He carries on the 
feud with McKinstry over a disputed boundary. He is Mc- 
Kinstry's second in the duel. Cressy. 

Harrison, Joe. Jim Harrison's brother. Cressy. 

Harry. See Custer ; Dim wood ; Flint ; Pkndleton ; Slink. 
See also Hexry. 

Hathaway, Paul. A young man at the opening of the story. 
Secretary to the mayor of San Francisco, and afterwards a 
rising politician. He is the third and chance member of the 
Trust to whom Kate Howard commits her child. Bearing a 
merely formal relation to his ward for several years, he is 
suddenly called upon to play the active guardian to her honor. 
In meeting her he finds himself her lover ; and the course of 
his love is seriously complicated by his. position, in which his 
duties as guardian come into conflict with the girl's ignorance 
of her real parentage. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Hawkins, Cyrus. An eccentric and half-demented hypochon- 
driac, still faithful to a woman who has long since forgotten 
him. He is the laughing-stock of the camp on account of his 
many acts of folly. He is described as ** tall, finely formed, 
and dark bearded," with **a pair of hazel eyes, very large, very 
gentle, but inexpressibly sad and mournful." He rescues tlie 
husband of the woman he has loved so long from a cave-in at 
the mine, but in so doing meets his own death. The Fool of 
Five Forks. 

»3Cawkins, Larry. An admirer of Polly Swinger, who believes 
that the garden of her father is haunted by the ghost of Sobri- 
eute. When the earthly character of the visitant is revealed 
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and the geld ledge discovered, Hawkins becomes the Colonel's 
partner and son-in-law. The Secret of Sobriente^s Well. 

Hays. An inflexible pioueer character, affected neither by hard- 
ship nor prosperity. Morose and gloomily sectarian. The 
desertion of his wife and the elopement of his eldest daughter 
make of him a confirmed misanthrope. Death spares him the 
distress of dealing with Jack, his youngest son. A Night at 
**Hays." 

Hays, Annie. The eldest daughter of the Hays family. A 
Night at " Hays.'* 

Hays, 'Bijah. The eldest son of the Hays family. He threatens 
"to set up a rival establishment to his father's." A Night at 
*'Hays." 

Hays, Jack. The dissolute son of the misanthrope. His con- 
tact with city life ruins him. On the night of his father's 
death, he returns with " Lottie," but through fear never again 
meets him alive. A Night at " Hays.** 

Hays, Jo. The companion of Tom's wife on her visit to the 
Pioneer Restaurant. Li a Pioneer Restaurant, 

Hays, Zuleika. Her father's housekeeper. A wearied, unen- 
thusiastic frontier girl of eighteen. A Night at *' Hays.** 

Heavystone, Guy. A powerful man, with a stern, rigid face 
and a fierce and bloodthirsty disposition. He dies the death 
of Samson. Guy Heavystone (Condensed Novels'). 

Heckshill, Sam. A " land grabber " by repute. A passenger 
in the coach stopped by Snapshot Harry. A Niece of Snapshot 
Harry*8. 

Hemmingrway, Miles. A young gentleman from Boston, the 
secretary of a mining company. When the waters are up, he 
b afloat in a cabin with Jinney Jules, whose attitude towards 
him — whether coquettish or i\ot — he can hardly determine. 
When the Waters were up at *' Jules*.** 

Henderson. Owner of a ranch in the Santa Cruz Mountains. 
Flip: A California Romance. 

Henderson, Mayor. The member of the Trust who accom- 

• panics Hathaway to the Convent of Santa Clara. A Ward of 
the Golden Gate. 

Henderson, Joe. A Union man. Wynyard Marion shoots him 
in a duel growing out of a political dispute. The Conspiracy 
of Mrs. Bunker. 

EAnnioker. A man of shady reputation, who keeps a hostelry 
in the Sierras. Snow-Bound at Eagle*s. 
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Hennicker, Zenobia. An untrained beanty of the Sierras, wbo 
does not want for sense and courage. She takes John Hale 
under her protection while he puts up at her father's hostelry. 
Snoto-Bound at Eaglets, 

Henry. See Ben ham. See also Harry. 

Herbert. See Bly. 

Hernandez, Mrs. The "rich widow of a coffee-planter." 
Jatnie Gow is led by her substantial charms to forget his 
Scotch lassie at Loch Dour. Young Robin Gray, . 

Hickory. See Hunt. 

Hicks, Private. In Major Van Zandt's command. Thankful 
Blossom. 

Higbee, Tom. A hot-headed young Southerner, unaware that 
the war is over. He is struck in a quarrel by Courtland's over- 
seer, Cato, and leads the attempt to capture the negro. SaUy 
Dows. 

Hiler, Mrs. Marvin. The widow of a Methodist circuit-rider. 
Left in poverty, "prematurely old and prematurely disap- 
pointed,** she has " all the inexperience of girlhood with the 
cares of maternity." She is apathetic and spiritless, and has a 
habit of sniffling. Gideon Deane takes pity on her forlorn con- 
dition, and gives up the prospect of becoming a successful 
preacher in order to marry her. An Apostle of the Tules. 

Hiler, Selby. Eldest child of Mrs. Marvin Hiler. An Apostle 
of the Tules. 

Hippolyte. A lover. La Femme (Condensed Novels), 

Hiram. The shy youth to whom Zaidee Hooker is engaged. 
Colonel Starhottle for the Plaintiff. 

Hoffman. An American of German descent. During a ramble 
through the village of his ancestors he stumbles upon an august 
party, and is accidentally included in the photograph of the 
dncal family. This intrusion and the interest shown by the 
Princess make him an object of suspicion to the officials. The 
Princess, masquerading as a dairymaid under the name of Els- 
beth, warns him of his danger, and to save her from unpleasant 
consequences he crosses the frontier. The Indiscretion of 
Elsheth. 

Home, Harry. An agent of the post-office department. He 
possesses a " blendinfj of urban ease with frontier frankness." 
The Postmistress of Laurel Run, 

Hooker, Jim. A youth whose sanguinary career dates from the 
perusal of dime-novel writings, and is "limited to threats and 
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large stories. Clarence Brant is fascinated by this bloodthirsty 
cattle-boy attached to the Peyton train, and in his later life 
helps him in many ways. Jim portrays the melodrama on the 
California stage, and, after Susy Peyton's entrance upon- the 
same life, the two marry. A divorce soon follows, and Jim 
deserts the stage to engage in business. A Waif of the Plains ; 
Susy : A Story of the Plains ; Clarence. 

Hooker, Mrs. The mother of Zaidee, and her aider and abettor 
in the matter of her suit. Colonel Starbottle for the Plaintiff. 

Hooker, Zaidee. A young girl with beautiful and expressive 
eyes, and by their aid she induces Colonel Starbottle to over- 
come his distaste for breach-of-promise suits and undertake her 
absurd and apparently hopeless case, which his eloquence 
carries to a triumphant conclusion. Colonel Starbottle for the 
PlaitHiff. 

Hoover, Hiram. A well-to-do ranchman at Chestnut Ridge, a 
g^d-natured, generous man. A Pupil of Chestnut Ridge. 

Hoover, Mrs. Hiram. A kindly woman, whose brother, a 
preacher at San Antonio, confides to her care the orphan. 
Concha. She and her husband treat the child as a daughter, 
and endeavor to educate and convert her, with ill-success. The 
good woman recognizes frogi the first in the girl the precocious 
maturity of her race, and is hardly surprised at her elopement. 
A Pupil of Chestnut Ridge. 

Hopkins, Cyrus. A farmer, upon whose family Jim Hooker 
makes his usual startling impression. Clarence Brant provides 
Jim with a claim adjoining the Hopkins ranch. Susy : A Story 
of the Plains. 

Hopkins, Mrs. Cyrus. The mother of the impressionable 
Phcebe. With her daughter she accepts credulously the tales 
of Jim Hooker. Susy : A Story of the Plains. 

Hopkins, PhcBbe. A simple-minded country girl. Jim Hooker 
appears to her as a visitant from the great outlying world of 
romance. Susy : A Story of the Plains. 

Hopkinson, Josiah. A contractor for government supplies, 
resident in Washington. " Nobody minded Hopkinson ; in the 
blaze of Mrs. Hopkinson's fascinations, he was completely lost 
sight of." The Story of a Mine. 

riopkinson, Mrs. Josiah. The artful lobby worker. A woman 
of some beauty, and much knowledge of the weaknesses of 
Congressmen. She is retained by Wiles and Gashwiler to 
lobby for the possession of the Blue Mass Mine. The StQr% 
of a Mine. ^Hi 
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Hopper, Zob. One of Lanty Foster's enamoured swains. Lant§ 
Foster's Mistake. 

Hop Li. A Chinese laundryman, a friend of Trixit's servant 
A Belle of Canada City. 

Hop Sing. A Chinese merchant. An intelligent and well-edu- 
cated gentleman. Wan Lee, the Pagan. 

Hornblower, Deacon. He takes possession of the kite made 
by Li Tee, and consequently is carried up into a tree. Three 
Vagabonds of Trinidad. 

Horncastle. See Steptoe. 

Horncastle, Eddy. The young son of Steptoe (Horncastle) 
and Mrs. Horncastle. He dies with his fatlier. Three 
Partners. 

Horncastle, Mrs. The beautiful wife of the man who calls 
himself Steptoe, from whom she has long been se|)arated. She 
falls in love with George Barker, and tells him so after his 
wife's faithlessness. She saves his little child on the night of 
the fire at Hymettus, and later marries the father. Three 
Partners. 

Hornsby, Joe. Coroner at Red Chief's Crossing. He mistakes 
Miss Porter's freedom of manner for license, and is at once 
ostracized. Found at Blazing Star. 

Horseley. " Lottie's " husband. A neighbor o( Hays. Unlike 
the latter, he is unable to forget his erring wife. A Night ai 
''Hays." 

Horseley, Lottie. A San Francisco actress, with whom Jack 
Hays is infatuated. A Night at "Hays." 

Horton. The one of the guardians, who contributes humor to 
the remarkable letters written in collaboration by the four to 
their ward. The Four Guardians of Lagrange. 

Hoskins, Henry J. A grocer, and one of Hathaway's political 
" backers." A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Hoskins, Jim. Dr. Ruysdael's factor. Liberty Joneses Discovery. 

Hotchkiss, Adoniram K. A rigid, ascetic, taciturn, middle* 
aged man — a deacon, whom Zaidee Hooker accuses of love- 
making, by the expedient of marking tender words in hymn- 
books, and the like. The developments of her breach-of-pro- 
mise case prove so mirth-inspiring that the defendant is goaded 
into compromising with the plaintiff for a sum large enough to 
enable her to marry the youth to whom she is engaged, — her 
sole reason for bringing the suit. Colonel Starbottle for the 
Plaintiff. 
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Houston, GKia. A very young miner at Sawyer's Ledge. 
Jimmy* s Big Brother from California. 

Ho'ward, Kate. A notorious woman of San Francisco, mother 
of Yerba Buena by Juan de Arguello. Having endowed tlie 
child with all her own property, she abandons her to the guard- 
ianship of a Trust of three, in order that her daughter may not 
know the shame of her birth. Afterwards, under the assumed 
name of Mrs. Argalls, Kate Howard discovers Colonel Pendle- 
ton in a hospital, and presents him with the proofs of her final 
marriage with Arguello, which gives Yerba a right to the name 
she has fancifully assumed. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Hunt, Hickory. One of the youthful pirates. The Queen of 
the Pirate Isle. 

Hurlstone, James. A tempestuous spirit, embittered and hys- 
terical in expression. Disheartened by the pursuit of his wife, 
he resolves upon suicide. Saved by Sefior Perkins, he escapes 
to the shelter of the mission of Todos Santos. In contrition, 
he confesses to Padre Esteban, and becomes his pupil. The 
quiet of his pastoral life is disturbed by his love for Eleanor 
Keene. He is saved from a dishonorable avowal by the solicit- 
ous padre, and decides to escape from his trial. The necessity 
of this sacrifice is prevented by the discovery of his wife's death. 
The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Ignaoio. Father Jose Antonio Haro's pious muleteer, who res^ 
cues. the priest from a bear. The Legend of Monte del Diablo. 

Inoarnacion. A vaquero in the employ of Judge Peyton. 
After the latter's death Clarence retains him as steward.- He 
brings his master the news of Pedro's death. Susy : A Story 
of the Plains. 

Indian Molly. A servant of the Hales. Snoiv-Bound at Eaglets. 

Inez. See Baxter, Mrs. 

Ingomar. The keeper of the Wingdam Temperance Hotel. A 
large and powerful barbarian, whose real name is Abner. He 
comes from Illinois, where he has married Parthenia, a school- 
teacher from Boston. A Night at Wingdam. 

Isabel. See Ramirez. 

Islington, Tom. A boy of fourteen when the story opens. He 
has formed a strange friendship with the bummer Johnson alias 
Skaggs, who makes him his heir. Later he appears in the 
East as lover of Miss Blanche Masterraan. Mrs. Skaggs's Hus- 
bands. 
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Jack. See Brace ; Brown ; Cherokee Jack ; Cranch ; Crosby: 
Despari ; Dumont; Fleming; Folinsbee; Ford; Hamlin; 
Hays; Oakhurst; Poindexter; Prince; Kiggs; Shipley; 
Somers. See also John and Johnny. 

Jackson. Mill-owner at Pine Clearing and a school trustee. 
The New Assistant at Pine Clearing. 

Jackson, Mr. Secretary of Don Diego Fletcher. A First Fam- 
ily/ of Tasajara. 

Jael. See Raby. 

Jallinger, Henry Boone. A religious recluse, and a mighty 
hunter, who regards gold-mining as sinful. A Treasure of the 
Redwoods. 

Jallinger, Katinka. Henry's pretty, unsophisticated daughter. 
Accidentally meeting Jack Fleming, she falls in love with him, 
plans a second meeting, and shows him gold on her father's 
claim. The young pair become engaged, and Jallinger, from 
conscientious scruples, passes the strike over to Fleming. A 
Treasure of the Redwoods. 

James. Ruslibrook's mnjor-domo, a sagacious functionary. A 
Maecenas of the Pacific Slope. 

James. See Bowers; Hurlstone; North. See Jim. 

James, Sir. The master of Moreland Hall and an aspirant for 
the hand of Helen Maynard. Two Americans. 

Jamie. See Gow. 

Jane. See Mackinnon. 

Jans en, Frida. A pretty flirtatious Swedish chambermaid at 
the Summit House. She becomes the second wife of Mr. Bil- 
son, the landlord, is left a widow, and later reappears as the 
neglected wife of Chris Calton. Mr. Bilson's lJousekf:eper. 

Jarman, Richard. An escaped convict from a British penal 
colony, who is a semaphore keeper at a station on the bay of 
San Francisco. He is saved from capture by a fisherman's 
daughter, who misleads the police by making a wrong signal. 
The two fly together, are hurriedly married, and Jarman he- 
comes a rich cattle-owner in Southern California. The Man at 
the Semaphore. 

Jason. '^A middle-aged adventurer," who has married Miss 
Circe. Johnnyhoy. 

Tefif. See Briggs. 

JefiFcourt, Julia. Tom JefPcourt's sister. A young woman 
whose demand for vengeance upon her brother's murderer is 
prompted bv her jealousy of Miss Sally Dows. She falls in 
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love with the object of her supposed hatred, and is planning 
flight with him from the war, when she is killed by a Yankee 
bullet. Colonel Starhottle's Client. 

JefFcourt, Mrs. Martha. Tom JefiPcourt's mother, who tries to 
make the most out of Corbiu's self-imposed penance by *' bleed- 
ing " him for more and more money on her son's fictitious share 
in Corbin's " claim." Colonel Starhotile^s Client. 

JefFcourt, Tom, alids Tom Frisbee, alias Jack Walker. The 
miserable young fellow who was Corbin's partner, and who 
meets his death at Corbin's hands in a quarrel for which he 
himself is responsible. Colonel Slarhottle^s Client, 

Jenkins, Benjamin Franklin. First introduced as a pupil at 
Doemville Academy, aged seven. At the age of twelve he is 
the Boy Chief of the Pigeon Feet Indians, reveling in gore. 
The Hoodlum Band {Condensed Novels). 

Jenkins, Harrison. Youngest son of John Jenkins. He re- 
proves his father for killing the eldest son, and is himself killed 
by " a tumbler thrown from the parental fist." John Jenkins 
(Condensed Novels). 

Jenkins, John. A victim to the tobacco habit. He struggles 
vainly with his appetite, but gets deeper and deeper into vice, 
until, after wantonly killing two of his children, he suddenly 
reforms, and from that day is " an altered man." John Jen- 
kills {Condensed Novels). 

Jenkinson. The landlord of the inn at San Mateo, whose equa- 
nimity, somewhat disturbed by the riotous Roberto, is not 
entirely restored by the courteous calmness of his master. A 
Knight-Errant of the Foot- Hills. 

Jenkinson, Polly. The dimpled daughter of the landlord of 
San Mateo. She finds the grave and romantic Don Jos^ so 
gentle and kind that she subsequently accompanies him as his 
bride to his paternal estate. A Knight-Errant of the Foot- 
Hills. 

Jennie. See Bradley. 

Jennings, Captain. An officer stationed at the fort in San 
Francisco Bay. The Conspiracy of Mrs. Bunker. 

Jennings, Parson. The spiritual leader of Buckeye Camp. 
The Trannformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Jenny. See Miller. 

Jerrold. One of the partners of the Eureka Mining Company. 
A Jack and Jill of the Sierras. 

Jessie. See Carr ; Lawton ; Mayfield. 
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Jim. An Indian vagrant tied to the civilization of the settle- 
ment by the single link of " fire-water." In danger of lynch- 
ing, he takes refuge in an island, with Li Tee, where they are 
visited and afterward betrayed by Bob Skinner, whose father 
leads a party to hunt down the fugitives. Jim and his dog are 
shot, but not till the latter has avenged himself upon one of 
the assailants. Three Vagabonds of Trinidad, 

Jim. Colonel Starbottle's negro servant and ex-slave. Punc- 
tiliously courteous like his master. He rejoices in the depart 
ture of Pansy. Colonel Starhottle for the Plaintiff; A Ward of 
Colonel Starhottle, 

Jim. Edgar Pomfrey*s Indian servant. The Mermaid of Light- 
house Point. 

Jim. Miggles's former lover, now a helpless and feeble-minded 
paralytic, cared for by the faithful Higgles. Miggles, 

Jim. One of the friends of Mrs. Kylands before her marriage. 
Mr. Jack Handings Mediation. 

Jim. One of the McKinstry household. Cressy, 

Jim. See Bradley ; Captain Jim Culpepper ; Dunn ; 
Hooker ; North ; Prince ; Wilkes. 

Jimmy. See Lacham. 

Jinny. A donkey of character and individuality, who finally 
rebels against all authority, but forms a voluntary friendship 
with Miss Jessie Lawton and is faithful to her, even unto death. 
^^ Jinny. " 

Jinny. See M^Closky. 

Jo. See FoLiNSBEE. 

Joan. See Blandford. 

Jock. See MacSpadden. 

Joe, See Decker ; Hall ; Kanaka Joe ; Masters ;• Mat- 
tingly. 

John. See Ashe ; Baker ; Baxter ; Ford ; Hale ; Oak- 
hurst. See also Jack and Johnny. 

John Milton. See Harkutt. . 

Johnny. See Filgee, Medliker, Starleigh, and Walker. 

Johnny. Son of the Old Man — a little boy with a **fevier," 
rheumatism, and other ills. He has just heard about Christmas 
and is interested in *' Sandy Claws." How Santa Claus came 
to Simpson''s Bar. 

Johnnyboy. See Sluysdael, Johnnyboy. 

Johnson. The father of the " Old Woman." Johnson's " Old 
Woman.'' 
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Johnson. A lounger at Rawlett's store. A First Family of 
Tasajara. 

Johnson. A lounger at Briggs's store. Gabriel Conroy, 

Johnson. See Blamdford, Edward. 

Johnson. See Skaggs. 

Johnson, Billy. One of the Johnson children. Johnson's " Old 
Woman.*^ 

Johnson, Bob. A miner. He and his fellows, in their glee at 
the rediscovery of the old lead, array themselves in approved 
pirate fashion and, joining in the children's play, do homage to 
Polly as their queen. The Queen of the Pirate Isle. 

Johnson, Cal. A jovial gambler ; a passenger in the stage that 
conveys Clarence to Sacramento. One of Brant's confederates. 
A Waif of the Plains. 

Johnson, Caroline. Johnson's "Old Woman," who turns out 
to be an independent person of the advanced age of fifteen, 
vrho keeps tlie shanty in the "clearing" during her father's 
absences, mothers her smaller brothers and sisters, and resents 
the interest of well-meaning strangers. " There ain't the 
created thing, livin' or dead, that she can't stand up straight 
and look at." Johnson^s " Old Woman.** 

Johnson, 'Dolphus. One of the Johnson children. Johnson^s 
" Old Woman.*' 

Johnson, Hannibal. A negro demagogue at Kedlands. A 
prospective county judge. Sally Dows. 

Johnson, Mirandy. One of the Johnson children. Johnson's 
'*Old Woman.*' 

Johnson, T. Barker. An American filibuster. He operates 
with great bravery and some success in Central America, is 
elected president of an unstable republic, and endeavors in 
Germany to raise funds and emigrants for its maintenance. 
The Schroeder family are led from varied motives to join him. 
Peter Schroeder. 

Johnson, Mrs. T. Barker. The wife and able confederate of 
the filibuster. With a party of American girls under the care of 
Jack Folinsbee, she visits the peaceful home of Petei^ Schroeder, 
and soon after begins to work upon his sentimental natui»e. 
Peter Schroeder. 

Jones. One of Georgia's representatives in Congress. The 
Story of a Mine. 

Jones, Clarinda. A pupil of the Indian Spring school. Cresay. 

Jones, Hemlock. A detective of superhuman insight, the 
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Terror of Peculators. He even discovers that liis devoted and 
adoring friend, the Doctor, has stolen the cigar case, incrusted 
with.diamonds, presented to Jones by the Turkish ambassador, 
though it is still in its owner's drawer. The Stolen Cigar CcLSt 
(^Condensed Novels). 

Jones, Jinny. Golly's deserted and self-immolated friend. 
Golly and the Christian (^Condensed Noveh). 

Jones, Liberty. A forlorn young girl, who with her unloving 
father is traveling along the slope of the Santa Cruz range. 
An earthquake kills the father, and the friendless girl is en- 
gaged by Dr. Ruysdael to Jook after his stock. She discovers 
an arsenical spring, which makes her beautiful. Later it is 
known as Liberty Spring, and the place becomes a health-resort. 
Liberty Joneses Discovery. 

Jones, Mary. A housemaid. No Title {Condensed Novels). 

Jones, Mary. " A young girl in book muslin and a coral neck- 
lace ; " gay and beautiful. She marries John Jenkins on his 
promise to reform in the matter of smoking. John Jenkins 
(Condensed Novels). 

Jos4. Father Pedro's muleteer. 

Jos^. See Father Jose ; Salvatierra ; Santierra ; Sepul- 
viDA ; Wiles. 

Josephine. See Forsyth ; Hale ; Randolph. 

Josh. See Sibblee. 

Joshua. See Uncle Joshua. 

Josita. See Castro. 

Jo vita. See Castro and Mendez. 

Jovita. The raw-boned, vicious mare which carries Dick Bullen 
on his perilous ride. How Santa Claus came to Simpson*s Bar. 

Joyce, Mrs. Captain. The lively wife of an officer at Fort 
Biggs. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly. 

Juan. See Briones and Salvatierra. 

Juanita. The foundling whom Don Juan Briones adopts. In 
her maidenhood she becomes the playmate of Francisco. Sbe 
is for a time thought to be the heiress, but herself discovers the 
truth by opening the letter from Father Pedro. After coquet- 
tishly teasing Cranch, she leaves her home to become his wife. 
A t the Mission of San Carmel. 

Judge, the. A stage-passenger ; one of Miggles*s guests. 
Miggles. 

Judge, the. One of the Doctor's listeners. A Ghost of the 
Sierras. 
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Judge, the. One of the partners of the Lone Star Claim. So 
nicknamed because he is " singularly inequitable " and has no 
knowledge of the law. Of a weak and vacillating nature. 
Left out on Lone Star Mountain. 

Jules. A pioneer of '49. The settlement founded by him, is, 
when the waters are up, half submerged, a state of things 
placidly acquiesced in by the inhabitants. When the Waters 
were up at *' Jules* ^ 

Jules, Jinney. A handsome, frank, good-humored g^rl, the 
daughter of Jules. When the Waters were up at " Jtdes\" 

Julia. See Jeffcourt. 

Julie. See Devarges. 

Kanaka Joe. A gambler and '< all-round desperado.'' After a 
quarrel with Henry Cass over a game of cards, it is evident 
to both that one must die. Cass is shot to death on the road to 
Blazing Star. Found at Blazing Star. 

Kane. The junior partner of a firm of apothecaries, who dresses 
the cuts on Madame le Blanc's head in a rather thorough-going 
manner, and afterward prescribes for Reuben Allen. How 
Reuben Allen " Saw Life " in San Francisco. 

Karl. See Schwartz. 

Kate. See MacSpadden ; Scott ; Somers ; Sylvester ; Van 

CORLEAR. 

Kate. The charming niece of Mrs. Price, who dazzles Spindler's 
guests. Dick Spindler^s Family Christmas. 

Kayne, the Hon. Evelyn. One of the English party at Fort 
Biggs. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly. 

Kearney. See Cherokee Jack. 

Kearney, George. The youngest of the partners of, the Devil's 
Ford claim, handsome and brave, the lover of Miss Christie 
Carr. His daring act during a flood saves the mine from ruin, 
and he himself is saved from drowning by Christie. DeviVs 
Ford. 

Kearney, Philip. The elder of the Kearney brothers, and one 
of the partners of the Devil's Ford claim. A good mimic and 
a good singer. DeviVs Ford. 

Keene, Eleanor. A typical American girl, who rules the com- 
pany on the Excelsior by virtue of her beauty and grace. lu 
Todos Santos she is regarded as the incarnation of Anarchy 
and Revolution, " beautiful and victorious." Fascinated in the 
beginning by the constant melancholy of Hurlstone, she passes 
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through all the variations of a youDg girl's love, from maternal 
pity to a woman's ardor. On the death of his wife, Hurlstone 
is free to declare his love. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Keene, Richard. £leanor's brother. A jaunty young Ameri- 
can, who organizes the expedition for the rescue of the Excel- 
sior. The Crusade of the Excelsior, 

Kennedy. Member of the State Legislature of California. A 
First Family of Tasajara. 

Kennedy. Postmaster at Fisher's Crossing. A jealous suitor 
of the adroit Flip. Flip : A California Romance. 

Kentuck. The baby " rastles " with his finger, and from that 
moment he has a special fondness for the child. He meets his 
death in trying to rescue " the Luck " from the flooded river. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 

Kentucky Ike. A miner in the Wild Cat camp. Prospet's 
Old Mother. 

Keppler, Dr. Physician to the Rightbody family. TTie Great 
Deadtcood Mystery. 

Key, Preble. Marked by a pleasant voice, and a lithe and 
supple figure. ^* Though his face was still young and his mus- 
tache quite dark, his hair was perfectly gray." In virtue of 
bis youth he is somewhat sentimental, but in spite of that he is 
a confirmed prospector. In a Hollow of the Hills. 

Blilcraithie. A young Highlander, Laird of Whistlecrankie. 
He loses his head in a flirtation with Lady Deeside, and quar- 
rels with his rival, Delfosse. A Rose of Glenhogie. 

King of France, the. Has an adventure with Louise de la 
Valli^re and the four friends. The Xinety-Nine Guardsmen 
{Condensed Xovels). 

Kirby, laeutenant. One of Lieutenant Calvert's boon com- 
paiuions. The Heritage of Dedlmc Marsh. 

Kirkby, Slsie. An .\meriean girl abroad for a purpose. Self- 
assertive and opinionateil. Malcolm McHuIish convinces her 
of his cluiui to a Scotch title and its aoeompanying lands. She 
loses interest in the youug Scotchman when she learns that his 
castles art* built of air. The Heir of the McHulishes. 

Blirkby, Mrs. A worldly minded aud skeptical mother, with a 
marrirtgtnible daughter. She is a stockholder in the syndicate, 
but pr^^tVrs i.*vuupr\>mise to revolution. The Heir of the Mc- 
HiUL<hes, 

Kittv. See Caktkr and Lank. 
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Lacy. See Bassett. 

Iiady Caroline. See Coventry. 

Iiady Coriander. The only unmarried daughter of the Duchess; 
of High Church proclivities. She finally marries Lothaw. 
Lothaw (Condensed Novels). 

Lady Selina. See Sedilia. 

La F^re, Count de. See Athos. 

Lagrange, Colonel. A Confederate officer arrested within the 
Union lines. He is brought with Faulkner before Brant, who 
surmises that these are his wife's aides. Clarence, 

Lance. See Harriott. 

Lane, Gabriel. Brother to Sylvester. He is led by the Gunns 
into investments: in worthless securities, and approves of a mar- 
riage between Amos Gunn and his daughter Kitty. From the 
consequences of this complaisance he is rescued by his brother. 
Their Uncle from California, 

Lane, Kitty. The winsome daughter of Gabriel Lane. She- 
hopes to find in " Uncle Sylvester " the embodiment of her 
romantic fancies, and is disappointed in his conventional ap- 
pearance. Their Uncle from California. 

Lane, Sylvester. An eccentric adventurer, who returns to the 
homestead to search for the buried fortune. By means of 
clever ruses he frightens Gunn inta a partial restoration, and 
discovers a second cache in a half-ruined cabin.. As a story- 
teller he is somewhat tantalizing, but as a shrewd man of 
affairs he saves his family from financial disaster. Their Uncle 
from California, 

Lang^vorthy, Abner. The landlord of the Big Flume Hotel. 
A good-natured, impassive man, whose wife bad divorced him 
for " incompatibility of temper." Five years later the lady, 
now Mrs. Byers, stops at the hotel, the two meet amicably anA 
he asks her advice regarding a possible second wife. With 
her approval he proposes to Miss Budd and is accepted; an 
engagement soon broken, for Mary Ellen, who had been the 
first Mrs. Byers, objects to having been approved by her suc- 
cessor. When Mrs. Byers obtains her second divorce, her 
husbands become friends and confirmed celibates. The Land^ 
lord of the Big Flume Hotel. 

Lankey, Mr. A midshipman on the Belcher. Mr. Midshipman 
Breezy (Condensed Novels), 

Lanty. See Foster. 

Iiascelles, Mrs. Charles. Jenny, twin sister of Peter Atherly^ 
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the wife of a gentle, amiable youug lawyer. A passionate, im- 
pulsive, wayward woman, who has inherited many Indian 
qualities. Her father's people attract her, and she becomes 
their victim at last. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly. 

Lasham, Cissy. The little sister of Dick. When dying she 
says that Dick is dead, and that Falloner is an angel sent to 
tell her. Jimmy^s Big Brother from California. 

Lasham, Dick. An unfortunate young miner, whose last hours 
are troubled by the thought of his helpless orphan brother and 
sister, who have sent him a childish letter begging him to write 
and send his picture. Jimmy* s Big Brother from Calif omia. 

Lasham, Jimmy. The little brother of Dick, who rapturously 
greets Falloner as his brother, recognizing him from his photo- 
graph, which has been sent to the child by a good-natured 
miner, to satisfy his wish for a picture of Dick. Jimmy^s Big 
Brother from California. 

La Vallifere, Louise de. Loved by the King of France. The 
Ninety-Nine Guardsmen {Condensed Novels). 

Lawton, Miss Jessie. A gentle young invalid from San Fran- 
cisco, who has come to the foot-hills for her health, and who 
spends her days sketching in a little cemetery. Here she 
makes the acquaintance of Jinny, the donkey, and the two 
become firm friends, j* Jinny." 

L'Eau Dormante. See Dorman, Low. 

Lee, George. A highwayman of the Robin Hood type, brave, 
careless, and generous, who finds recreation in a week of en- 
forced idleness by a flirtation with Mrs. John Hale. Snouh 
Bound at Eaglets. 

Legrande. A French-Patagonian attache. One of the guests 
at the table of the " amateur pirate." With the Entrees. 

Leonidas. See Boone. 

Leyton, Mr. Charles. The gentleman in whose party Miss 
Nevil visits Los Osos. He afterwards, in her interest, consults 
Rushbrook on Somers's prospects, and is the occasion of Miss 
Nevil's interference in the inquiry. A Maecenas of the Pacific 
Slope. 

Leyton, Mrs. Charles. The lively wife of Charley Leyton. 
A Mcecenas of the Pacific Slope. 

L'Hommadieu, Adele. Major Randolph's stepdaughter. A 
faithful reflection of her mother. Through the Santa Clara 
Wheat. 

L'Hommadieu, Emile. Major Randolph's stepson. The pro- 
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duct of Josephine's training. He counts upon the suscepti- 
bility of the feminine heart. Through the Santa Clara Wheat. 

'Iiige. See Curtis. 

Iiightbody. One of the loquacious guests at the table of the 
"amateur pirate;" the ** heavy literary man." With the 
Entrees, 

Isionel. Sir Edward's natural sou. Sir £dward discovers him 
in a leariied and philosophical bootblack. The Dweller of the 
Threshold {Condensed Novels), 
• III Sing. Foreman to Jackson Wells, and chief laundry man to 
the settlement. A Buckeye Hollow Inheritance, 

III Tee. A friendless Chinese boy whom the Editor of the 
Trinidad " Sentinel tries to employ and protect. But every 
man's hand is against the child, and after a pioce of ingenious 
mischief, he seeks safety in tlight, in company with two other 
outcasts, the Indian Jim and his dog. Suffering and starving, 
he stupefies himself with opium and dies. Three Vagabonds 
of Trinidad. 

laittle, Faraday Huzley. A plain-looking but clever young 
man of scientific tastes. He twice saves the life of his sweet- 
heart. Lady Caroline Coventry, who finally accepts him. Hand- 
some is as Handsome does (Condensed Novels). 

IiO. An Indian dog presented to little Peggy Baker by one of 
her admirers. It is absolutely and totally uncivilized, but is 
completely devoted to its mistress. Miss Peggy^s Proteges, 

IfOngbowe, John. An Elizabethan adventurer, a composite 
portrait from several originals. The Adventures of John Long- 
howcy Yeoman (Condensed Novels), 

Iioo. See Harcourt. 

Iiothaw. An immensely rich young man, who fulfills his destiny 
by marrying the aristocratic Lady Coriander. Lothaw (Con- 
densed Novels). 

liOttie. See Horseley. 

Iiouise. See La Valltere and Macy. 

Iiouise. "Uncle Joshua's" daughter; a pretty girl, modest and 
reserved, and apparently on a higher social plane than her 
father, with whom she is making a European tour. " A Tour- 
ist from Injianny." 

liOiTv Dorman. See Dorman, Low. 

Iiuck, Thomas. The fatherless child of Cherokee Sal. His 
mother dying at his birth, he is adopted by the camp and given 
in charge of Stumpy, who faithfully devotes himself^^liis 
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care. The presence of a helpless baby brings about many 
changes in the rough camp, and a prosperity follows wbich the 
miners declare to have been brought about by liim. He is 
called " the Luck," and, being without a name of his own, is 
formally named Thomas Luck. While still an infant he per- 
ishes in the arms of Kentuck, who is trying to rescue him from 
the Hooded river. The Luck of Roaring Camp. 

Lummox, John. Known to his family as " the perfect Lummox." 
He had been two years in college, but thought it rather fine of 
himself — a habit of thought in which he often indulged — to 
become a clerk, but soon got tired of it and went to Europe 
for two years. In returning, he meets on the " liner " Mary 
Bike, and after serving Dan*l Borem as clerk, and getting the 
better of liim in a ** boss trade," he concludes to marry her, 
and so goes on another *' liner " to meet her. DarCl Borem 
{^Condensid Xovels). 

Luxury, Archdeacon. John Gale's clerical chief. GoUy and 
the Christian {Condensed Novels), 

MacFen, Sir James. " A man of large yet slow and cantions 
nature, learned and even pedantic, yet far-sighted and practi- 
cal; very human and hearty in social intercourse, which, how- 
ever, left him as it found him, — with no sentimental or 
unbusiuess-like entanglements." In his dealings with "The 
Syndicate" he effects a compromise to the advantage of his 
client. Lord Duncaster. the " Heir of the McHulishes." The 
Htir or the McHulishes. 

MacGlowrie. See Brown, Gabriel. 

MacQlcwrie, Mrs. A charminir. gracefully languid Sonthemer, 
the mistn*ss of the Laurel Spring House. She is supposed to 
Ih> the widow of Allen Maciilowrie. a noted Kentnckian, of 
belligertMu tondonoies, and the sister of Stephen and Hector 
B^Knu^HMiiior of equally lurid reputati.»ns, while her own expe- 
rience v^t trv^r.tior life is belie vetl to have been rude and start- 
liusT. In truth she is the divorced wife of a worthless coiisin of 
Allon. :\n esoainvi cv^nvict, who appears at Laurel Spring as the 
•* l*.:si>ir\Hl Cowlw." a noted revivalist. He is alarmed at 
moctiij; iur. a-vi amr.ires an interview to beg her silence. 
r'.:e\ are iuvidc r.ta'.lv s<^en tv^cether by Dr. Blair, the lady's 
true lo\er. to : is i\i>:ress, and Mrs. MacGlowrie confesses to 
hiw ber true historv. :ifd ov>iiser.ts to change her iU-omened 
aanie tor his. M" M.wS\^'"^e*f Wj«/tMr. 
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MacEIinnon, Jane. The " hired girl " of Mr. aud Mrs. "Ry- 
lands. Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 

MacKinstrey, Dick. A Kentuckian; a friend, and on one oc- 
casion a second of Colonel Starbottle. A Ward of Colonel 
Starbottle, 

Macleod, Richard Qraeme. *' Captain Dick," an old retired 
sea-captain with an ^* amphibious " dialect. He harbors Roger 
Catron and sets him on his feet again, turning the tide of pub- 
lic opinion in Roger's favor by the ingenious bluntness and 
frankness with which he exposes the foibles of his enemies. 
Roger Catron's Friend. 

Macquoich, Lady. The hostess of Glenbogie House. She is 
moved by the fear of scandal to dispossess Delfosse aud Kil- 
craithie in turn of the room with two exits. A Rose of Glenbogie. 

Macquoich, Sir John. The host of Glenbogie House. Like 
his guests he is deceived by the .unconventionality of Mrs. Mac- 
Spadden and believes her indiscreet. A Rose of Glenbogie. 

MacSpadden. See McSpadden. 

MacSpadden, Jock. The loyal and complacent husband of 
*.* Mistress MacSpadden." A Rose of Glenbogie. 

MacSpadden, Mrs. Kate. Jock MacSpadden's wife; a young 
Scotch woman, whose freedom of manner and vivacity of 
speech give rise to suspicion. She is apparently a party to an 
intrigue with Kilcraithie, but her husband believes in her inno- 
cence. She is possessed by a feverish and unnatural gayety. 
A Rose of Glenbogie. 

Macy, Louise. The cousin and companion of Mrs. Bradley at 
The Lookout. A piquant American girl, who subordinates 
sentiment to policy. She tantalizes Mainwaring during his con- 
valescence by mischievously shocking the proper Englishman, 
and completes his discomfiture by " philanderin* " with Captain 
Greyson. She is prevented by fate in the tangible forms of 
Richelieu Sharpe and a stray zephyr from becoming Lady 
Mainwaring. A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Madeline, Monsieur. " An angel and inventor of jet-work." 
He becomes M. le Maire. Fantine (^Condensed Novels). 

Madison. See Wayne. 

Maggie. See Culpepper and Roscommon. 

Main^ov'aring, Francis. " The personification of close-cropped, 
clean, and wholesome English young manhood." Traveling in 
the resinous Sierras to strengthen his lungs, he is startled and 
charmed at the prodigality of nature and the freedom of man- 
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ners. Tlioiigh fresh from Oxford, he is unaffected and simple 
in dealing with men, self-conscious and awkward with women. 
He finds rest and health at The Lookout, but the coquetry of 
Louise Macy greatly disturbs his peace of mind. He is at- 
tracted by the sincerity and candor of Minty. A Phyllis of the 
Sierras. 

Mainwaring, Lady. An English gentlewoman and the mother 
of Francis. A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Mainwaring, Robert. A younger brother of Francis. His 
happiness depends, in his own opinion, upon some calamity to 
the heir. A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Main waring, Sir Robert. The father of Francis. To pre- 
serve his ancestral estates intact, he speculates in California 
enterprises, with disastrous results. A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Maitland, Miss Clara. The daughter of the goYemor of 
Jamaica. She nurses Mr. Midshipman Breezy in his recovery 
from the fever, and then marries him. Mr. Midshipman 
Breezy (Condensed Novels). 

Malcolm. See McHulish. 

Mallory, Mr. A widower and follower of Rose. . Having been 
a boon companion of Major Randolph, he intrusts his daughter 
to his friend's care while speculating in mines. Through the , 
Santa Clara Wheat. i 

Mallory, Rose. A pretty and fastidious girl. She is easily^ I 
impressed by the ostentation of the foreign element in Major i 
Randolph's household, and just escapes the trap laid for her { 
and her fortune by the match-making mother and amorous | 
son. In her distress she calls for her father, and is quickly 
rescued. Through the Santa Clara Wheat. 

Malmsey Butt. The ghost of an English sailor of Queen 
Elizabeth's time. He appears as " a spherical-bodied man-of- 
war's-nian, with a . rubicund nose." The Legend of DeviTs 
Point. 

Mammy. See Downey. 

Man from Solsino, the. A sharp and unscrupulous rustic from 
California, who visits New York, and, while he is made a butt 
by the fashionable people with whom he* comes in contact, 
succeeds in making a good living out of his friends, and goes 
off the scene in a blaze of glory with forty thousand dollars in 
his pocket, won at cards from the members of a " f ash'nable ' 
club. The Man from Solano. 

Msmn, Hank. A miner in the Wild Cat camp. Prosper^ s " (Hd 
A/other.'' 
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Manners, Jack. A member of the " Poco M^s 6 Menos " club, 
and the young lawyer whom Tom, the Western waiter, consults 
on the subject of his runaway wife. In a Pioneer Restaurant. 

Mannersly, Miss Urania. A young woman of cold exterior, 
but susceptible to the grace and versatility of Enriquez Saltello. 
She marries him in an original and determined manner. Urania 
and Enriquez reappear in a lodging in Dupont Street, where 
their baby is hung upon the wall in a bark papoose case, the 
mother thinking that " the only natural and hygienic mode of 
treating the human child." She has written some articles on 
the Aztecs. Later their friend the Editor sees Mrs. Saltillo 
and Professor Dobbs together at the Carquinez Springs Hotel, 
" a reckless, frivolous caravansary," during an earthquake 
shock. At the same time Enriquez sees the two in a vision, 
and takes it as a warning of the catastrophe which next day 
overwhelms him. The Devotion of Enriquez ; The Pausing of 
Enriquez. 

** Man-o'-War Jack." An English sailor from the Australian 
colonies. He sings " the Luck " to sleep. TTie Luck of Roaring 
Camp. 

ManueL A half-breed servant of the Hales, who makes au 
unsuccessful attempt to rob the house in his master's absence. 
Snow-Bound at Eagle's. 

ManueL A peon attached to Demorest's establishment. The 
Argonauts of North Liberty. 

ManueL " A slim half-breed and ex-convert gf the Mission of 
San Carmel." One of the four prospectors and an accomplice 
of Garcia. The Story of a Mine. 

Manuela. Don Jos^ Salvatierra's Indian maidservant, who 
becomes the maid of his adopted daughter, Dofia Dolores. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Manuela. The fat lady friend of Victor Ramirez. Gabriel 
Conroy. 

Marabout, Lady Blanche. Supposed to be about to marry 
Mr. Rawjester. Miss Mix (Condensed Novels). 

March, Henry. One of the lost party of emigrants. He be- 
comes hysterical in his weakness, and dies of starvation. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Maria. See North ; Saltonstall ; Sepulvida. 

Marie. See Du Page. 

Marion, Wynyard. A leader of Secessionist activity in Cali- 
fornia. His courtesy to Mary Bunker leads her iutQ^^^on« 
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spiracy " against the Union and her home. The Conspiracy of 
Mrs. Bunker. 

Markham, James. '< A youngish, feminine-looking man of 
thirty, notable for his beardlessuess." The resigned spouse of 
Susan Markham. 71ie Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Markham, Mrs. Sussin. Under all circumstances she is in 
command of her faculties. A suifragist by nature, a contro- 
-versialist by habit, she alone can follow the tortuities of SeSor 
Perkins's flights. She is pitied by the authorities of Todos 
Santos as the deserted Dulcinea of the filibuster, and through 
diplomacy soon gains her freedom. 7'he Crusade of the Ex- 
celsior. 

Markle, Mrs. Susan. At first a boarding-house keeper at One 
Horse Gulch, and afterwards proprietor of the Grand Conroy 
Hotel. A genial, gentle, and unaffected woman, capable and 
bright. She sets her cap at Gabriel, but does not seem quite 
so eager for the match as her handmaid, Sal Clark. Gabriel 
Conroy. 

Mark-the-Finker. The ghost of an English sailor of Eliza- 
bethan times. The Legend of DeviVs Point. 

Marsh, Cassie. A gently nurtured and intelligent young girl, 
whose father has suffered reverses of fortune. She takes charge 
of the books of the Excelsior Hotel, and becomes aware of the 
secret of the contents of the box in the committee's room, and 
one evening tries on the dresses, which she wears with grace. 
She is seen in them, but not recognized, by the President and 
some other members of the committee, to their great mystifi- 
cation. Finally the President presents them to her, to wear as 
his wife. The Goddess of Excelsior. 

Marsh, Dexter. The manager of the Excelsior Hotel, and the 
father of Cassie. The Goddess of Excelsior. 

Martin. See Morse. 

Martin, Elijah. A despised, shiftless member of the community 
at Redwood Camp. Saved from drowning by strange fortune, 
he becomes the recognized chief of the Minyo Indians, through 
their superstitious awe at his appearance. Thanks to his iner- 
tia, his rule is prolonged for two years, when the first positive 
feelings of his life are evoked by an unreasoning passion for 
the wife of an Indian agent. The agent's murder is the signal 
for the destruction of the Minyo tribe, and Martin becomes 
again the contemptible " Skeesicks " of Kedwood Camp. A 
Drift from Redwood Camj)- 



INDEX TO CHARACTERS 355 

Martin, Lieutenant. A Union officer in Brant's command. A 
private shows him the evidence of Alice Brant's death 
Clarence. 

Martin, Mrs. The schoolmistress at Pine Clearing. An impor- 
tation into frontier life, she marks *^ the issue between the 
regenerate and unregenerate life." She arouses an ** opposi- 
tion "among the barbaric element in the Clearing. To aid her 
in keeping order in the schoolroom, " an assistant " is engaged. 
The New Assistant at Pine Clearing School. 

Martinez, Ramon. The leader of a band of " road-agents " 
devoted to stage-robbing. He is inveigled into marriage by 
the aggressive Polly. An Ingenue of the Sierras. 

Martinez, Senor. A cattle trader, and the political *'• boss " of 
Todos Santos. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Marvin, Mr. A desirable suitor for Miss Kightbody's hand. 
The Great Deadwood Mystery. 

Marvin, Mrs. Mother of Alice's possible fiancd. The Great 
Deadwood Mystery. 

Mary. See Bunkkr ; Foulkes ; Miss Mary ; Rogers. 

Mary. The wife of a logger. While alone with her baby in 
their house on the Dedlow Marsh, she is overtaken by a flood, 
and saves herself and her child by climbing upon a drifting 
tree, which finally goes aground. High-Water Mark. 

Mary Ann. See Camperdown. 

Maryland Joe. See Matting i.y. 

** Marysville Pet," The. See Neville, Euphemia. 

Maaterman, Miss Blanche. Daughter of Skaggs ; adopted by 
her mother's second husband. Mrs. Skaggs's Husbands, 

Masterman, Renwyck. The second husband of Mrs. Skaggs ; 
the rich owner of Cliff wood Lodge, at Greyport. Mrs. Skaggs*8 
Husbands. 

Masters. The owner of a claim next to Sliun's. He thinks his 
neighbor demented, and he himself gives up when success is 
just at hand. A Millionaire of liough-and- Ready. 

Masters, Bill. A Harvard graduate, who has traveled abroad, 
but "with his slovenly dress, his overflowing vitality, his intense 
appreciation of lawlessness and barbarism, and his mouth filled 
with crackers and cheese," he cuts " but an unromantic figure " 
beside Jack Hauiliu, the gambler, " with his pale Greek face 
and Homeric gravity." Brown of Calaveras ; The Romance of 
Madrono Hollow. 

Masters, Joe. The one of Cressy's suitors whom s he fina lly 
marries. Cressy. 
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McCormick, Joel. One of the unfortunate emigrants of StaN 
vation Camp. Gabriel Conroy. 

McFadden, Captain. His political duel with Calhoun Bun^- 
8 tarter is prevented by the Fool's medicine. The Fool of Fioe 
Forks. 

McFadden, Mrs. Owner of a township lot at Green Springs. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 

McFecklesB, Alaster. Enamoured of the weirdly beautiful 
eyes of the Princess Zut-Ski, and like her a patient of Dr. Pil- 
grim. Zut'SJci {Condensed Novels). 

McGee, Alexander. An apologetic, self-accusing miner. He 
trusts Madison with his unfaithful wife, and leaves her to the 
man she loves. On his deathbed he calls for Madison, and tells 
of his unavailing sacrifice. The Bell-Ringer of Angel's. 

McGee, Mrs. Safie. The wife of McGee, a frivolous and irre- 
sponsible young woman, entirely wanting in moral sense. She 
fails to influence Madison, who loves her, and turns to his 
younger brother. Her infidelity is discovered by Madison, and 
she escapes by stealth. The Bell-Ringer of AngeVs. 

McGillup, Mary. A rebel spy. Mary McGillup (Condensed 
Novels). 

McGlasher, Jim. <^ Chief of the Bureau for the Dissemination 
of Useless Information." The Office-Seeker. 

McHulish, Donald. A lowly njember of a widely scattered 
family. The Heir of the McHulishes. 

McHulish, Malcolm. A weak, half crazy youth from Kentucky, 
who imagines himself the heir to the McHulish property iu 
• Scotland. He falls into the hands of speculators, who form a 
syndicate for the purpose of pushing his claim. On his visit to 
SeotUmd, he is disappointed to find that the clan does not flock 
to his standard with the enthusiasm of feudal times. His party 
is outwitted in a " compromise " by Sir James MacFen, the 
agent of the real McHulish, Lord Duncaster. The Heir of the 
McHulishes. 

McKinstry, Cressy. An audacious coquette of the frontier, 
and the oldest phpil of the Indian Spring school. She is in 
love with Ford, while secretly engaged to Joe Masters. Find- 
ing Ford unequal to the valor of fiight with her from the envy 
of his rivals, she takes leave of him and her love to marry 
Masters. Cressy. 

McKinstry, Dick. Cressy 's brother. Cressy. 

McKinstry, Hiram. Cressy's father ; a ranchman and a "red- 
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handed frontier brawler," whose method of argument is the 
rifle. Yet he has an almost motherly tenderness for his 
daughter, whom he longs to give the "kam" that has not 
been present in his own life. He favors Ford's suit, but chal- 
lenges him to a duel when he fancies that the schoolmaster 
has hidden Cressy with a view to elopement. Cressy. 

McEIinstry, Mrs. Hiram. Cressy's mother. " A fair type of 
a class not uncommon on the Southwestern frontier ; women 
who were ruder helpmates to their rude husbands and brothers, 
.who had shared their privations and sufferings with surly, mas- 
culine endurance, rather than feminine patience." Cressy. 

M'Closky. See McClosky. 

M'Closky, Miss Jinny. A beautiful girl, strong, courageous, 
and true, with a number of lovers. While engaged to John 
Ashe she falls in love with Ridgeway Dent, but remains true 
to her betrothed until he breaks the engagement. The Rose 
of Tuolumne, 

M'Closky, Mr. An uncouth and obtuse but good-hearted man ; 
stepfather of the Rose. The Rose of Tuolumne. 

M'Corkle. See McCorkle. 

M'Corkle. A regular customer of Roscommon, who spends his 
" last cint on a tare into Gilroy." The Story of a Mine. 

M'Corkle, Euphemy and Mamie. Daughters of Mrs. M'Cor- 
kle. DeviVs Ford. 

M'Corkle, Mrs. From Pike County. She repels the advances 
of the Misses Carr. DeviVs Ford. 

M'Ginnis, Owen. A miner at Rocky Caiion, who vainly en- 
deavors to make Billy the goat useful. An Esmeralda of Rocky 
Canon. 

McSnagley, Rev. Joshua. A vulgar, uneducated preacher, 
canting and insincere. He preaches a sermon on the moral of 
Roger Catron's life. He incurs M'liss's hatred by trying to 
reclaim her. He is shot dead by Waters at Smith's claim. 
Roger Catron^s Friend; M^liss. 

McSpadden. See MacSpadden. 

McSpadden. A boy-faced ensign, shot by Terence in a duel 
resulting from a meaningless joke made by McSpadden. Ter- 
ence Denifille {Condensed Novels). 

Meade, Rowley. One of the miners at Buckeye. The Trans- 

. formation of Buckeye Camp. 

Medliker, Jim. Of Medliker's Ranch at Burnt Spring. The 
father of Johnny. The Youngest Prospector in CalavetoA.; 
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Medliker, John Bunyan. A child of eight who discovers gold 
near his father's cabin, and resolutely refuses to tell any grown 
person where he found it. He dies soon after with the secret 
untold. The Youngest Prospector in Calaveras. 

Medliker, Mrs. Johnny's naother. The Youngest Prospector in 
Calaveras, 

Meely. See Parsons and Strykek. 

Meliiida. See Bird. 

Melons. A vonug scapegrace, who is at once the terror and the 
adnuration of the neighborhood. He is seven years old, with 
hair of a venerable whiteness. His usual costume is a pair of 
pantaloons "apparently belonging to some shapely youth of 
nineteen." Melons. 

Mendez, Jovita. A daring Mexican girl, who is held respoiuii- 
ble by the indignant but fascinated citizens of Buckeye Camp 
for its transformation. She establishes the first saloon, aud 
creates civic dissension. In spite of her trade, she is decent 
and law-abiding, and protects herself from insnlts with pistdi 
and tongue. The Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Meritoe. Fanny. Left nearly penniless by her father to the 
guardianship of four friends, who not knowing how to break 
the news of her misfortunes to her, write letters in the names 
of her dead parents, send generous gifts, and so win her affee-' 
tion, tliat she comes to California to join her father and mother. 
But the youngest of her guardians manages to privately inform 
her of the truth, and probably in the end console her. The 
Fi>*ir Guaniians oj Lagrange. 

Merry dew, Mrs. A woman of light and irresponsible manner 
and rather unsavory reputation, yet with some depth of chtr- 
aoter. Upon her Reddy places the blame for his rain io S«n 
Fmuoisco. She still loves him, bnt, on finding that he no 
louirt^r o:ire< for her, she sacrifices her love and brings aboat 
the return of Nellie Wooilridge's wavering affection to her be- 
trotbod Ivivor bv marrying Li>uis Sylvester and thus removing 
tho .listnrMnc: olenient. The Re/oriRation o/J€tmes Reddy. 

Merton. Major. An American officer stationed at Springfield. 
T'^rr.l'.^ P'^>isvt7t. 

Merwiu. Captain. A sooiotv man of Grevport. Afrs. Skaggt^s 

Mesthyn. Lady. A guost at Sorooby Priory. ITie Deshorougk 

C •:•;:/:. -iv. 
Miaow. Otherwise known as ••Puskat,'' — the wanntb-lovintr 



INDEX TO CHARACTERS 361 

one, who sometimes sits on a Man Cub's lap. Jungle Folk 
(^Condensed Novels), 

Bdoliael, Duke. Called Black; the treacherous cousin of the 
King of Trulyruralauia. Rupert the Resembler {Condensed 
Novels), 

Michet, Axnad^e. A witness for the defense in the murdei 
trial. Galtriel Conroy. 

Miggles. A frank, fearless, and beautiful young woman, who 
lives in a lonely cabin, devoting her life to the care of her para- 
lytic lover, whom she refuses to marry on tlie ground tliat 
what she does for him would then be her duty instead of her 
pleasure. Later, we learn that she accompanies her lover to a 
San Francisco hospital. Miggles; A Night on the Divide, 

Miguel. A Monterey butcher. He prefers prospecting to his 
trade, and later becomes an accomplice of Garcia in procuring 
the forged signature. The Story of a Mine. 

Miguel. A des])erado, who pursues Henry Guest with murder- 
ous intent for the sake of his gold, but who is restrained by old 
Perec. Maruja. 

Miguel. Josephine Forsyth's Mexican vaquoro, an old retainer. 
It is he who makes the discovery of Randolph's identity and 
the circumstances of his accident, and finally tells the story to 
Josephine. The Chatelaine of Burnt lUdge. 

BfigueL See Bkionks and Padre Miguel. 

Mike. See Roscommon. 

Miller, Jenny. A motherless girl of eighteen. Sensitive to the 
crude life about her, she indulges in solitary rambles. She 
discovers a submerged galleon and begins to excavate it. After 
the wreck of a vessel, a box of securities is lodged by'the waves 
in the half uncovered galloon. A Treasure of the Galleon. 

Miller, LaTvyer. The father of Jenny. His daughter is dis- 
tressed at the change in his attitude toward the rude life al)out 
them. To succeed with the successful, ho is forced into com- 
promises. A Treasure of the Galleon. 

MiUikens, Mrs. The widowed mother of Jane and Mary, " a 
bit larky on her own accomit." For SimHa Reasons {Condensed 
Novels). 

Millikens, Jane. The sister of Mary, who accidentally receives 
a third of Sparkley's proposal. For Simula Reasons (Condensed 
Novels), 

Millikens, Mary. The young lady to whom Sparklcy meant to 
propose. For Simla Reasons (Cond envied Novels). 
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Mills, Union. One of the partners of the Lone Star Claim; so 
nicknamed because at one time a patch on his trousers had 
borne those words conspicuously. He is one of the weakest 
aud most shiftless of the lot. Left out oh Lone Star Mountain. 

Milly. See Woods. 

Milton. See Chubbuck and Harkutt. 

Minty. See Sharpe. 

Mirandy. See Dows. 

Miss Jo. See Folinsbee. 

Miss Mary. A school-teacher from the East; delicate and re- 
fined. She is adored reverently by all Red Gulch. Her pity 
for the drunkard, Sandy, ripens into a more sentimental feeling 
with the prospect of reform on his part, but after consenting to 
take charge of Tommy, Sandy's illegitimate child, who is placed 
in her hands by his mother, she refuses to see Sandy again. 
The Idyl of Red Gulch. 

Mix, Miss. Governess to Mr. Rawjester's little girl; "not 
handsome." She and Mr. Rawjester fall in love with each 
other, and are united after all obstacles are removed. Miss 
Mix {Condensed Novels). 

Moffatt, Peggy. An exceedingly plain and uncouth young 
woman, to whom, when a maidservant at the Rockville Hotel, 
Mr. James Byways, leaves his entire property, having first 
exacted a promise from her that she would never share her 
wealth with any one whom she loved. She keeps her promise, 
and the money which she gives to the man she loves, the pro- 
fligate Jack Foliusbee, is what she herself has earned for that 
purpose. An Heiress of Red Dog. 

Molly. See Indian Molly. 

Monk, Hank. Stage-driver out at Reno. 7^ Story of a Mine. 

Montague. Flora. "The Western Star of Terpsichore and 
Song," sometimes the guest of Colonel Starbottle, who is an- 
noyed by an aeeideuUd meeting with her, when he is accom- 
panied by his ward. A Ward of Colonel Starbottle. 

Monte Castello, Prince of. An Italian nobleman, husband d 
the grown-up Sarah Walker. Sarah Walker. 

Montgomery. Jack. Adoptive father of one of Mary Foulkes*s 
dolls. .-1 Mother of Five. 

Montgomery, Miss. Tlie stage name of Hurlstone's wife, wbo 
oorrt^spomls with Perkins over the pen name of £uphenii» 
MoCorklo. A despicable adventuress, with a predilection for 
in.'itrinionial -singles. While escaping from her, Hurlstone 
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becomes a passenger on the Excelsior, and is saved from suicide 
by the philanthropic Perkins. Through his benefactor he 
learns of his wife's death. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Montgomery, Nell. See Rylandb. 

Montmorency, Miss. One of the " Western Star Combination 
Troupe.'* A Ward of Colonel Starbottle. 

Montmorris, Miss. A passenger on the " Unser Fritz." ** A 
Tourist from Injianny.'^ 

Moo Kow. Who has nourished the mighty ones of the earth. 
Jungle Folk (^Condensed Novels), 

Morales, Don Juan. The Spanish ambassador. He travels 
through the colonies incognito, under the name of Baron 
Fomposo, and lodges for a night at the home of Abner Blossom. 
Upon information that the foreigner is a spy, his host is im- 
prisoned. Thankful Blossom. 

Sdorez, Mateo. The proprietor of a Spanish posado in San 
Buenaventura. Obsequious in manner, and as obtuse as the 
circumstance warrants. The Argonauts of North Liberty. 

Morgan. See McCorkle. . 

Mornie. See Nixon. 

Morpher, Aristides. An enterprising boy, g^ven to wandering 
and truancy. He discovers the gold in Smith's Pocket by 
watching its mysterious miner. AVliss. 

Morpher, Cassandra. *< Keerless " of her clothes. M^liss. 

Morpher, Clytemnestra. "An early bloomer," with round 
waist, white throat, large blue eyes, and blushes, — altogether 
quite " dangerously pretty," but a model of deportment withal. 
She entertains a schoolgirl's passion for the master, Mr. Gray, 
and is cordially hated by M'liss. MHiss. 

Morpher, James. Husband of Mrs. Morpher and father of the 
children. MHiss. 

Morpher, Lycurgus. Worries his mother by dipping in the 
cupboard "between meals." MHiss. 

Morpher, Octavia. *< Keerless " of her clothes. M'liss. 

Morpher, Mrs. Sue. " A womanly and kind-hearted specimen 
of Southwestern efflorescence, known in her maidenhood as the 
* Per-ra-rie Rose.' By a steady system of struggle and self- 
sacrifice, she had at last subjugated her naturally careless dis- 
position to principles of * order,' which as a pious woman she 
considered, with Pope, as 'Heaven's first law.'" Mr. Gray 
places M'liss under her care. MHiss. 

Morris, "Lympy." One of the untamed Southern girls at Rad- 
lands. Sally Dows. .^m^a^ 
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Morse, Martin. A simple frontiersman, with heart fall of 
charity for the race. The invasion of Captain Jack Despard 
into his primeval Arcadia stirs him with a new passion. He 
dreams of the return of this evangel of the outer world, aud 
finally is driven by adversity to seek for the desperado. When 
he finds Despard, he meets death with reckless heroism, iu a 
vain attempt to save his friend's life. In the Tides. 

Mortimer, Miss. A confederate of the "gang of road-agents" 
who robbed the Red Chief Pioneer Coach. She is used as a 
decoy, and she lures Beard by a fable into helping her discover 
the buried treasure. Through the suspicion of Miss Porter, 
she fails to secure it. Found at Blazing Star, 

Mortmain, Ralph. An acquaintance of Heavystone. Guy 
Heavy stone (Condeiised Nocels), 

Morton, Alexander. Commonly called Sandy. A tall young 
drunkard, with a blond beard and long, silken mustache. 
Miss Mary finds him one day lying by the side of the road in 
his customary condition, and with mingled disg^ist and pity 
gives him advice which results in his exchanging the stimulus 
of alcohol for that of love. From that time he devotes himself 
to her in an unobtrusive way. The Idyl of Red Gulch. 

Morvin, Miss. The housekeeper at the Laurel Spring House. 
Mr. MacGlowrie^s Widow. 

Mosby. The proprietor of a grocery at Rattlesnake Camp. 
Bulger^s Reputation. 

Moscow, Count. A foreigner, and a pupil of Machiavelli. 
No Title {Condensed Novels). 

"Mother Shipton." An abandoned woman, ejecfed from 
Poker Flat with other outcasts. She starves herself to death 
in order to save the life of Piney Woods, the innocent young 
girl who has joined the party in company with her lover. Thi 
Outcasts of Poker Flat. 

Mountain Charley. A chivalrous stage-driver, surpassed only 
by Yuba Bill in general fitness for pioneer life. He shields 
Miss Porter from the insults of Hornsby, and, struck with her 
courage, invites her to " freeze " to him. Found at Blazing 
Star. 

Moyler-Spence, M. P. One of the English tourists at Fort 
Bigots. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly, 

Muck-a-Muck. A noble California red man, shot by Natty 
Bumbo, holding Genevra Tompkins's waterfall in his hand. 
Miick-a-Muck (Condensed Novels), 
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Mnlledwiney. One of The Three. He tells stories that are 
large and strong, and cause all the animals to fly from the 
jungle. A Private's Honor ; Jungle Folk {Condensed Novels). 

MullinSy Polly. "A mild, innocent child of nature." An 
accomplice of the Ramon Martinez band, she is detected in the 
act of signaling from the coach, and invents an ingenious ac- 
count of her tribulations. This secures the sympathy of Yuba 
Bill and other astute cavaliers to the extent that her marringe 
to the bandit is hurriedly accomplished and the bridal couple 
dispatched with their plunder. An Ingenue of the Sierras. 

Hffulrady, Abner. The ungrateful and worthless sou of Alvin 
Midrady. A Millionaire of Rough-and-Ready. 

Hffiilrady, Alvin. An honest, hard-working man, who, after a 
prosperous career of market-gardening, becomes a millionaire 
mine-owner. Deserted by his wife and daughter, who leave 
him to travel in search of social success, he befriends old Slinu 
in the hour of need, and his lonely figure commands the respect 
and sympathy of the reader. A Millionaire of Rough-and- 
Ready. 

Mulrady, Malviny. ' The wife of Alvin Mulrady. She rules 
her husband with her unscrupulous worldly wisdom. When 
his efforts and good luck have made her rich, she leaves him 
alone without hesitation, to find success abroad for herself and 
her daughter Mamie. A Millionaire of Rougk-and-Ready. 

Mulrady, Mamie. Alvin Mulrady*s pretty and selfish daugh- 
ter, who, in the pride of sudden wealth, casts aside the gallantry 
of young Harry Slinn and the devotion of Don Caesar Alvarado, 
and leaves her father desolate, to go abroad with her mother 
in search of a brilliant match. A Millionaire of Rough-and- 
Ready. 

Munroe, Fairfax. Always called by his first name. A young 
man of good family ; one of the partners of the Devil's Ford 
Claim. Being more cautious than the rest, he comes into 
opposition with the superintendent, Mr. Carr. He becomes 
engaged to Miss Jessie Carr. DeviVs Ford. 

Murano, Carlotta. Usually called Cara. She is the daughter 
of an Italian fisherman and an American mother. Her father 
erects a temporary shelter not far from the semaphore kept by 
Jarman, an escaped convict, who lives in constant terror of 
recapture. Cara falls in love with him, saves him from the 
police, and marries him. The Man at the Semaphore. 

Murano, Lucy. A child sister of Carlotta. The Man at the 
Semaphore. ^^K^^^ 
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Muriatta (or Murietta), Joaquin. The Mexican bandit. Cap- 
tured by Captain Wetherby, he is released by Lany, who mis- 
takes the captor for the bandit. Marietta, thiuking the girl in 
love with him, lingers about the ranch and is retaken. The 
Twins of Table Mountain; Lanty Foster^ Mistake. 

Mushymush. See Sniffen, Eliza Jane. 

Myers, Ned. One of Peggy Baker's friends, who adds a vener- 
able horned owl to her menagerie. Miss Peggy^s Proteges, 

Myriel, Bishop. A good man ; a saint. Fantine (^Condensed 
Novels). 

Ned. See Blandford and Faulkner. 

Nellie. See Wynn. 

Nelly. See Arnot and Woodridge. 

Nevil, Miss Grace. A chance visitor at the Los Osos villa. 
She immediately wins Rushbrook's sympathy by her natural 
and unaffected presence in his artificial surroundings. She 
discovers her love for him only after he has tried to protect her 
from the knowledge that shall destroy her faith in Somers. 
They finally marry. A Mascenas of the Pacific Slope. 

Neville, Euphemia. Professionally known as the *' Marysville 
Pet." A clever little soubrette, with a wide range of parts. 
She appears dramatically before the unsophisticated eyes of 
Band, and thereafter leads him captive. The Ttoins of Table 
Mountain. 

Neworth, Eugenia. She falls down a ledge — the fall being 
broken by Edmund Bray, who half leads half carries her back 
to the road. She writes him a graceful note of thanks, which 
is found by one of his partners, who interprets it as an intima- 
tion of the gold which is discovered in the place. Bray seeks 
her out in San Francisco, and ultimately marries her. A Jack 
and Jill of the Sierras. 

Ne'worth, Harry. Eugenia's brother. A Jack and Jill of (he 
Sierras. 

Neworth, Mr. A San Francisco capitalist, interested as an in- 
vestor in the Eureka mines. The father of Eugenia. A Jack 
a?id Jill of the Sierras. 

Nez Retroussez, Mother. A poor old woman, who sells as- 
paragus. She gives the bishop three bad sous in change. 
Fantine (Condensed Xovels), 

Nips. The tyrannical purser of H. M. S. Belcher. Mr. Mid* 
shipman Breezy {Condensed Novels). 
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Kizon, Mat. The father of Mornie. Somewhat indifferent to 
parental duties until shooting becomes a part of their fulfill- 
ment. The Twins of Table Mountain. 

ITizon, Mornie. The child of dissolute parents, she becomes 
desperate at the apparent desertion of her lover, Ruth, and 
joins the theatrical company of Sol Saunders, thus exposing 
herself to the insults of her townspeople. Her child is born in 
the cabin of the Twins, and here she awaits the return of its 
father. The Twins of Table Mountain, 

NN. Ardently in love with a mysterious stranger whom he has 
seen at a mantua-maker's. The object of his devotion proves 
to be a dummy. NN (Condensed Novels). 

ITorah. Montagu Trixit's cook. A Belle of Canada City. 

North, Dick. Son of Mrs. Mary North, and a member of the 
expedition. The Man on the Beach. 

North, James. Disappointed in love for a fickle and worthless 
woman, he retires from the world and nurses his sorrow and 
his love in a lonely cottage by the sea. A little baby, washed 
ashore near his hut after a storm, is the means of bringing him 
into contact with Miss Bessy Robinson, a neighbor's daughter, 
to whom he intrusts, the child. It transpires later that the 
child is his own, the actress mother having been drowned in the 
same storm which brought the baby to its father. Bessy con- 
sents to continue to be the little girl's mother by marrying 
North. The Man on the Beach. 

North, Miss Maria. Daughter of Mrs. Mary North. She takes 
a passionate farewell of her cousin. The Man on the Beach. 

North, Mrs. Mary. James North's aunt ; the leader of the 
family expedition which seeks in vain to induce him to return 
to civilization. The Man on the Beach. 

Nott, Abner. The owner and occupant of the ship Pontiac, 
a beached wreck which he has fitted up as a lodging-house. 
Originally a Missouri farmer, he never seems quite in keeping 
with *his surroundings, in spite of the strange pride which ho 
takes in his ship, and the incongruity is heightened by the 
"bucolic suggestions" of his huge boots. He has a peculiar 
genius for misconceptions, which leads him into the most 
fatuous actions. A Ship of ^^9. 

Nott, Rosey. Daughter of Abner Nott ; an imaginative and 
romantic young girl, who is also beautiful and graceful. She 
and Dick Renshaw fall in love with each other. She is kind to 
the crazy De Ferrieres in his distress. A Ship of *49. 
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diabolical origin of patent medicines. The Argonauts of N&rth 
Liberty. 

Padre Miguel. A priest, the friend of old Pereo. Maruja. 

Padre Vicentio. A benevolent priest of the Mission DoloreSi 
who has a strange vision of the future of San Francisco. Tht 
Adventure of Padre Vicentio. 

Padre. See Father. 

Pancho. See Grey. 
. Pansy. See Stannard. 

Parker, Colonel. An astute lawyer, who settles the unhappy 
differences between Don Jos^ and his family. A KnigJit-Errant 
of the Foot-Hills, 

Parker, Cjrrus. A miner sufPering from dyspepsia, who experi- 
ments with Chinese medicines. See Yup. 

Parker, Jim. The third member of the unsuccessful mining 
party; "close-shaven, thin, and energetic." In a Hollow of the 
Hills. 

Parkhurst, Jack. One of the partners of the Eureka Mining 
Company, a cheerful and humorous mysogynist. The first to 
discover the riches of Eureka Mountain. A Jack and Jilloftht 
Sierras. 

Parks. Lieutenant Calvert's valet. The Heritage of Dedbw 
Marsh. 

Parks. Mayor of Buckeye Camp. He objects to the invasion 
of Jovita Mendez, but later becomes her champion and hus- 
band. The Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Parsons, Mrs. Cyrus. A camp-meeting devotee. An Apostle 
of the Tules. 

Parsons, Meely. A comely young girl of seventeen, between 
whom and Gideon Deane the beginning of a sentimental at- 
tachment exists. An Apostle of the Tules. 

Parthenia. The name given by the author to the wife of » 
hotel-keeper of Wingdam. She is a Boston g^rl of refinement 
and education, married to a big, strong hian of the pioneer 
type, — Ingomar alias Abner, — who is kind to her in his way, 
and with whom she is happy after a fashion. She is slender 
and overworked, and her beauty has faded. A Night at Winff- 
dam. 

Patsey. A recruit of the pirate band. The Queen of the Pirate 
Isle. 

Pgitterson. Tlie storekeeper at Los Cuervos, in Tucker's em- 

. ploy until the latter's downfall. He is faithful to his formef 
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friend, with a " dog-like and unreasoning affection," in spite of 
the fact that Tucker's fall leaves him almost penniless. He is 
grave and matter-of-fact, and stupid withal. A Blue Grass 
Penelope* 

Patterdon, Mrs. A termagant, who rails insultingly at Mrs. 
Tucker. A Blue Grass Penelope, 

Paul. See Hathaway. 

Peaseley, Rev. Mr. A pompous Presbyterian clergyman and 
trustee of the Pine Clearing School. The New Assistant at 
Pine Clearing School. 

Pedro. The stout vaquero whom Wiles selects as his partner 
from the four Mexican prospectors. The two scoundrels are 
suspicious of each other. Pedro makes away with the sleeping 
Concho, and Wiles then takes formal possession of the mine. 
The Story of a Mine. 

Pedro. See Father Pedro; Ruiz; Vald^z. 

Peggy. See Baker and Moffatt. 

Pegrelli, Signora. One of the opera troupe entertained at Los 
Osos. Later a guest at Rushbrook's town-house, where she 
conducts a compromising flirtation with Jack Somers. A 
MoRcenas of the Pacific Slope, 

Pendleton, Colonel Harry. A Kentuckian gentleman of the 
old school, who came to California in '49, and keeps up the tra- 
ditions of the " gentleman of honor." He is one of the Trust to 
whom Kate Howard commits her child, and he remains faithful 
to his charge at personal risks and under the repeated loss of 
his own fortune. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Pepita. A servant at the convent, who reveals to Don Caesar 
Kate Howard's relationship to Yerba. A Ward of the Golden 
Gate. 

Pepita. A servant of the Saltonstalls. She overhears a con- 
versation between her mistress, Doiia Maria, and Dr. West. 
Maruja. 

Pepita. See Alt a scar and Ramirez. 

Peralte, Doila Felipa. A young Californian girl. She relates 
to Dick Bracy and his cousin the story of the unhappy lovers 
whose ghosts haunt the hacienda. The Mystery of the Haci- 
enda. 

Pereo. The life-long major-domo of the Saltonstalls. His un- 
sleeping watch over the interests and honor of the family 
becomes a monomania. Suspicious of Dr. West's designs, he 
murders him in secret, and later, in his madness, vaakgmmiaj^ 
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f 
less attempt on the life of Henry Guest. He meets a mad* 
man's death in a wild charge upon a locomotive. Maruja, 

Perez, Josd. The preserver of peace at the saloon kept by 
Jovita Mendez. The Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Pdrigord. *' The gigantic innkeeper of Provins.*' See Porthos. 
The Ninety-Nine Guardsmen {Condensed Novels). 

P^rigord, Dame. The innkeeper's wife. The Ninety-Nine 
Guardsmen (Condensed Noveh). 

Perkins, Seilor. While concerned in affairs of state, the filibus- 
ter styles himself " Generalissimo Leonidas Bolivar Perkins." 
A visionary but heroic patriot. The peacemaker and optimis- 
tic prophet on board the Excelsior, within whose calm exterior 
smoulder a wealth of conspiracies. From generalizations iu 
print upon the right of man to self-government, he pi*oceeds to 
the conduct of a revolution in Central America, and becomes 
the liberator of the people of Quinquinambo. When defeated 
by the legitimists, he accepts death with the graceful equa- 
nimity that marks his nature. Successful for a time because 
of his knowledge of human nature, he dies because of its inhu- 
manity. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Perkins, Henry. See Dkvarges, Henry. 

Perkins, Josiah "W. A humble citizen of New Jersey, whose 
kindness to a maiden forever obscures her recollection of 
Washington. A Jersey Centenarian. 

Pete. Hamlin's black henchman, faithful alike to his master 
and to his religion. At Hamlin's deathbed he offers his own 
soul as a sacrifice to save Jack's. Gabriel Conroy. 

Pete. See Australian Pete ; French Pete ; Red Pete, and 
Spanish Pete. 

Peter. See Drummond ; Dumphy ; Schroeder. 

Peters. A hungry lounger at Harkutt's store. A First Family 
of Tasajara. 

Peters, Johnny. A small citizen of Sidon, who taunts John 
Milton Harkutt with his father's connection with Curtis's dis- 
ajipearance. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Peyton, Mrs. Alice. The wife cf John Peyton. A woman of 
pure heart, but somewhat stubborn will.- Irascible in temper, 
unreasonable in conduct. She adopts Susy and endeavors to 
overcome the cliild's inherited traits, but uses ot!»er means than 
love. Soon after the death of John Peyton, she becomes the 
wife of Clarence. See Brant, Mrs. Alice. A Waif of the 
Plains; Susy: A J^tqntqf th e Plains, 
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Peyton, Judge John. An emigrant of wealth and refinement 
On the plains he befriends the little waifs, Clarence and Susy, 
adopting Susy at the appeal of his wife. lie invests in Cali- 
fornia lands of uncertain title, and has great difficulty iu de- 
fendiug them against squatters. Though kindly in disposition, 
he is subject to outbursts of temper, and at such times is at 
the mercy of his enemies. Chief among these latter is Pedro 
Valdez, whose iudolence and assumption bring upon him his 
master's wrath. Peyton is murdered by Pedro, and dragged 
at the heels of his own horse. A Waif of the Plains ; Susy : 
A Story of the Plains. 

Peyton, Suaette Alexandra. Daughter of Jake Silsbee ; 
adopted by John Peyton. A child who never I'eaclies maturity.. 
Though not insincere by nature, she is given to a dramatic ex- 
aggeration that leads her into extravagance, untruthfulness, 
and disloyalty. She is impatient of restraint, and resents the 
maternal guidance of Mrs. Peyton. She joins Jim Hooker on 
the stage, and remains a " soubrette " until her hero becomes 
tijresome. Her second husband, Senator Boompointer, gratifies 
her love for display. A Waif of the Plains ; Susy : A Story 
of the Plains ; Clarence. 

Philip. See Ashley and Kearney. 

Phillips, Lawyer. Mrs. Catron's lawyer. Roger Catron's 
Friend. 

Phcebe. See Hopkins. 

Pico, General. An old-fashioned guest of the Saltonstalls. 
Maruja. 

Pico, Don Andreas. The father of Rosita Pico. A Spanish 
landowner, who befriends Blandford in California. The Argo- 
nauts of North Liberty. 

Pico, Rosita. A sentimental Spanish heiresy, who attaches 
herself to Mrs. Demorest. She is piqtuiint anii vivacious, and 
oftentimes a little daring in her adventures. The melancholy 
abstraction of Johnson fascinates her. The Argonauts of North 
Liberty. 

Pi Bol. The leader of the Gee Gees, who are ridden by The 
English. Jungle Folk {Condensed Novels). 

Pilcher, Mr. An eminent contractor, who owns stock in the 
Conroy mine. Gabriel Conroy. 

Pilgrim, Dr. Haustus. A noted London specialist in mental 
diseases. He is spending his holiday on the Nile, his dahabiyeh 
filled with a number of his patients. " Zut-Ski " (Condensed 
Noveh). -^■^^ 
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Fillsbury, Rev. Dr. An oratorical clergyman resident at Tasa« 
jara. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Pinckney, Captain. A graduate of West Point, and an army 
o£Bcer. A South Carolinian by birth, he joins the Secessionists 
in California. During the early stages of the conspiracy, he 
corresponds with Mrs. Clarence Brant, and is present at the 
meeting at the Rancho. Clarence there challenges him, believ- 
ing him responsible for Mrs. Brant's disloyalty. In the duel 
which follows, the officer is killed. " A man of easy ethics, but 
rigid artificialities of honor." Clarence, 

Piney. See Tibbs and Woods. 

Pinkey. See Preston. 

Finkney, Raudolph. This young St. Simon finds in Table 
Mountain a refuge from temptation. His solitude is invaded 
by his brother's sin and some straying actors. T'he Twins of 
Table Mountain. 

Pinney, Rutherford. The more passionate of the Twins. 
The flight of Mornie Nixon arouses him to a sense of duty, 
and he roams over California in search of her. In despair he 
returns to Table Mountain, to find her waiting for him with 
their child. The Twins of Table Mountain. 

Piper, Dela'vv^are. The younger sister of Virginia, Georgia, 
and Louisiana Piper. A quick-witted and alarmingly frank 
girl,~wbo shows what her sisters' admirers find, an incompre- 
hensible partiality for Tom Sparrell, a country storekeeper. 
By his advice, she refuses to attend the picnic at Reservoir 
Caiion, and when the catastrophe occurs, she assists Sparrell in 
the rescue of the party, and later announces her intention to 
marry him. The Youngest Miss Piper. 

Piper, Judge. The father of the four charming Miss Pipers, 
a gentleman not disconnected with the " sharp deal " made by 
the directors of the Pioneer Ditch Company. The Youngest 
Miss Piper. 

Pirate Jim. Negro porter and janitor at Doemville Academy. 
He has had a long and eventful career as a pirate. The Hood" 
lum Band (^Condensed Novels). 

Plodgitt, Mistress. " She had unfortunately survived not only 
her husband, but his property." The owner of a San Francisco 
lodging-house, in. which Carmen de Haro plies her brush. The 
Story of a Mine. 

Plunkett, Judge. An " oily " little man of about fifty ; counsel 
for Mrs. Smith in the administration of her husband's estate. 
JfViss, 
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Pltmkett, Old Man. A weak old man, half-crazed by mis- 
fortune, whose monomania is the thought of going home. Fop 
years he talks constantly of going. When hia wife and daughter 
are broitght to him from the East, he does not recognize them, 
but, falling in a fit, goes to his " home " at last. A Monte Flat 
Pastoral. 

Polndezter, Captain Jack. A San Francisco lawyer ; Mrs. 
Spencer Tucker's friend and legal adviser. A tine-looking 
man, erect and soldierly, who has served thr^e years in the 
army. One of his traits is a " compassionate and kind-hearted 
pessimism." He becomes a Union general during the war, and 
is brought one day sorely wounded to the door of Mrs. 
Tucker's Kentucky farmhouse, where the reader is left to sup- 
pose that he finds happiness as well as health. A Blue Grass 
Penelope. 

Poinsett, Arthur. A brilliant young man, of lively imagina- 
tion and much poetic sensibility, but conceited, self-sufficient, 
and heartless. He has joined Captain Conroy's band of emi- 
grants under the name of Philip Ashley, and under that name 
he becomes the accepted lover of Grace Conroy, with whom he 
escapes from Starvation Camp, and whom he soon deserts, 
resuming his real name. Five or six years later, a prominent 
young lawyer of San Francisco, he falls in love with Do&a 
Dolores Salvatierra, who finally turns out to be Grace Conroy, 
and the two are reunited and married. He assists his old 
acquaintance, Peter Dumphy, in some of his schemes, and he is 
Gabriel's principal counsel in the murder trial. Gabriel Conroy. 

Polly. An imaginative little girl of nine, who becomes , the 
Queen of the Pirate Isle. While descending with her fol- 
lowers into a mine by means of a " slide," she loses the hair 
from her doll's head, and the miners, overhearing the story of 
her loss, recover the missing scalp and rediscover a lost lead at 
the same time. The Queen of the Pirate Isle. 

Polly. See Baxter ; Jenkinson ; Mullins. 

Pomfrey, Edgar. The keeper of a lonely lighthouse on the 
northern coast of California, a recluse of scientific tastes and 
scholarly habits. He is startled one morning by seeing a white 
woman swimming near, though there ,are only Indians in the 
neighborhood. Later he sees her again, dressed as a squaw, 
and his servant declares that she is a real Indian. Slie nurses 
him in a sudden illness, and he becomes more and more 
interested in her, and is passionately indignant when the ^tl'a 
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brother offers to sell her. She disappears, and Pomfrey finds 
tod late that the brother has sold her to a brutal miner. The 
Mermaid of Lighthouse Point. 

Pomposo, Baron. See Morales, Don Juan. 

Poole, Jake. A deputy sheriff put in possession of Trixit's 
house. He follows Cissy to the mountains to see that she 
comes to no harm. A Belle of Canada City. 

Porter, Miss. A young woman who throws off the trammels of 
convention and sojourns at Red Chief's Crossing. She takes an 
active part in post-mortem examinations and murder trials. 
She is attracted by the sentimental Cass Beard, and. helps him 
out of the snares laid by Miss Mortimer. Found at Blazing 
Star. 

Portfire, Major. In command at Fort Jackson. The Princess 
Boh and her Friends. 

Portfire, Miss Jessamy. Daughter of Major Portfire ; a slim, 
shapely, elegantly dressed young woman, with a contralto voice 
and a decided character. She makes a partly successfnl at- 
tempt to reclaim the Princess Bob. The Princess Bah and her 
Friends. 

Porthos. First introduced as P^rigord, "the gigantic innkeeper 
of Provins." After being impoverished by the remarkable 
appetites of three festive musketeers, he joins them, revealing 
himself as Porthos, and all four fall upon each other's, necks. 
The Ninety-Nine Guardsmen {Condensed Novels). 

hotter, Jackson. A young western American of singular 
personal beauty of a classic type, who on a hot summer's day 
visits the lovely Italian garden of Domesday Abbey, and, trust- 
ing in the solitude around him, undresses and plunges into a 
marble basin containing time-worn fountains with grouped 
figures. Seated upon one of the half-submerged plinths and 
partially hidden by reeds, he is seen by a young artist, wbo 
sketches the fountain and the supposed statue. A Vision of the 
Fountain. 

Pottinger, Augusta. Mrs. Pottinger's daughter. A handsome, 
clever girl, who is very indignant when she discovers the 
fictitious relationsliip her mother has assumed towards Prosper ; 
but recognizing the young man's honest, simple nature, she for- 
gives and finally marries him. Prosper^ s " Old Mother.'* 

pottinger, Mrs. The widow of a whaling captain. As being in 
delicate health and not having been brought up to work, she 
declines to search fot em^gloyiiieivt, usually finding some one 
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to help her. She consents to be Prosper's mother, and im- 
presses his friends bj her manner, and surprises them by her 
intemperate habits, and by cheating at cards. After she has 
left her adopted son, she marries a second time. Prosper^a 
" Old Mother^ 

Preble. See Key. 

Prendergast, Captain. A veteran of the Confederate Army. 
Hotel-keeper at Badlands. Sally Dows. 

President, the. The head of the united mining companies that 
discover the great Excelsior Lead and found the town of Ex- 
celsior. He is peculiarly fascinated by the creations of a great 
Paris dressmaker which reach the hotel through a mistake, and 
he discovers in Miss Marsh the only lady who can wear them. 
The Goddess of Excelsior. 

Pressnitz, Dr. . A witness for the defense in the murder trial. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Preston, Colonel. The colonel of the regiment stationed at 
Logport, and the father of Cicely Preston. His advice to 
Lieutenant Calvert is of the best. The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh. 

Preston, Judge. A county official, better known to Rattler's 
Ridge as ** the father of Miss Pinkey." A Yellow Dog. 

Preston, Cicely. A pretty little coquette of denmre manners 
and machiavelian mind ; she sets her cap at the unsophisticated 
Jim Culpepper with fatal effect. The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh. 

Preston, Emily. The sister of Cicely Preston. She remains in 
the background. The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh. 

Preston, Finkey. A provincial belle, conscious of her sway 
over the chivalrous hearts of the pioneers. The forlorn yellow 
dog appeals to her sympathies, and thereafter his lot is an 
enviable and luxurious one. A Yellow Dog. 

Price, Mrs. Huldy. An attractive and efficient widow, who 
assists Mr. Spindler at his party, and afterward marries him. 
Dick Spindler^s Family Christmas. 

Price, Lou. The maiden name of " Uncle Ben's " deserted wife. 
Under this name she conducts a flirtation with Ford, but de- 
cides not to trust her future to him, and rejoins her husband 
after he has come into his new fortune. Cressy. 

Prince, Jack. Mrs. Starbottlc's agent and projector, who has 
been cured of his love for her by an assumed coldness on her 
part. He is still her best friend, however) aud hiMlHlp||^^^<^>a^ 
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her reunion with her stepdaughter. He falls in love widi 
Kate Van Corlear, who is evidently ready to reciprocate. An 
Episode of Fiddletown. 

Prince, James. The capitaUst of the valley of Sau Antonio, 
and the owner of " Aladdin's palace." Generous, ostentatious, 
but not overscrupulous, he is checked in his designs by the 
boldness of Captain Carroll. For some time he figures in the 
story as the employer of Henry Guest. Maruja. 

Princess Alexandrine Elsbeth Marie Stephanie von West- 
phalen-Alstadt, the. She becomes interested in a good-look- 
ing young American named Hoffman, who has stumbled into 
the ducal family group in the act of being photographed, so 
that his own picture appears on the negative beside hers. In 
a spirit of adventure, she has him invited to visit the dairy 
of the Schloss, and she herself, in the role of a dairymaid, 
meets and talks with him, giving her name as Elsbeth and con- 
cealing her identity, which is revealed to him later, however. 
The Indiscretion of Elsbeth. 

Princess Bob. A Klamath Indian, brought up from babyhood 
in a white man's home. She turns out to be an irreclaimably 
wild young creature, without moral sense. She runs away and 
lives with a hermit on the seashore, and meets her death in 
trying to reach him after he deserts her. The Princess Bob 
and her Friends. 

Prink'vv'ell, Miss. Associated with Miss Tish in the charge of a 
young ladies' school in Santa Clara. A Ward of Colonel Star* 
bottlers. 

Profane Bill. Driver of the SlumguUion stage. The Idyl of 
Red Gulch. 

Prossy. See Riggs. 

Pyecroft, Mr. One of the firm of attorneys who take charge 
of Colonel Starbottle's office work. A Ward of Colonel Star* 
bottlers. 

Pyle, Sir Midas. The vulgar editor and proprietor of a vul- 
gar London newspaper. ** Zut-Ski^^ {Condensed Novels^, 

Raby, Mr. Little's guardian. Handsome is as Handsome does 

(Condensed Novels). 
Raby, Augustus. Mr. Raby's son, and Little's rival. Hand' 

smne is as Handsome does (CondensedNovels). 
Raby, Mrs. Jael. She pleads for the orphan Faraday littki 

Handsome is as Hand smne does (jOonde 
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Rafferty, Pat. Proprietor of RafPerty's Ditch, an unprofitable 
speculation. The Fool of Five Forks. 

Ramierez. The keeper of a fonda, round-whiskered, and San- 
cho Pauza-like in build. What Happened at the Fonda. 

Ramierez, Sefiora. The wife of the innkeeper and the mother 
of Cota ; a woman of some small coquetries and redundant 
charms. What Happened at the Fonda. 

Ramierez, Cota. A dangerously pretty girl of the fair-skinned, 
hidalgo type. Her chief delight is in riding a half-broken 
" pinto " mare. She persuades her admirer, Richards, to mount 
the mustang, and he soon is thrown and nearly strangled by 
the animal's seizing his collar in her teeth. He shoots the un- 
seen assailant, thus solving the mystery of the assaults near 
the fonda, and mortally angering Cota. What Happened at the 
Fonda. 

Ramirez, Colonel. A wealthy Spanish landholder, at whose 
hacienda Grant and Fletcher meet in the presence of Clemen- 
tina. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Ramirez, Mrs. The hostess at the Ramirez hacienda. A First 
Family of Tasajara. 

Ramirez, DofLa Isabel. The alcalde's seductive sister, to whom 
the presence of men means an opportunity for conquest. She 
becomes the wife of Richard Keene. The Crusade of the Ex- 
celsior. 

Ramirez, Juan. A Mexican vaquero, whose fright at the Doc- 
tor's story of the Cave City ghost brands him as the miner's 
murderer. A Ghost of the Sierras. 

Ramirez, Dofia Juanita. ' Younger sister of Doxia Isabel. The 
Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Ramirez, Fepita. A young woman whose beauty and devotion 
to her faith lead the circuit-rider, Stephen Masterton, to be- 
come " a convert " to the same belief. A Convert of the Mis- 
sion. 

Ramirez, Don Ramon. Officially, the alcalde of the Pueblo of 
Todos Santos ; personally, a simple yotmg Spaniard with whom 
Mrs. Brimmer amuses herself. The Cruaade of the Excelsior. 

Ramirez, Victor. A Spanish- American of despicable charac- 
ter ; passionate, but cowardly, and utterly unscrupulous. When 
secretary to the Comandante Don Jos^ Salvatierra, he gets pos- 
session of a paper belonging to Grace Conroy, from which he 
learns of the location of certain mineral properties. He falls 
in love with Madame Devarges, and the two conspire to obtain 
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possession of the land. The plot fails, and Victor's love 
changes to jealousy and a desire for revenge. Before he can 
work his vengeance, however, he is himself killed in a struggle 
with Henry Devarges. Gabriel Conroy. 

Ramon. See Ramirez. 

Ranee, Henry. The jealous and vindictive rejected lover of 
Jinny M'Closky. He stabs Ridgeway Dent in the back, and. 
when fTinny confronts him with his villainy, he stabs her als<H 
but before he can do serious harm is shot down by Dent. Th$ 
Rose of Tuolumne. 

Rand. See Pinkney. 

Randolph. See Trent. 

Randolph. The wounded stranger found by the " Chatelaine of 
Burnt Ridge." On recovering from the imbecility that follows 
his accident, he disappoints her interest in him by giving his 
name as plain John Baxter, and sayiug that he is nothing more 
than a common tramp from Maine on his way to the mines. 
This statement and his abrupt departure are parts of his plan to 
conceal from Josephine her brother's criminal agency in the 
accident. He dies in a county hospital before she can confront 
him \vath the real story. The Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge. 

Randolph, Major. A retired infantry officer, with a yearning 
for Arcadian life. " A simple-minded and chivalrous American 
soldier," so gentle and complacent that he is somewhat over- 
shadowed and outwitted by his designing wife. Through the 
Santa Clara Wheat. 

Randolph, Mrs. Josephine. Late of the *^ de Fontanges 
rHommadieu." She had won the Major's impressionable heart 
by a lavish display of " piquant foreign accent and dramatic 
gestures." As a self-appoiuted critic of minds and morals she 
is disliked by her neighbors, and is finally frightened into re- 
treat by Dawson, who knows her Creole career. Through the 
Santa Clara Wheat. 

Rats, Captain. The guardian of literary proclivities. He 
writes the letters to the ward, to which all contribute, using 
the most elaborately elegant newspaper diction, and finally tells 
her the whole story in the guise of a romantic tale. The Four 
Guardians of Lagrange. 

Rattler. "The gay, brilliant, and unconquerable;" a "smart" 
man; a spouter of Byron. Having met with reverses he be- 
comes a barkeeper, but is assisted into better fortune by David 
Fagg. The Ma^ of No Account. 
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Rawjester, James. A gentleman of gorilla-like appearance 
and manners. He burns the house in which his three crazy 
wives are confined, in order to remove all obstacles to his union 
with Miss Mix. Miss Mix {Condensed Novels), 

Raw jester, Nina. The illegitimate child of James Rawjester; 
pupil of Miss Mix. Miss Mix {Condensed Novels). 
. Rawlett. A storekeeper at Sidon, California. A First Family 
of Tasajara. 

Rawlins, Robert. A philosopher of the frontier, who forms 
one of the party pursuing the robbers. Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Raymond, Mr. A young miniug engineer, who smarts under 
the recollection of a discarded love for Maruja, and who pays 
his attentions to Doila Amita Saltonstall. Maruja. 

Raynor, Mr. and Mrs. Tourists from the East, aghast at the 
wonders of California. Gaoriel Conroy. 

Razorbill, Rupert. The brother of Lord Burleydon. He re- 
sembles a man of fashion, a wit, a soldier, a sportsman, a hero^ 
above all he resembles the King of Truly ruralania — a resem- 
blance which leads to certain complications. Rupert the Re^ 
sembler (Condensed Novels). 

Read, Judge. The chairman of a political meeting in Pineville, 
Kentucky. Colonel Starhottle's Client. 

Reddy, James. After months of dissipation in San Francisco, 
this irresolute man finds employment at a rancho. His gloomy 
abstraction and refined exterior attract the daughter of the 
superintendent, and Nelly Wood ridge becomes the saving in- 
fluence in his life. The Reformation of James Reddy. 

Redhill, Jack. An old shipmate and a devoted servant of Sir 
John Dornton. TrenVs Trust. 

Red Fete. A horse-thief hung by the Sawyer's Crossuig Vigi- 
lants. Salomy Janets Kiss. 

Reed, Major. A hospitable Southerner, magnanimous toward 
Northern men. A friend of Courtland's. Sally Dows. 

Reed, Mr. A clerk in Cardeu's bank, in Sacramento. A Waif 
of the Plains. 

Reed, Mrs. The Major's wife. She " still carried in her small, 
dark eyes and thin, handsome lips something of the bitterness 
and antagonism of the typical * Southern rights' woman." 
Sally Dows. 

Reed, Augusta. The youngest daughter of the Major. Sally 
Dows. 

Reed, Octavia. A Southern girl, not at all "reconstructed." 
The eldest daughter of Major Reed, iially 
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as Alice Rivers. The voice of Preble Key exercises a strange 
influence over her, and she contrives to meet him. In a Hol- 
low of the Hills. 

Riggs, Jack. Brother to Alice. " Gloomy and discontented in 
expression.** Riggs and Chivers are the natural and professed 
leaders of an ill-assorted band of road-agents. They regard 
each other with mutual distrust and even enmity, Riggs seeing 
in Chivers an object of contempt and loathing, Chivers regard- 
ing Riggs with the small jealousy of an inferior intelligence. 
He dreads the influence of Sadie Collinson over his innocent 
sister. In a HoUow of the Hills. 

Riggs, Prosper. An amiable, modest, not overwise young 
miner, alternately the butt and favorite of the camp. He has 
made a " big strike,** has built a house, and some talk of his 
comrades persuades him that he should have a mother in it. 
Having been a foundling, he sets out to adopt such a relative, 
and engages Mrs. Pottinger to enact the part, which she does in 
hardly a satisfactory manner. She introduces her daughter to 
the house, but Prosper insists that the girl shall be his cousin, 
not sister. Fortunately so, for later he loves and marries her. 
Prosper's " Old Mother.'' 

Riggs, Hon. Stanley. A California orator. A First Family of 
Tasaj'ara. ^ 

Rightbody, Adams. A wealtliy Boston citizen. The telegram 
from Silsbee reminding him of the " compact " so shocks him 
that death results. The Great Deadwood Mystery. 

Rightbody, Mrs. Adams. A student of household hygiene 
during her husband's lifetime. After his death, a student of 
his past. Convinced that there is a woman in the case of his 
mysterious compact with Joshua Silsbee, she visits California to 
investigate. The Great Deadwood Mystery. 

Rightbody, Alice. A Boston maiden. The daughter of Adams 
Rightbody. She accompanies her mother to California and 
succeeds, with the help of Joe Silsbee, in explaining the nature 
of the "compact.** The Great Deadwood Mystery. 

Riley, " Uncle Billy.'* For a time "the camp drunkard'* at 
Rattler*s Ridge. Bones, " the yellow dog," attaches himself to 
the uncertain steps of this notable, and forsakes liim only upon 
unmistakable evidence of the drunkard's reformation. A 
Yellow Dog. 

Ringround, Miss Rosey. An audacious coquette, who, at Mr. 
Rollingstone*s dinner-party, defends the character of her hero^ 
Gabriel Conroj. Gabriel Conroy, • 
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Ringstone. A generous millionaire ; owner of the Hacienda de 
los Osos. The Mystery of the Hacienda, 

Rivers, Alice. See Riggs, Alice. 

Rivers, Jack. See lliGGS, Jack. 

Rivers, John "Wesley. The little son of Seth Rivers who 
speedily follows his sister in succumbing to the charm of Jack 
Hamlin. The Convalescence of Jack Hamlin. 

Rivers, Mary Emmeline. The small sister of John, who intro- 
duces herself and her doll to Jack Hamlin, on his first waking 
at Windy Hill. The Convalescence of Jack Hamlin, 

Rivers, Seth. The quiet, ascetic master of Windy Hill rancho. 
T'he Convalescence of Jack Hamlin. 

Rivers, Mrs. Seth. A soulful but fragile woman, with an ex- 
pression of slightly fatigued self-righteousness. Neither she 
nor her husband is unaffected by the attractions of the guest 
Dr. Duchesne sends to them. The Convalescence of Jack 
Hamlin. 

Robert. See Gray and Rushbrook. See also Bob. 

Roberto. See Bob the Bucker. 

Roberts. The night watchman of a large business building in 
San Francisco. His wife had been a servant in Mrs. Bodine's 
family, so he secretly shelters that unhappy woman and her 
children, and sometimes her husband, in two of its vacant 
rooms. Under the Eaves. 

Robins, Miss Nellie. Loved by David Fagg, who resigns her 
to Rattler. The Man of No Account. 

Robinson. A member of Congress from Vermont. The Story 
of a Mine. 

Robinson, Miss Bessy. Daughter of Trinidad Joe ; a buxom ' 
young woman of twenty-five, with frank blue eyes and beauty 
of a rustic sort. She takes care of the baby which the storm 
leaves at James North's door, and finally marries him when 
the child's parentage is discovered The Man on the Beach. 

Robinson, Joe. A citizen of Rough-and-Ready. 7*2^70 Saints of 
the Foot-Hills. 

Robinson, Don Juan. The bookish recluse of El Refugio, in 
whose care Hamilton Brant places his son Clarence. He is 
known to the boy as his cousin Jackson Brant, who prefers to 
be called by another name. Long residence in Spanish America 
and marriage with a rich Mexican widow have made him more 
Spanish than American. A Waif of the Plains. 

Robinson, Trinidad Joe. James North's nearest neighbor. 
T^e Man on the Beach, 
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Robles, Francisco. Superintendent of the Sisters' Title. 
•The leader of the movement to dispossess Peyton of his claim. 
Susy : A Story of the Plains. 

Roger. See Catron. 

Rogers, Mary. A confidante of Susy Peyton during her con- 
vent life. Later she visits Susy at the Robles Rancho. A 
Waif of the Plains ; Susy: A Story of the Plains. 

Roker, Annie. A pupil at the Hemlock Hill school. A Talei 
of Three Truants. 

Rollingstone, Mr. An able financier ; a dealer of extravagant 
and picturesque hospitality, and owner of a fine " turnout." 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Rollins. One of the military wags among the officers stationed 
at Fort Redwood. The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh. 

Rollins, Tom. A citizen of Rattlesnake Camp, desirous of the 
good opinion of " the two Baker girls." Bulger^s Reputation, 

Roper, Jack. A blacksmith, wlio repairs one of Mary's dolls* 
and becomes its adoptive father. A Mother of Five. 

Roscommon, Mrs. Maggie. The Amazon who presides over 
the grocery counter at Tres Pinos. The Story of a Aline. 

Roscommon, Mike. A saloon-keeper at Tres Pinos. His life 
is monotonous until the title to a Spanish grant comes into his 
hands. With wealth in prospect, he organizes a movement 
to lobby at Washington for its possession. In this struggle 
he neglects his business, and from it he emerges a ruined man. 
The Story of a Mine. 

Rose. See Mallory 

" Rose, The." See M'Closky, Miss Jinny. 

Rosey. See Nott. 

Rosita. See Pico. 

Rowley. A member of the ill-fitarred Mining Ditch Company, 
who, feeling himself abused by the ignorant advice of Captain 
Jim's friend, speaks out his mind in the captain's presence and 
so alienates him forever. Captain JinCs Friend. 

Roy, Tommy. A practical joker of Monte Flat. A Monte Flat 
Pastoral. 

Royal. See Thatcher. 

Ruiz, Se£lor. A Mexican disciple of Tom Paine. One of the 
revolutionists at Todos Santos. The Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Rtiiz, Don Pedro. A dealer in forged land-grants and false 
testimony. Gabriel Conroy. 

Runnybroke, Lord. Lady Elfrida's uncle, who, witli his wife^ 
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is with the English party at Fort Biggs. The Ancestors of 
Peter A therly. 

Runnybroke, Lady mfrida. A charming girl whom Peter 
A therly meets at Ashley Grange, and who shows him the 
Atherly monuments in the church. Later, on the plains, hoth 
are captured by Indians, and Peter makes rescue for himself 
impossible, to save Lady Elfrida, who ever after remains faith- 
ful to his memory. The Ancestors of Peter Atherly. 

Runnybroke, Lord Reginald. A brother of Lady Elfrida. 
The Ancestors of Peter Atherly, 

Rupert. A precocious, studious, imaginative little boy, the«on of 
a practical man, who has little sympathy with the boy's tastes. 
He finds on the Christmas-tree a drum marked for him. This 
drum, at first a source of mortification to his sensitive spirit, 
finally calls him to the war, and with it he saves the honor of 
his regiment. It then beats the reveille which wakes him into 
» another world. The Christmas Gift that came to Rupert. 

Rupert, King. Of Truly rural ania. A well-bred, but convivial 
prince, who suffers from having his personal appearance dupli- 
cated. Rupert the Resembler (Condensed Novels). 

Rupert of Glasgovr. A Scotchman, who closely resembles the 
King of Truly ruralania. Rupert the Resembler {Condensed 
Novels), 

Rupert. See Filgee, Razorbill, and Sedilia. 

Rushbrook, Robert. The "Msecenas of the Pacific Slope." 
He is the *' successful " American, who amasses a fortune and 
becomes the liberal though indiscrimiuating patron of the arts. 
A strong and simple man in artificial surroundings. A Mcecenas 
of the Pacific Slope. 

Ruth. See Pinkney, Rutherford. 

Rutli, Gottlieb. The proprietor of a market garden on the 
outskirts of a Californiau town. He prospers, and, when a rich 
man, goes back to his native village in Switzerland for his 
** revenge." He had been misunderstood and treated unkindly 
as a boy, and he intends to buy the whole place, rebuild and 
beautify it ; but he finds that soon after his departure, the lit- 
tle village had been completely destroyed by a landslip, not 
one of its inhabitants escaping. The Man and the Mountain. 

Ruysdael, Dr. A physician of large practice in San Jos^, and 
the owner of some wild forest land in the Santa Cruz range. 
He becomes the employer of Liberty Jones, and later her hus- 
band. Liberty Jones's Discovery, 
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Ryder, Mr. The escort of Mrs. Rightbody in her search for 
" Seventy-four " and " Seventy-five." A wealthy Californian, 
and second husband of Mrs. Rightbody. The Great Deadwood 
Mystery. 

Ryder, Jack. Of the Lone Star Lead. He is one of Peggy 
Baker's friends, and presents a wolf cub to her menagerie. 
Miss Peggy^s Proteges. 

Ryder, Tom. A miner of Roaring Camp. The Luck of Roaring 
Camp, 

Rylands, Joshua. A man with a somewhat original character. 
He had been converted at a camp-meeting in his boyhood, and 
remains sincerely if narrowly religious. He marries a va- 
riety actress, whom he hopes to help to better things, and deals 
with her kindly, but unwisely. Hearing that Mr. Hamlin had 
called at his house in his absence, he seeks him out, and Jack 
makes some plain-spoken comments on his visitor's shortcom- 
ings towards his wife, a mediation that has the happiest results. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 

Rylands, Mrs. Joshua. Formerly Nell Montgomery, " the 
Pearl of the Variety Stage." An accident causes Jack Ham- 
lin to call at her house, not knowing it to be hers, and she tells 
him of her marriage, her love for her husband, her failure to 
make him happy, and lie quickly grasps the situation and bet- 
ters it. Mr. Jack Hamlin^s Mediation. 

Backville, the Hon. Blanche Fitzroy. Yoimgest daughter of 

the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. Beloved by Terence, who 

finally wifis her as his bride. Terence Denville {Condensed 

Novels). 
Sacramento Pet, The. A pretty actress. An Esmeralda of 

Rocky Cafion. 
Sadie. See Collinbon. 
Safie. See McGee. 
St. Addlegourd. A radical, with a rent-roll of £15,000,000, 

and belonging to one of the oldest families in Britain. Lothaw 

(Condensed Novels). 
Sal. See Cherokee Sal and Clark. 
Salisbury Joan. See Blandford, Mrs. Joan. 
Sally. See Briggs and Dows. • 
Salomy Jane. See Clay. 
Saltello, Consuelo. The pretty and romantic young sister of 

EnriquQZ. The yuutliful Don Francisco is dee^\^ vokiMMU^ 
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her, and gives her his beautiful but wild young filly, Chu Chu. 
After one or two' escapades, in which Chu Chu plays an impor- 
tant part, the young girl is sent away to the safe seclusion of 
a convent in southern California, and the romance is ended. 
Chu Chu. 

Saltello, Enrlquez. Friend of Mr. Grey, the Editor, and bro- 
ther of the fair Consuelo. A loquacious young Califoruian of 
varied accomplishments. His conversation is famous for a 
"marvelous combination of Spanish precision and California 
slang." He assists in the breaking of the mustang Chu Chu. 
He tells his friend a family legend to account for the assaults 
near the Ramierez fonda. At first a cynic on the subject of 
womankind, he falls desperately in love with Miss Urania 
Maimer^ey, and wins her hand after a somewhat fantastic 
wooing. Two years later he returns from the visit, made after 
the marriage, to Mexico. To please his wife he pretends to 
study geology, and is actually president of the El Bolero 
mining company, an enterprise which has a remarkable success, 
till Euriquez, indignant that Professor Dobbs has been bribed 
to leave damaging matter out of a report, quits the board, re- 
fusing to sell his stock while he may, because he believes the 
mine will become valueless. Riding over his rancho with his 
baby son, horse and riders are swallowed up by an earthquake. 
Chu Chu ; What Happened at the Fonda ; The Devotion of En- 
riquez ; The Pwising of Enriquez. 

Saltello, Mrs. Enriquez. See Mannkrsley. 

Saltonstall, Amita. ** A taller copy " of her elder sister 
Maruja and more regularly beautiful, but without individu- 
ality. She serves as a foil for the strange attraction of her 
sister, and is courted for a time by Captain Carroll, before he 
fulls under the spell of Maruja's fascination. Maruja. 

Saltonstall, Dorotea. A grave girl ; a sister of Maruja. 
Maruja. 

Saltonstall, Dofla Maria. A Guitierrez, who, against the pro- 
test of her family, marries strangely enough a Yankee sea cap- 
tain. Later, she comes wholly under the influence of Dr. 
West. It is as the mother of Maruja that she lends an interest 
to the narrative. Maruja. 

Saltonstall, Maruja. A willful heroine ; conscious of her powers 
of fascination, she loves to exercise them under the cloak of 
her girlish manners. She is struck by the noble nature of 
Ciiptain Carroll, but it is in Henry Guest that for the first time 
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she meets a man whose will is stronger than her own, and his 
strange nature exercises a potent influence over her imagina- 
tion. His suit is rapid and his conquest complete. Maruja. 

Balvatierra, Dofia Dolores. See Conroy, Grace. 

Balvatierra, Hermenegildo. The one-eyed comandante of 
the Presidio of San Carlos. Peleg Scudder, a master of a 
Yankee trading-schooner, touches at San Carlos and spends a 
night with the commander. From that time Salvatierra's right 
eye again iCdorns his face. But its fixed, imwiukiug stare sends 
terror and distrust into the hearts of all his people, and those 
who formerly loved and trusted him now only fear him. His 
own character changes with the change of those about him. 
Things are restored to their former happy condition on the de- 
struction of the glass eye in a fight with mutinous Indians. 
The Right Eye of the Commander. 

Balvatierra, Don Jos^. Commander of the Presidio of San 
Geronimo. Tall, gaunt, and gentlemanly in bearing, with 
serious but kindly eyes, and iron-gray mustaches. He adopts 
Grace Conroy as his daughter with the name of Dolores, and, 
dying, leaves her a share of his wealth. Gabriel Conroy, 

Balvatierra, Don Juan. A relative of Don Jos^. He lives 
with Doiia Dolores at the Rancho of the Blessed Trinity. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Sam. See Barstow. 

Banchez. A servant attached to the Saltonstall stables. Maruja* 

Banchez, Manuel Ruy. Secretary to the comandante. The 
Crusade of the Excelsior. 

Banchioha. " The Indian centenarian of the Mission San Car- 
mel. Only her eyes lived. Helpless, boneless, and jelly-like, 
old age had overtaken her with a mild form of deliques- 
cence." She is in possession of the padre's secret, and is in- 
fluenced by Cranch to reveal it. At the Mission of San Carmel. 

Banchicha. The peon servant attached to Jovita Mendez. The 
Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Banderson, Deacon. A member of the rigorous faith from 
which Masterton becomes a " backslider." He tells the un- 
sympathetic doctor of the exhorter's " fall from grace." A 
Convert of the Mission. 

Banderman, Herr. The Ober-Inspector of Police. The Indis- 
cretion of Elsbeth. 

Banderson, Mr. The lawyer in charge of Mrs. Peyton's in- 
terests. Susy : A Story of the Plains. 
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Sandy. See Morton^ Alexander. 

Santierra, Dofla Clara. Sister of Don Jos^ ; a typical Spanish 
woman. A Blue Grass Penelope. 

Santierra, Don Jos^. One of <' Penelope's suitors." A native 
Californiau, with the old hereditary Spanish traits, — grave 
simplicity of character and sedate courtesy. He is the real 
owner of the Rancho de los Cuervos, and lives on the neighbor- 
ing ranch, Los Gatos. He permits Mrs. Tucker to remain at 
Los Cuervos under the impression that the estate is her own. 
A Blue Grass Penelope. 

Sarah. See Walker. See also Sal and Sally. 

Saunders. A recent arrival at Buckeye Camp. A shrewd 
frontiersman, with a knowledge of whiskey and human nature. 
But he underestimates the character of the Mexican girl, and 
is shot in her saloon. On the night of the proposed'attack upon 
the saloon, he seconds the story told by Shuttle worth. The 
Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Saunders. The proprietor of The Valley Emporium at Santa 
Ana. A Widow of Santa Ana Valley. 

Saunders, Mrs. Rosy. The wife of the actor. She is " re- 
served and indistinctive, with that appearance of being au 
unenthusiastic family servant peculiar to some men's wives." 
The Twins of Table Mountain. 

Saunders, Sol. An actor by instinct. Looks upon life and 
nature from a professional point of view, and detects dramatic 
possibilities in all things. The Twins of Table Mountain. 

Saunderson. Steward on board Gray's yacht. Young Robin 
Gray. 

Schmidt. A German recruit, of some ihtelligence, detailed 
under the command of Lieutenant Calvert. The Heritage of 
Dedlow Marsh. 

Schroeder, Frau. The wife of Peter Schroeder. She is cap- 
tivated by the grace of Mrs. Johnson and the assurance of 
T. Barker Johnson. Peter Schroeder. 

Schroeder, Peter. An American by adoption, though German 
by birth. He is induced by T. Barker Johnson to embark 
upon a filibustering expedition, and loses his life through his 
ardent love of liberty. Peter Schroeder. 

Schuyler, Mistress. A guest at Washington's headquarters on 
the night of Thankful Blossom's " appeal to Caesar." Slie 
treats the wayward beauty with sisterly affection. Thankful 
Blossom. 
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Sch'wartz, Ksirl. The assumed name and identity of the clever 
Captain Christian of the French Intelligence Bureau. He pro- 
fesses to be an American citizen, but purposely supports his 
claim so poorly that he is turned over to the military authorities 
at Schlaclitstadt to serve his time. His apparent childlike 
simplicity, amusing stupidity, and invincible good-humor, make 
him a general favorite ; he is much employed by the officers, 
and is finally transferred to the personal service of the governor 
of an important fortress. He falls into the Rhine, is swept 
away by a rapid current, and is reported drowned, — to re- 
appear in Paris very speedily. Unser Karl. 

Bcott, Mrs. The mother of Mrs. John Hale and of Kate Scott. 
She is pictured as an austere woman, whose compassion is unac- 
countably stirred by the suffering of George Lee. Snow-Bound 
at Eaglets. 

Scott, Kate. A young woman who despises the conventionalities 
of life. She ensnares Ned Falkner*s affections during his stay 
at Eagle's Court, and finds his attractions heightened when his 
true colors are made known. Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Scott, Capt. Mat. A partner of Amity Claim. He and his 
partner, Henry York, men of " amiability and grave tact," called 
by their neighbor "The Peacemakers," quarrel privately over 
a trifling matter, and become bitter enemies. Contrary to the 
custom of the place and times, they refuse to settle their differ- 
ences by force of arms, but they fight each other for years in 
every other conceivable way, and many local improvements are 
due to their spite and rivalry. Scott takes to drink, and is in 
a very bad way, when York returns from abroad, finds him in 
the old cabin, and takes care of him. Scott dies soon after the 
reconciliation. The Iliad of Sandy Bar. 

Scotty. Barkeeper of the Greyport Hotel. He saves Sarah's 
life by administering a cocktail. Sarah Walker. 

Scranton, Joshua. The partner on a mining claim of the 
treacherous James Smith alias Farendell. He knows all the 
man's misdeeds, and on the niglit of a great fire in Sacramento, 
he follows him to his counting-house, and threatens exposure if 
Farendell does not leave the city. Scranton, left in the office, 
. perishes in the fire, his body being supposed to be that of the 
escaped Farendell. The Reincarnation of Smith. 

Scudder, Peleg. Master of the schooner General Court, of 
Salem, Mass. A fluent talker and shrewd trader. He rides out 
a storm in San Carlos harbor, and spends a roisterous night 
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with the commander, Hermenegildo Salvatierra. The next 
morning the commander finds a new eye in the socket which 
has long been sightless. The Right Eye of the Commander, 

Seabright, James. An ^*exhorter" with nautical metaphors 
and manners. As a member of the Tamalpais crew he remem- 
bers Elisha Braggs, then known as Barker, and is prepared to 
outwit the covetous music-teacher. An Episode of West Wood- 
lands. 

Bedilia, Alice. Youngest daughter of Lady Selina. Her inno- 
cent lighting of a slow-match results in the destruction of the 
rest of the family by an explosion which also discloses the evi- 
dence which puts Rupert in possession of Sloperton Grange. 
She then marries Sir Rupert. Selina Sedilia {Condensed 
Novels). 

Sedilia, the Ghost of Sir Guy. Anxious to keep his haunts 
free from other ghosts. Selina Sedilia (Condensed Novels). 

Sedilia, Rupert. He returns to Sloperton Grange just in time 
to establish his claim to his ancestral halls. He marries his 
cousin Alice. Selina Sedilia (Condensed Novels). 

Sedilia, Lady Selina. A woman with a history. When about 
to be married to her lover, Edgardo, she is killed, with the rest 
of the wedding party, by the blowing up of the parish church. 
Selina Sedilia (Condensed Novels). 

See Yup. An ingenious Chinese laundryman. He sells Chinese 
remedies to the dyspeptic miners, and " picks over " the " tail- 
ings " of an abandoned claim, greatly to his own advantage. 
See Yup. 

Senator, the great New England. A connoisseur in art, in- 
corruptible in his public life. Carmen interests him by her 
interest in his collections, and he rewards her skillful flattery 
by making a seven hours' political speech, which causes the 
Mine Claim to become *' Unfinished Business." The Story of a 
Mine. 

Sepulvida, Dona Jos^. A modern Don Quixote of melancholy 
address and imperturbable gravity. Regarded with some reason 
by his family as a " lunatico," he flees to the protection of the 
Americans, of whose enlightenment and liberty he is an ardent 
admirer. After many adventures he returns to the bosom of 
his family with an American wife. A Knight-Errant of the 
Foot- Hills. 

Sepulvida, Dofla Maria. A charming young American widow, 
with whom Poinsett conducts a flirtation. Gabriel Conroy. 
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Sepulvida, Don Victor. Attends the family conclave over the 
behavior of Don Josd. A Knight-Errant of the Foot-Hills* 

Sepulvida, Don Vincente. Takes part in the family council 
relative to the flight of Don Jos^. A Knight-Errant of the 
Foot-Hills, 

Seth. See Collinson ; Davis ; Hall and Rivers. 

Sharpe, Demander. The blacksmith at the cross-roads. Though 
embittered by poverty, his heart remains tender toward his 
daughter, and he seeks consolation in foreprdination for all the 
vagaries of fortune. His faith is equally firm in the potency of 
patent medicines. In £urope and with a fortune, he g^ves 
the nobility a taste of Western manners. A Phyllis of the 
Sierras. 

Sharpe, Minty. The blacksmith's daughter. An untutored 
child of the Sierras, who longs to **be somebody." Main- 
waring appears to her as the Prince Charming who is to rescue 
her, but she will lay no traps for him and he capitulates to the 
finer skill of Louise Macy. In her father's arms this complex 
g^rl becomes a child ; at her brother's bedside she rises to a 
mother's place ; in all, the " eternal womanly." A Phyllis of 
the Sierras, 

ttharpe, Richelieu. The blacksmith's son. An amateur metal- 
lurgist, who fulfills his prophecy to Minty, " Some day ye '11 b© 
beholden to me for a lot o' real jewelry." When not discussing 
ores with Bradley, he figures as a *^ precocious and gallant 
Lovelace of ten." A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Shear, Tony. A young man who knew Hathaway in his obscure 
beginnings, and who brings his Marysville friends with him to 
greet the yoimg State senator in San Francisco. A Ward of 
the Golden Gate. 

Shelby. See Fowler. 

Shipley, Dick. Josephine Forsyth's mill foreman. The Chate- 
laine of Burnt Ridge. 

Shipley, Jack. A Boston brother of Mrs. Ashwood. Clemen- 
tina Harcourt's fortune leads him to propose after a few 
weeks' acquaintance. He loses interest in his pursuit when the 
Harcourt millions are in jeopardy. A First Family of Tasa- 
jara. 

Shuckster, Abe. A fatuously devoted friend of the outlaw, 
Jim Bodine. A rich man, in a single year he has sacrificed 
almost all his fortune in saving that worthless reprobate from 
the results of his crimes, and all that is left is spent in pa^'iu^ 
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the passage of Bodine's deserted wife and children to the 
States. Under the Eaves. 

Bhuttlevrorth. One of the first customers at Jovita's saloon. 
He becomes injudicious in his remarks, and is shot by the 
young woman. When her enemies orgauize, he confesses his 
share in the " disorderliness " so effectively that the Vigilants 
give up their designs. The Transformation of' Bvtckeye Camp, 

Bhuttleworth, Mrs. Nan. With Mrs. Carpenter this matron 
is stimulated into a regard for fashion by the advent of Jovita 
Mendez. The Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Bibblee, Josh. Resident in Fresno and Member of Congress 
from the 4th Congressional District of California. Incorrupti- 
ble and true to his constituency. His honesty affords Wiles a 
unique experience. The Story of a Mine. 

Sil^. The future husband of Melinda Bird. The Convalescence 
of Jack Hamlin. 

Bilsbee, Jake. The leader of an emigrant train en route to 
California. A calloused and discontented fortune-hunter. He 
loses his life in the massacre of his party by the Indians. A 
Waif of the Plains, 

Bilsbee, Mrs. Jake. The mother of Susy. " Prematurely old, 
of ill health, and harassed with cares." A querulous farmer's 
wife, to whom maternity is a burden and not a privilege. 
Death comes with the attack of the Indians upon the Silsbee 
train. A Waif of the Plains. 

Silsbee, Joe. The son of Joshua Silsbee. He assumes an alias 
in shame over the manner of his father's death, and is called 
Joe Stanislaus or Stanislaus Joe. While acting as guide, he 
meets Alice Rightbody on her visit to California. Alice is 
stirred with pity over his disgrace, soon loves him, and, a year 
later, marries him in obedience to the mysterious compact 
made thirty years before between the fathers of the lovers. 
The Great Deadwood Mystery. 

Silsbee, Joshua. In early manhood an intimate friend of 
Adams Rightbody. The father of Stanislaus Joe. As an old 
man he is lynched for horse-stealing by the Vigilants at Dead- 
wood. The Great Deadwood Mystery. 

Silsbee, Susy. See Peyton, Susette Alexandra. 

Simmons. A Cockney miner at Roaring Camp. The Luck of 
Roaring Camp. 

Simmons, Captain. A seafaring man in the emploj of Ride& 
The Conspiracy of Mrs. Bunker* -^^^ ; - 
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Bimmons, Joe. A lounger at the Laarel Run post-office. The 
Postmistress of Laurel Bun, 

Simpson. A desperate citizen of Wynyard's Bar. The Sheriff 
of Siskiyou. 

Simpson, Jack. A highway robber. How Santa Claus came to 
Simpson^s Bar. 

Simson, Tom. Of Saudy Bar; otherwise known as *^ The Inno- 
cent." Eloping with Piney Woods, he comes upon the camp of 
the outcasts and insists on spending tlie night and sharing his 
provisions with them. The party is overtaken by a severe snow- 
storm, and Simson is sent by Oakhurst for help, but the help 
arrives too late to save the others. 7'he Outcasts of Poker Flat, 

Sir Edward. A philosopher, who begins the virtues with a 
capital letter. The Dweller of the Threshold (Condensed Novels), 

Bkaggs. A man whose wife has deserted him, together with 
their only child, for another man. Misfortune and drink have 
driven him crazy. He takes the name of Johnson, and is 
known in Angel's as a worthless bummer. After a period in 
which he is supposed to be dead, he turns up again as a mono- 
maniac in search of the mau who ruined him, but dies while on 
the point of achieving his revenge. Mrs, Skaggs's Husbands. 

Skaggs, Mrs. This << she-devil" remains behind the scenes 
throughout the story. Yuba Bill, her fourth husband, de- 
scribes her as <' very tall, with a lot o' light hair meandering 
down the back of her head, as long as a deerskin whiplash, 
and about the color. She hed eyes that *d bore ye through at 
fifty yards, and pooty hands and feet. And . . . she was 
handsome, — she was that ! " The story leaves her in jail for 
murder. Mrs, Skaggs*s Husbands, 

Skinner, Bob. A boy of twelve who invades the island where 
Li Tee and Jim have taken refuge. The Indian saves him 
from drowning, and both make much of him, and the lad, de- 
lighted with the wild life, leaves his gun with them, promising 
to return. Later, on being questioned by his father, he lies, 
and says that the fugitives stole it and ill-used him. Three 
Vagabonds of Trinidad. 

Skinner, Parkin. The father of Bob. A prominent citizen of 
Trinidad who believes that this is a white man's country, and 
that every " nigger," yellow, brown, or black, has got to be 
cleared out. Three Vagabonds of Trinidad. 

Slate, Joe. Of the " Union Press," and one of Hathaway 's po- 

.^Jitml constituency. A Ward of the Golden Gate, 
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Bledge, Mr. Stage -driver of Pineville, Kentucky. Cdmd 
StarhottWs Client. 

Bleight. An nnscrapulous San Francisco speculator, who bays 
the Fontiac in order to secure the treasure which is supposed 
to be concealed in her hold. The coin proves to be counter- 
feit. A Ship of '49. 

Blinn, Esther. The elder of H. J. Slinn's two daughters. Ut- 
terly indifferent to the suffering of her father, she is drawn 
as the slight sketch of the modern Goneril. A Millionaire of 
Kough-and-Ready. 

Blinn, Harry. The selfish and ready-witted son of H. J. Slinn. 
He becomes the successful editor of the Rongh-and-Ready 
" Roconl,** and pays transient court to Mamie Mulrady. A 
^^Uiotiairf of Rough-and-Ready. 

81inn« H. J. A^oor miner, stricken down with paralysis in the 
moment of overpowering success. Unable to reclaim his trea- 
sure, he leads a life of helpless wretchedness, nncared for by 
his selfish children. He is helped by the kindness of Mulrady 
to the rediscovery of his fortune, and bis death in the moment 
of intense exaltation marks the climax of the story. A MUr 
Uo»Hurr if Rough-imd^Readjf, 

81inn« Vashti. H. J. Slinn*s younger daughter, who, drawn in 
the Ixaokirrv^und of the story, plays Regan to her sister's Goneril. 
.4 .V:.Vj,x»i<j»*Y of RouQ\-<iH<URe%idy. 

Slit-tli^Weamand. The cadarenHis ghost of an English sailor 
of l^utvu Kl'.r;»Wth*s time. T\e L€pef%d of DenTs Point. 

Slooum. Jim. A ^uesi at the Laurel Spring Hotel. Mr. Mac- 

Slooumtx S^naKur. The eniKxlimeiM of " gOTernmcnt,** in the 
\v,xua of Mr^jk lUker. TU f*,v#rmv.<^j* of Laurel Rmh. 

BX\\x^At\. JohmiTbOT. A deM»ra5e l:tUe boy of resolnte charao- 
t\^r» x^ X* r<\<;st* aI" A;;iM*.:;>;si tv^ improTe his physical condition 
\n AyNvmA»,ve >fc*:h Ain^ro^yd iSev^ri^ps. Later, responsibility 
1a\>\ vas^^\ hxw b\ v,v.:s:oK*::rie bHr^ oat tlie best in him. 

Anuth V sv,',v* rA*v>x:A-. :>■? :rvv-5if^2t fa^ber of Proridenee. 

ftm\t^ IN^ xv^^t^ >* V ,v^vxrrTw* tiie >.vi« c%f j^sJd which gare 

^V »,-iitov,vv3 o.; Sv/ ;>'>i r,vl« ::* x&a>e. Tbat diseoTerr is 
V^x >v»\\ A^v. >s^>i»v>vr, *^i >'25^ >«fci ^Ok-i ii» siaie Mm a dmnk- 
ai\\ U,^ .*^ ^*Nt vV.\.>^ > A'jtif*: ,x ^»«CJk:r. jc, as wedist« soch is 
tW o^^v'^V ^^itv^N^s.NNV.'-N V<t .; is f^-itui i-XiJti ie ^ats been work- 
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ing successfully iu the pocket on the very day of his death, 
and Mr. Gray and Dr. Duchesne believe hiui to have been 
murdered, probably by Waters. He is the father of M'liss. 

Smith. The Minnesota congressman, with whose coming affairs 
begin to move. The Story of a Mine. 

Smith, Doc. A friend of Dan'l Borem. DanH Borem (Cori' 
densed Novels). 

Smith, Mis8. A village belle *^ of flirtatious reputation." She 
maliciously arouses the jealousy of Consuelo Saltello. Chu 
Chu. 

Smith, Mrs. M'liss's mother. A handsome brunette, with a 
dramatic manner. " Her eyes, which were dark and singularly 
brilliant, were half closed, either from some peculiar conforma- 
tion of the lids, or an habitual effort to conceal expression." 
She has been separated from her husband for some years, but 
reappears after his death and claims his property and the 
guardianship of M'liss, who, under her care, seems in fair way 
to become a little more conventional. The reader is permitted 
to suspect that she has had relations of some kind with Waters, 
and may, perhaps, have been implicated in the murder of her 
husband. M*liss. 

Smith, James. He had deserted his wife in Missouri, and had 
come to California, taking the papers and name, Farendell, of 
a friend who had died on the passage. He had sold a mining- 
claim, regardless of the rights of his partners, run away with 
the proceeds and gone into business in Sacramento, and when 
this history opens is on the eve of his marriage to Mrs. Cutler. 
But he is really a bankrupt, and that night, in the midst of a 
great flre, he disappears, and is supposed to have been burned. 
Four years later he reappears, changed by a beard and called 
by his true name. He had prospered in South America, and 
his thoughts return to his deserted wife. He finds her in Sacra- 
mento and watches her from a distance. On the night of a 
great flood he follows her in a boat, and is drowned before 
her eyes. The Reincarnation of Smith. 

Smith, Mrs. James. The deserted wife of Smith, alias Faren- 
dell. She is faithfully loved by her husband's former partner, 
Duffy, and promises to marry him when she has seen her hus- 
band's dead face — which she does on the niglit of the great 
flood. The Reincarnation of Smith. 

Smith, Melissa. A wild and wayward child, daughter of " Q\A. 
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Bummer " Smith. She enters Mr. Gray's school, and under his 
influence and teaching improves in many respects, but does not 
quite give up her wild ways. When the mob is preparing to 
lynch Waters for the murder of McSnagley, she gains access to 
the prisoner and sets hiin free by setting fire to his guard and 
causing a conflagration, during which the prisoner escapes with 
her. From Waters, whose mind has been unseated by terror, 
she learns that she is "an heiress," her father's old claim still 
containing a large quantity of gold. On her mother's reap- 
pearance, she goes to live with her, and the civilizing process 
is transferred to her hands. M'liss. 

Smith, Providence. A pupil of the Hemlock Hill school, who 
with two other boys, Tribbs and Fleming, is caught in a snow 
storm on Table Ridge, and has various alarming, adventures. 
A Tale of Three Truants. 

Sxnithsye. A schoolmate of Heavystone. Guy Heavystone 
{Condensed Novels). 

SnafEle, Tom. A schoolmate of young Breezy under Grubbins. 
Mr. Midshipman Breezy {Condensed Novels), 

Snapshot-Harry. See Dimwood. 

Sniffen, Eliza Jane. Beloved by Chitterlings. Being captured 
by Indians, she saves her life by staining her face and mingling 
with the Indian maidens. She becomes Mushy mush, the favor- 
ite handmaid of Jenkins, the Boy Chief, and is reunited to 
Chitterlings in the end. The Hoodlum Band {Condensed 
Novels). 

Snyder, Jimmy. A pupil of the Indian Spring school. Cressy. 

Snyder, Jimmy. One of the pupils at Chestnut Ridge. A 
Pupil of Chestnut Ridge. 

Sobriente. See Father Sobriente. 

Sobo, The Dowager Duchess of. An elderly woman of much 
strength of character and tenderness of heart. She proves a 
friend in need to Helen Maynard. Two Americans, 

Sol. See Catlins and Saundkrs. 

Somers, Jack. A facile society man, who is Rushbrook's ad- 
viser in sociiil and artistic matters. In love with Grace Nevil, 
he makes to her the unwarranted statement that Rushbrook 
has provided for his future. This is afterwards the cause of 
his break witli lier and of his rupture with Rushbrook, whom 
he deserts to figlit him financially in a hostile ring. The ring 
is defeated. A Mascenas of the Pacific Slope. 

BomerB, Kate. A characterless woman, mistress of the dying 
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gambler, to whom Gideon Deane marries her. An Apostle of 
the Tules. 

Somerset, Grace. A dauciDg-girl in a variety-show. Two 
Saints of the Foot-HUis. 

Somerset, Lord Henry. Aid-de-camp to the Lord Lieutenant. 
He insults Terence, who challenges bim to a duel, but spares 
his life ill obedience to Blanche Sackville's request. Terence 
Denville {Condensed Novels), 

Sophonisba. See Brown. 

SoulSlet, Tom. A convivial Washington friend of Dobbs. He 
superintends a dinner from which the office-seeker hopes to 
secure an appointment. The Office-Seeker, 

Southampton, Lord. The most noble Earl, served by John 
Longbowe. The Adventures of John Longbowe, Yeoman {Con- 
densed Novels), 

Sparkley. A high official in the Civil Department. He dis- 
appears from Simla, when he has learnt to converse with inani- 
mate objects. For SimHa Reasons (Condensed Novels). 

Sparlow, Dr. A medical man as well as a druggist. He 
humorously animadverts upon his young partner, Kane's 
" sincere " treatment of Madame le Blanc's injuries. He 
correctly diagnoses the case of Reuben Allen. How Reuben 
Allen " Saw Life " in San Francisco, 

Sparrell, Thomas. A red-haired, lame youth, clerk in a general 
store at the Cross Roads, Red Gulch. Though thought lightly 
of by the miners, he is shrewd, competent, and studious. He 
foresees the catastrophe at Reservoir Caiiou, and by his efforts 
rescues the picnickers from their dangerous predicament. He 
wins the hand of the youngest Miss Piper, and later proves far 
the most prosperous of the Judge's sons-in-law. The Youngest 
Miss Piper, 

Spanish Pete. A noted desperado and sluice robber, who is 
buried alive in his cave, when the entrance is closed by Johnny 
Starleigh. An Ali Baba of the Sierras. 

Spencer. See Tucker. 

Sperry, Abner. One of the three trustees of the school. The 
New Assistant at Pine Clearing School. 

Spindler, Dick. A miner who has made a " strike " at Rough 

and Ready, and wishes to celebrate it by giving a Christmas 

•party to his relatives, of whom he knows little, except that 

nearly all of them have written to him for money after hearing 

of his good fortune. He begs Mrs. Price, a sensible and prac' 
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tical ^idow, to act as his hostess. Some of his relations prove 
to be drunken and worthless, but two children of a cousin are 
forwarded to him by express, their mother being dead, and their 
father in a hospital. This interests the miners who had intended 
making a disturbance at the reception following the feast, and 
they are further mollified by the arrival of a beautiful, richly, 
dressed girl, professing to be Spindler's niece. She is really a 
niece of Mrs. Price, and she makes the party a success. Dick 
Spindler's Family Christmas. 

8pitz. A simple colonel, yet the one man who runs the whole 
dynasty of Truly ruralania. Rupert the Resemhler {^Condensed 
Novels). 

8tacey, Mr. Agent for " Uncle Ben's " bankers in San Fran- 
cisco. He is discouraged in his attempts to take up McKiustry's 
boundary quarrels and to make love to Cressy. Cressy. 

Stacy, James. A college-bred man of cheerful temper. Partner 
of Barker in the prospecting of unpromising claims. When the 
three partners meet with good fortune, Stacy becomes a banker 
in San Francisco, and a power in the financial world. Partially 
ruined through the rascality of Van Loo, he is left at the end in 
possession, with his partners, of Marshall's claim. Barker's 
Luck ; Three Partners, 

Stalkies, The. An irregular mob of strange creatures, whose 
talk is a gibberish, and who accept study only as a punishment. 
Jungle Folk {Condensed Novels). 

Stanislaus, Joe ; or Stanislaus Joe. See Silsbee, Joe. 

Stannard, Pansy. A lively, quick-witted, voluble child, for a 
brief period the ward of Colonel Starbottle. A Ward of 
Colonel Starbottle\t. 

Stanner, Jackson N. An overbearing bully ; the Express Com- 
pany's special agent, who is disconcerted and finally checkmated 
by Colonel Clincih. Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Staples. Assists Bullen in his adventure. How Santa Glaus 
came to Simpson^ s Bnr. 

Staples, Mr. The minister at Burnt Spring, who by every 
method, fair and unfair, endeavors to discover Johnny Med- 
liker's secret. The Youngest Prospector in Calaveras. 

Starbottle, Mrs. Clara. See Tretherick, Mrs. Clara. 

Starbottle, Culpepper. Nephew of the gallant Colonel. A 
chivalrous young man, with " a serious, even Quixotic face, . . • 
at times . . . relieved by a rare smile of . . . tender and even 
pathetic sweetness.'' Soon after his acceptance by Miss Jo 
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Foliiisbee, he is forced to take up his uncle's qnarrel and fight 
a duel with her brother, in which he is killed, having fired bis 
own pistol into the air. The Romance of Madrono Hollow. 
Starbottle, Colonel Culpepper. A Kentucky colonel, trans- 
planted into California soil and flourishing in that congenial 
climate. He has inaported the " full- breasted " chivalry of the 
South into the new country. He conducts a political campaign 
or a trial by jury with " the same fiery-tongued eloquence," — 
an eloquence which is often helped, though sometimes hindered, 
by his frequent potations. One of his chief characteristics is 
his devotion to " the sex." He is pompous and jaunty, and is 
in the habit of giving an added dignity to his form and carriage 
by inflating his chest. The honor of a Southern gentleman is 
very dear to him, and he is always ready — nay, eager — to 
defend it according to the code. He is a lawyer by profession 
and, having enjoyed political honors, is known as a " war-horse." 
Siskiyou County is his port of entry, but all California is his 
home. We first hear of him as one of Mrs. Brown's admirers 
in " Brown of Calaveras." In " The Iliad of Sandy Bar," he 
appears as a partisan of York. In *< The Romance of Madroiio 
Hollow," he is ejected from a dancing-party with his female 
companion. The insult is resented, and results in a duel on the 
part of his nephew and Jack Folinsbee, and finally in a duel with 
Folinsbee on his own part, in which he kills his opponent. He 
is introduced to the Poet of Sierra Flat. He accepts the 
guardianship of the little daughter of his friend, Dick Staunard, 
visits the child at her school, overawes her teachers by his 
manner, and before leaving, addresses the pupils. The affec- 
tion he quickly feels for his ward is increased by a second 
visit, but he finds there have been many inquiries in the school 
in regard to his occupation, habits, and acquaintances. Four 
months later, while he is having a supper with certain friends 
in the Magnolia Restaurant, Pansy appears, having run away 
from school because they told lies about her guardian and said 
she was his daughter, a statement received with uproarious 
mirth by the guests, whereupon the Colonel promptly challenges 
two of the men. The third. Jack Hamlin, when left alone with 
his host, earnestly and severely protests, in the interests of the 
child, against the Colonel's guardianship, and so works upon 
him, that with much pain he relinquishes it. While living at 
Fiddletown, he becomes one of Mrs. Tretherick's many admirers. 
He plans an elopement with her, which is prevented by an un.« 
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foreseen incident, bnt on the death of Mr. Tretherick he marries 
the widow. The fact of his' death a few years later is recorded 
here. He is Jack Oakhurst's second in the duel with Hamilton. 
In '* Wan Lee, the Pagan," he makes indignant complaint of 
the garbling of one of his political speeches as printed in the 
"Northern Star." At another time, the flow of his forensic 
eloquence is interrupted by the braying of Jinny, Dan the 
Quartz Crusher's donkey. He is the second of Calhoun Bung- 
starter for the duel with Captain McFadden, which is prevented 
by the Fool of Five Forks. In " Captain Jim's Friend," he 
appears as the writer of an editorial in the " Simpson's Bar 
Clarion." In " Colonel Starbottle's Client," he is the faithful 
and astute counsel of Jo Corbin, and he effects a reconciliation 
between him and the outraged Jeffcourts by a diplomatic appeal 
to the Southern sentiment. In " A First Family of Tasajara," 
he is second for the editor of the " Pioneer " in his projected 
duel with John Milton Harcourt, but appears at the appointed 
place with an apology instead of his principal. In " The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's," he converses pompously with Arthur Wayne. 
In ** Clarence," he is one of the conspirators who assemble at 
the Peyton rancho, and he occupies **a characteristically cen- 
tral position" in the conclave. Employed by Father Felipe in 
the interest of Grace Conroy's claim on the property at One 
Horse Gulch, he braves the brusque and insolent Dumphy. He 
is also prosecuting attorney in Gabriel's case. While paying 
his respects to the Sacramento Pet, he is ignominiously butted 
by Billy. After a visit to the fonda of the Seilora Ramierez, 
she offers to lend him her daughter's mustang if he will ride 
it home. The mare throws and half strangles him. Falling 
under the spell of the girl's compelling eyes, he consents to 
become the counsel for the plaintiff in the breach of promise 
suit of Hooker versus Hotchkiss, though the defendant had been 
his client in the Eureka Ditch Con)pany case, in which the 
Colonel has just achieved one of his greatest forensic triumphs. 
His plea in behalf of the fair Zaidee is a good example of Star- 
bottle's oratory, and also of his entire lack of humor. His joy 
in this success is turned to chagrin, on finding that the girl had 
brought the suit as a means of raising money to enable her to 
marry a rustic admirer. He is a guest at the Laurel Spring 
House, and has his usual chivalrous admiration for the fair 
mistress thereof, but he cannot understand her supposed re- 
lationship to the desperado, MacGlowrie. Later he recognizes 
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a popular revivalist preacher who is visiting the place as an 
escaped criminal from Arkansas, and publicly denounces him, 
but does not divulge his name, MacGlowrie, presuming him to 
be a connection of the widow. Brown of Calaveras ; The Iliad 
of Sandy Bar ; The Romance of Madrono Hollow ; The Poet of 
Sierra Flat ; A Ward of Colonel Starhottle's ; An Episode of 
Fiddletown ; A Passage in the Life of Mr. John Oakhurst ; Wan 
.Lee, the Pagan ; " Jinny ; " The Fool of Five Forks ; Captain 
Jim's Friend; Colonel StarbottW s Client ; A First Family of 
Tasajara ; The Bell-Ringer of AngeVs ; Clarence ; Gabriel Con- 
roy ; An Esmeralda of Rocky Canon; What Happened at the 
Fonda ; Colonel Starbottle for the Plaintiff; Mr. MacGlowrie^s 
Widow. 

Starbuck. An Hawaiian half-breed, who knows of the rich gold 
ledge concealed in Sobriente's well and comes as a boarder to 
the Buena Vista hotel, watching for an opportunity to steal 
the treasure. The Secret of Sobriente^s Well. 

Starleigh, Johnny. A boy of ten, who accidentally discovers 
the cave of a gang of sluice robbers, the entrance to which is 
closed by a mass of rock in which the root of a fallen tree 
is imbedded. Hidden and trembling he watches two of the 
men as they enter the cavern, and later he sees them come out 
with a youth whom he recognizes as his own reprobate brother. 
The two men return to the cave, and the child, filled with 
anger at the thought that they had made his brother a thief, 
manages to close the entrance, though he does not doubt their 
ultimate escape. Ten years later, the excavatoi*s of a tunnel 
discover their skeletons. An AH Baba of the Sierras. 

Starleigh, Sam. The worthless brother of Johnny. An AH 
Baba of the Sierras. 

Starling, Mr. A dyspeptic passenger on the "liner." Z)an7 
Borem (Condensed Novels). 

Stephen. See Forsyth; Masterton; Rice. 

Steptoe. A desperado who venomously hates the three part- 
ners, and uses his utmost endeavor to injure them. He is shot 
while, with a gang of followers, he is trying to seize Marshall's 
claim. His true name is Horncastle. Three Partners. 

Stevens, Captain. A wealthy California merchant, formerly a 
seafaring man. . One of Clarence's fellow pRSsengera on the 
stage between Stockton and Sacramento. He confirms tne 
boy's story to the banker. A Waif of the Plains. 

Stidger, Captain. Chairman of the Marysville Central Coxsa.* 
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inittee, and one of the political allies whom Shear presents to 

Hathaway. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 
Stidger, Mrs. Abner. A blacksmith's wife; Miss Mary's host- 
ess. The Idyl of Red Gulch. 
Stidger, Johnny. One of Miss Mary's pupils. The Idyl of Red 

Gulch. 
Stidger, Johnny. A pupil at Chestnut Ridge school, and the . 

owner of a pocket accordion. A Pupil of Chestnut Ridge. 
Stielitzer, Jake. A miner at Burnt Spring, who protects 

Johnny Medliker from the curiosity of his neighbors. The 

YoungeM Prospector in Calaveras. 
Stiver, Mrs. An ofiicious but disappointed friend of the heir- 
ess. .-In Heiress of Red Dog. 
Stokes, Deborah. An active worker in Masterton's revivals. 

She understands the cause and natare of the ezhorter's col- 

lai^o« and ministers to him in a motherly way. A Convert of 

the Mission. 
Straitw^ys, Marian. The wife of John Longbowe. Tlte Ad- 

retUurfs of John Longhowty Yeoman {Condensed Novels). 
Strauge^nrays, Colonel. A member of General Brant's staff. 

ClarrfiCf. 
Stxmtton, Ned. A gambler, and a man of dissipated habits. 

lie deserts the yomig girl whom he lures from home. A 

Prof^gir of Jact Hamlin s. 
Stryker, Major. The late law partner of Colonel Starbottle, 

who Iwid l»een killed in a duel. Colonei Starboitle for the Plain- 

tin, 
Stryker. AmeUa. Callo«i Meely. the child friend of Johnny 

St^rltMsrh* to whom he half-4^.>ufides the secret of the care. An 

Slubbs. Deacon. A Wding mcmWr of the Higbtnwn Chorch 
H<^ wvMiu: like to hare Mr HAn:lin banished fi>om Wiudy Hill. 

Stubbjk Mi«. Tt)e wife of the IVacoc. who differs from him 
on :>io 0-5; >.;;v^n of the Wiudr Hill pwst. 7^ Canralescence 

St\unv'*T r.\:x^r.';*.N>?>f» «5rpN>r, ars,l wjx^wife to Cherokee SaL 
H<f Kw:rcs :ho K-^'l \*:!i nr.r^ae Ar>i^ sTvXifaiber, asd is faithful to 

Sx^ Stv InVv$;v> : ^^R%^wx A:xi Mauox. See also SrsAK 

Suu^ifKrito-s. Ma«^ter Ctail<« A £ve>T«&r^iU bor, who ntns 
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away for a day. Surprising Adventures of Master Charles Sum" 

merton. 
Superior, The. The amiable, easy-going head of the Bishops- 

g^te Street mouastery. Gdly and the Christian {Condensed 

Novels). 
Snsan. See Markham and Markle. 
Susy. See Peyton. See also Sue. 
S'weeny, Mrs. "A profusely ornamented but reputationless 

widow," whose flirtations with Lacy Bassett are notorious. 

Captain JinCs Friend. 
S'VTinger, Colonel. The proprietor of the hotel at Buena Vista, 

a "played-out" mining camp. He is a Virginian, who had 

emigi*ated from his decaying plantation on the James. The 

Secret of Sohriente's Well. . 
B'VTinger, Polly. Daughter of the Colonel, who discovers Star- 
buck in the well, and so prevents the robbery he has artfully 

planned. The Secret of Sohriente^s Well. 
S'wizzle, Mr. A midshipman on the Belcher. Mr. Midshipman 

Breezy (Condensed Novels). 
Sykes, Captain. A friend of Tinky ClifiFord. Mr. Jack Ham' 

lin^s Mediation. 
Sylvester. The unsuspecting and fascinated host of Cherokee 

Jack. " Who vms my Quiet Friend f " 
Sylvester. See Lane. 
Sylvester, Baby. A young grizzly, whose owner leaves him in 

charge of a friend during an absence in tlie East. Baby 
• proves a troublesome pet, and finally escapes. Bahy Sylvester. 
Sylvester, Dick. The owner and foster-father of Baby. Baby 

Sylvester. 
Sylvester, Miss Kate. May's cousin; an arrant flirt. " Who 

was my Quiet Friend f ** 
Sylvester, Louis. A candidate for reform fit the hands of 

Nelly Woodridge. Mrs. Merrydew marries him to save James 

Reddy from a second misfortune. The Reformation of James 

Reddy. 
Sylvester, Miss May. The gentle "Lily of Lone Valley;'* 

interested in the mysterious Kearney. ** Who was my Quiet 

Friend f' 
Symes, Mr. The Episcopalian rector of Redlands. Sally DowSc 

Tallant, Joe. A mining secretary, and a member of " Poco 
Mds 6 Meuos " Club. In a Pioneer /Restaurant. 
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Tappington. See Brooks. 

Tarboz, Hiram. A cousiu of Snapshot Harry, and somewhat 
under suspicion in consequence. He, however, breaks with his 
old associations, and becomes a land and timber agent in San 
Francisco. A Niece of Snapshot Harry^s, 

Tarboz, Mrs. Hiram. She objects to being persecuted because 
she is related " to folks in another line o* business ; " but she 
kindly protects the highwayman's niece. A Niece of Snapshot 
Harry^s. 

Tenbrook, Jack. A miner to whom Miggles gave her bear 
when she accompanied her paralytic lover to San Francisco. 
Jack, to his sorrow, shoots his pet, when a young lady belong- 
ing to a party snowed up near his cabin is frightened by the 
animal. A Night on the Divide. 

Tennessee. A reckless druukard, gambler, and highway robber, 
who is hanged by Judge Lynch. Tennessee^s Partner, 

Tennessee's Partner. "Short and stout, with a square face, 
sunburned into a preternatural reduess." Faithful to his part- 
ner Tennessee through everything, he even forgives him for 
running away with his wife. When Tennessee is tried for 
highway robbery, he endeavors, in a frank and simple manner, 
to bribe the court, and, failing in that, gets permission to bury 
his old partner after the banging. He conducts the funeral 
himself after an original fashion. He does not long outlive 
Tennessee. Tennesset^s Partner. 

Terence. See Den\'1lle. 

Teresa. A Spanish daneing-girl, formerly mistress of Dick Cur- 
s«.>n« whom she has stabbed in a fit of jealous rage, — '* dancing, 
tlirting. fencing, shooting, swearing, drinking, smoking, fight- 
ing Teresa," Finding refuge in the forest camp of Low Dor- 
man, she thn>ws off her manner of reckless bravado, and under 
tiio intluenoe of daily contact with bis refined and sensitive na- 
turt\ her own softens, and all her womanliness comes to the 
surface. She soon finds herself in love with him, and, although 
ho Iv^vos .'Another woman, she risks her life and her reputation 
to sa>o bis lite. She (H^rishes with him in a forest fire, after 
NoIHo Wyuu has jilted him, ai^d when happiness seems to he 
wi:l.in hor rtN-ioh. She is quick-witted and sympathetic, brave 
axui true. /•; :\f cV^^v^i'v^^ irtWj^ 

Thankful. No lU^^s^OM. 

rhAK^hei. Royal. An advemurer and soldier of fortune. He 
.i^Ksuots the Mac^ottxaix <rx oi Ei^^aBd enters into the fight 
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for the possession of the mine. He is a man of culture and 
takes unkindly to hardship. The Story of a Mine, 

Th^r^se. Lady Caroline Coventry's French maid, who, out of 
jealousy, cuts loose the balloon while her mistress is in it. 
Handsome is as Handsome does ( Condensed Novels). 

Thompson. The blacksmith of Madrofio Hollow, and one of the 
village gossips. The Romance of Madrono Hollow. 

Thompson. Of Thompson's Pass. The first person to inform 
the Hales of the true character of their guest. Snow-Bound at 
Eaglets. 

Thompson. A resident of Dry Creek, who has no patience 
with civic " virtoo." The Transformation of Buckeye Camp. 

Thompson. A miner whom Flint uses in the disposal of the 
louis-d'or. He confesses to Sylvester that he had been bribed 
by Flint to act as an accessory. Their Uncle from California. 

Thompson, Chief. The San Francisco Chief of Police. He 
breaks in upon the meeting at the Rancho, but finds his war- 
rants unavailable, until Beeswinger creates him a United States, 
deputy-marshal. Clarence. 

Thompson, Judge. A pompous authority upon ethics and the 
laws. A passenger in the stage, he is drawn into the friendly 
conspiracy to make Polly a wife, and performs the ceremony 
himself. An Ingenue of the Sierras. 

Thompson, Mr. A practical man who has suddenly experienced 
religion, and who searches for his son, whom his cruelty had 
driven away from home a dozen or more years before. He is 
attacked one night by a highway robber, who, on being cap- 
tured by the old man, gives his name as Thompson, and later 
is taken into the father's household as his long-lost son. Mr* 
Thompson's Prodigal. 

Thompson, Charles (the false). To get a new start in life he 
assumes the name of an old companion in sin, whom he believes 
to be dead, and is taken into Mr. Thompson's house as his son. 
Mr. Thompson's Prodigal. 

Thompson, Charles (the true). At a festival given by Mr. 
Thompson in honor of the supposed returned prodigal, and 
representing the feast of the fatted calf, the real Charles 
Thompson appears, in a drunken condition, not knowing where 
he is. The revelation comes the next morning, and the half- 
innocent impostor disappears. Air. T'hompson's Prodigal. 
Thomson, Aunt Dinah. George's wife ; a washerwoman. A 
Ward of the Golden Gate. 
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Thomson, George Washington. A darkey with the florid 
talents of his race, who tries to support his master, Colonel 
Pendleton, in his proper character as an old-time Southern 
gentleman. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Thomson, Scipio. George's son ; a bootblack. A Ward of the 
Golden Gate, 

Three-Fingered Dick. A " road agent," and an accomplice of 
Miss Mortimer. Found at Blazing Star. 

Tibbets, Bracy. Proposes to form a joint-stock company to 
** prospect " for the missing Charles Thompson. He is ejected 
from Mr. Thompson's party on account of riotous behavior. 
In ** Suow-Bound at Eagle's," he turns up as an express mes- 
senger. Mr. Thompson's Prodigal ; Snow-Bound at Eaglets. 

Tibbetts, Rosey. An American girl spending her father's 
money in Germany. With her sisters and Mrs. Johnson, she 
passes judgment upon Peter Schroeder's American innovations. 
Peter Schroeder. 

Tibbitts, Sergeant. One of the troopers in Van Zandt's com- 
mand. Thankful Blossom. 

Tibbs, Piney. Cissy Trixit's admiring friend. A Belle of 
Canada City. 

Tiburcio. A vaquero on the Pico rancho. The Argonauts of 
North Liberty. 

Tipton, Sandy. A miner of Roaring Camp. The Luck of 
Roaring Camp. 

Tish, Miss Eudozia. The principal of the school in Santa 
Clara, in which Pansy Stannard is a pupil. A Ward of Colonel 
Starhottle's. 

Tom. A Western waiter in the Pioneer Restaurant, whose wife, 
some months before, has run away with Tournelli. By his im- 
passive exterior, however, on the night of her appearance at 
the restaurant, and by his general indifPerence to Tournelli, the 
guests cannot discover whether he recognizes her or knows 
anything of the general situation. In a Pioneer Restaurant. 

Tom. The new sheriff of Siskiyou. He captures Overstone by 
strategy, and his chief source of regret is that the criminal 
makes no resistance. He is shot by a company of regulars 
while watching the sleeping Overstone. The Sheriff of SiS" 
hyou. 

Tom. See Rent ; Flyxx ; Higbee ; Islington ; Simson. 

Tommy. Sandy's illegitimate child. The Idyl of Red Gulch. 

Tommy. Yoini"" scion of a \vea\tV\^' Viovx^e •, ^owv^tlme playmate 
of Mvhwfi ^felons. 
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Tommy. See Islington. 

Tompkins, Judge. A California pioneer, whose house is the 
abode of culture and the arts. Muck-a- Muck (Condensed 
Novels). 

Tompkins, Miss Genevra Octavia. The judge's only child, a 
peerless beauty, loviug and loved by the romantic Natty Bunipo. 
Jilted by him for wearing a waterfall, she dies twenty years 
after, of a broken heart. Muck-a-Muck (Condensed Novels). 

Tournelli. An Italian waiter in the <* Pioneer " restaurant. 
He proves to have been the man who ran away with Tom*s 
divorced wife. The property which she brings to him, and 
which Tournelli invests in San Francisco, is a source of mysti- 
fication to the club. The woman, who is again a runaway, 
appears unexpectedly as a diner at the restaurant. Tournelli's 
quick vengeance is then happily contrasted with the Western 
waiter's stolidity. In a Pioneer Restaurant. 

Trent, Randolph. An unsuccessful young miner, he arrives iu 
San Francisco, friendless, penniless, and hungry. He is aided 
by a seafaring man whom he chances to meet, and given a 
portmanteau to carry to his benefactor's room in a hotel. But 
the man does not reappear, and Randolph regards the bag and 
its contents as a trust to be carefully guarded. He makes 
inquiries at a bank, a memorandum of whose address was iu 
the portmanteau, learns nothing, but obtains a situation which 
proves the beginning of a prosperous career. A somewhat sen- 
timental acquaintanceship with Miss Avondale is forgotten when 
Sibyl Eversleigh appears. The owner of the bag, Sir John 
Dornton, returns, doubtful whether to deny the story of his 
death, and claim his inheritance. Randolph accompanies him to 
England and meets Sibyl again. Sir John disappears a second 
time, and Sibyl his heiress comes to San Francisco in an unsuc- 
cessful search for him, and marries Randolph. Trent* s Trust. 

Tretherick, Carry. Daughter of Mr. Tretherick by a former 
divorced wife. She comes to live with her father again at the 
age of six or seven, — a little girl, with hair of a " violent red," 
— and she so captures the heart of her stepmother that the 
latter gives up her plan of eloping with Colonel Starbottle 
and runs away with her instead. While at school in the East 
she forgets Mrs. Tretherick's kindness and love, and becomes 
estranged from her, but is brought to a proper state of mind 
and heart on being reunited to her through the agency of Mr. 
Jack Prince. An Episode of Fiddletoicn. 
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Tretherick, Mrs. Clara. A pretty, coquettish woman, with a 
dazzling coniplexiou and velvety eyes, who writes sentimental 
poetry, and is loved by most of the male population of Fiddle- 
town. She is lifted out of her selfish life by a growing love 
for her little stepdaughter, who appears on the scene just in 
time to save her from an elopement with Colonel Starbottle, 
and to whom the remainder of her life is devoted. After her 
husband's death she marries Colonel Starbottle in order to give 
the little girl a home. An Episode of Fiddletoton. 

Tretherick, Mr. James. A citizen of Fiddletown, who is in the 
habit of beating his wife. He dies of delirium tremens. An 
Episode of Fiddletown. 

Tribbs. Of Tribbs Run, the father of Jackson. A Tale of 
Three Truants. 

Tribbs, Jackson. One of the three boys of the Hemlock Hill 
school, who are caught in a storm on Table Ridge, and go 
through various alarming experiences, before finding their way 
back to school, two days later. A Tale of Three Truants. 

Trigg, 'Washington. A Western member of the Excelsior Com- 
pany, who becomes fascinated by a statue of California which 
he sees in San Francisco, and orders a replica in bronze for the 
hall of the new hotel of the settlement. It is long in reaching 
its destination, but there arrives at the house a missent box from 
a Parisian modiste, containing a dressmaker's dummy, and two 
exquisite gowns, which when placed upon the figure, so enchant 
the members of the committee, that they keep the box in their 
private room and occasionally feast their eyes on its contents, 
and when the statue really comes, receive it somewhat coldly. 
The Goddess of Excelsior. 

Trinidad Joe. See Robinson. 

Tripp, Mrs. Wife of the proprietor of the Indian Spring hotel 
and adored of Rupert Filgee. Cressy. 

Trix, Abner and Abigail. An aged couple. Rivals of Daddy 
and Mammy Downey in popular favor. 2\co Saints of the 
Foot-Hills. 

Trixit, Cissy. The very pretty daughter of the banker of 
Canada City. Apparently frivolous, her father's misfortunes 
make evident her strength of character, and she follows him to 
the mountains, disguised as a Chinaman. While there she 
renders sin:nal service to Masterton, and wins his heart. A 
Belle of Canada City, 

Trixit, Montagu. A banker of whom it was said, " Canada City 
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was the bank, and the bank was Trixit." Naturally his failure 
causes a great commotion in that town, and the banker goes into 
hiding for a brief time. But others are too much concerned iu 
his affairs, and proceedings agaiust him are soon dropped. A 
Belle of Canada City. 

Trotter, Miss Euphemia. A middle-aged New England woman, 
good-looking, well-bred, and in all ways exceedingly competent. 
Having been a teacher and a nurse, she finally becomes the 
efiBcient housekeeper of the Summit House, Buckeye Hill, and 
in that capacity assists in caring for the injured Chris Calton. 
That susceptible young man falls in love with her, and though 
her own feelings are touched, she sensibly refuses him. Three 
years later she hears of Calton at a foreign Spa, much admired 
by women, and the indifferent husband of a pretty ex-chamber- 
maid of the Summit House. Mr. Bilson^s Housekeeper. 

Tryan, Oeorge. A son of Joseph Tryan. A strong, well-knit 
young man, with frank and handsome blue eyes ; honest and 
brave. He loves and is loved by Pepita Altascar. When the 
.flood comes, he occupies himself in saving the lives of women 
and children, and he himself dies of exhaustion and exposure. 
Notes by Flood and Field. 

Tryan, Joe. One of Joseph Tryan's sons. Notes by Flood and 
Field. 

Tryan, Joseph. A hard-faced and hard-hearted old man, owner 
of a cattle-ranch, who despises the " greasers," as he calls his 
native Californian neighbors. A flood destroys his cattle and 
drives him crazy. Notes by Flood and Field. 

Tryan, Kerg. > Sons of Joseph Tryan. Notes by Flood and 

Tryan, Tom.) Field. 

Tryan, Wise. The privileged wit of the family. Notes by 
Flood and Field. 

Tucker, Mrs. Belle. Wife of Spencer Tucker ; a pretty young 
woman of twenty-three, brave, reserved, and self-possessed. 
With an " unsophisticated singleness of nature," she remains 
true to her hnsband even after his selfish unfaithfulness and 
dishonesty are disclosed to her. She is befriended by Captain 
Poindexter. On learning the full extent of her husband's 
wrong-doing, and that the house she is living in is not her own^ 
she at once braves everything and goes back to her old home 
in Kentucky, where, a few years later, the wounded General 
Poindexter is hrought to her door after a battle, and she has an 
opportunity to repay his kindness. The resulting romance is 
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left to the reader's sense of the fitness of things. A Blue Grass 
Penelope. 

Tucker, Spencer. A San Francisco lawyer and capitalist, 
formerly a Kentucky schoolmaster ; shallow, selfish, and hand- 
some. His speculations fail ; he forges, embezzles, and deserts 
his wife for a notorious woman. An accident interferes with 
his plans of escape, however, and the next day finds him a 
fugitive in hiding on his own ranch, fifty miles from San Fran, 
cisco. Another plan fails, or is abandoned, and his whereabouts 
is unknown until after the lagoon has been drained and the 
crows have done their work as scavengers, when his whitened 
bones are found scattered on the surface of the drying ground. 
A Blue Grass Penelope. 

Turner, Deacon. One of the guests at Windy Hill Rancho, a 
mean-natiired man, who is rebuked and overawed by Mr. 
Hamlin. 7'he Convalescence of Jack Hamlin. 

Twiggs. The Sacramento attorney who brings to Jackson Wells 
the news of his inheritance. A Buckeye Hollow Inheritance. 

Uncle Ben. See Dabney, Ben. 

Uncle Billy. " A suspected sluice-robber and confirmed drunk- 
ard." One of the outcasts exiled from Poker Flat. He steals 
the horses and mules and deserts his companions. The Qui- 
casts of Poker Flat. 

Uncle Billy. See Fall and Riley. 

Uncle Jim. See Foster. 

Uncle Joshua. So called by the other passengers on the S. S. 
Uuser Fritz. He is a quite unpolished machinist from Indiana, 
who has a faculty of getting just what he wants, entirely re- 
gardless of conventionalities. He makes a European tour with 
his daughter Louise, on a somewhat novel plan. ** A Tourist 
from Injiantiff." 

UnderTwood, Dick. A miner, who exchanges " his long-handled 
Californian shovel for the sword." To Peter Schrpeder he is 
the embodiment of patriotism. Peter Schroeder. 

Union. See Mills. 

Unser Karl. See Schwartz. 

Urania. See Mannersly. 

Ursula. See Dona Ursula. 

Valdez. Pedro. A proud-spirited Spaniard of Hidalgo descent 
He is humiliated by his menial position at Robles Rancho, a 



INDEX TO CHAKACTERS 413 

portion of which he claims. He becomes enamored of Susy, 
and after the death of Peyton, presumably caused by him, visits 
the young girl, whose romantic fancy is touched by his devo- 
tion. During this clandestine meeting, the lover is startled by 
the approach of Clarence, and the sudden leap of his horse 
causes his death. Susy: A Story of the Plains, 

Van Corlear, Miss Kate. A schoolgirl at the Crammer Insti- 
tute for Young Ladies. A good-hearted and clear-headed girl, 
frank and fearless, who is the friend of Carry Tretherick, and 
who, as the reader is led to suppose, eventually marries Mr, 
Jack Prince. A n Episode of Fiddletown. 

Van Loo, Mrs. The mother of Paul. Three Partners. 

Van Loo, Paul. A smooth, plausible Fleming, who speaks sev- 
eral languages and has much surface polish. He is a clever 
forger, and by his skill in this respect causes Demorest to lose 
love and fortune, and brings heavy loss to Stacy. He serves as 
Mrs. Barker's broker, secures all her money, and nearly suc- 
ceeds in eloping with her. He purchases his own safety by 
divulging to Stacy Steptoe's plot against the bank and Mar- 
shall's claim. Three Partners, 

Van Zandt, Major Guert. A handsome and gallant ofBcer in 
the Continental army. He is dispatched to arrest Abner Blos- 
som for the harboring of spies, and to remain in command of 
Blossom Farm. He learns to love its mistress, but does not 
allow his affection to lure him from duty. He pursues the 
traitor, Allan Brewster, but is himself overcome by the small- 
pox. At Blossom Farm, whither he is removed, he is nursed 
back to health and happiness by Mistress Thankful. Thankful 
Blossom. 

Vashti. See White. 

Vicentio. See Padre Vicentio. 

Victor. See Garcia and Ramirez. 

Vincente. A Mexican acquaintance of Ramirez. Gabriel Con-- 
roy. 

Viney. See Aunt Viney. 

Von Hummel, General. Father of Frau Schroeder. He is 
led with his family to trust fortune and person to the schemes 
of T. Barker Johnson. Peter Schroeder. 

VTachita. The child wife assigned to the new chief of the Min- 
yos. Serviug him like a faithful dog, she murders an Indian 
agent in order to remove an obstacle from the path of her 
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lorcVs passion for the murdered man's wife. A Drift from Red- 
wood Camp. 

"Wade, Mrs. A gentle, charming, but weak woman, who in her 
widowhood comes to live in the Santa Ana Valley, the home of 
a prosperous, but lugubrious and over serious-minded people. 
She is received sympathetically and falls into the habits of the 
place, though she consents to go to a ball given by a new- 
comer, Mr. Brooks. Soon after a man calls upon her, and t«lls 
her that her late husband, supposed to have been murdered hy 
robbers, was himself one of the highwaymen, and the widow, 
knowing how worthless a man Wade was, instinctively believes 
him. The man, professing to have been one of the victims of 
the robbers, endeavors to extort money from the widow, but Mr. 
Brooks comes to her rescue. A Widow of the Santa Ana Valley. 

'Wainwright, Lieutenant. A Union soldier of Southern birth, 
and a traitor to his colors. Death cuts short his treachery, and 
the evidence of his guilt is brought to Brant. Among these 
papers, Clarence finds a portrait of hia own wife, Alice. Clar- 
ence. 

"Walker, Bob. Rescues the infant daughter of an Indian chief 
from death and takes her into his family. The Princess Boh 
and her Friends. 

"Walker, Demosthenes. One of the youngest pupils at Chest- 
nut Ridge. A Pupil of Chestnut Bidge. 

"Walker, Jack. See Jeffcourt, Tom. 

"Walker, Joe. A member of the Eureka Mining Company. 
Somewhat skeptical of the attainments and wisdom of Lacy 
Bassett. Captain JivfCs Friend. 

"Walker, Johnny. Mrs. Martin's versatile assistant, formerly 
a variety actor. In his new role of disciplinarian he is known 
as Charles Twing. Aware of the power of ridicule, he uses his 
skill in sleight-of-hand to that end, and thus maintains order in 
a hitherto boisterous schoolroom. A friend of his former days 
interrupts the quiet of his regenerate life, and the " new assist- 
ant " reveals to his superior the nature of his preparation. The 
New Assistant at Pine Clearing School. 

Walker, Sarah. An enfant terrible, hated by the g^own people 
and admired and feared by the children of the Greyport Hotel. 
The story, leaves her married to the Prince of Monte Castello, 
and the mother of another Sarah Walker, who is the image of 
her in everything except her audacity and originality. Sarah 

• Walker. 
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"Wang. A Cliiuese court-juggler, the adoptive father of Wan 
Lee. Wan Lee, the Pagan, 

"Wan Lee. A little Chinese boy, brought up by Wang, the 
juggler, and sent to a newspaper office to serve as printer's 
devil. He is bright and engaging, and in spite of an impish 
propensity for mischief he endears himself to all. He is stoned 
to death in the streets of San Francisco during the riots of 
1869. Wan Lee, the Pagan. 

Wan Lee. Chinese page to Polly and Hickory Hunt. He pro- 
poses the outdoor pirate play. The Queen of the Pirate Isle. 

"Warts. A mild, inoffensive boy of twelve, who admires Sarah 
Walker. Sarah Walker. 

Watergates, Hiram W. The second husband of Mrs. Fottinger. 
Prosper's " Old Mother." 

Waters. A mysterious stranger, who works secretly in Smith's 
claim. He shoots McSnagley and is arrested, but is saved from 
lynching by M'liss. He becomes insane, and discloses to M'liss 
the wealth which belonged to her dead father. He is suspected 
by Gray of having murdered Smith, who is generally supposed 
to have been a suicide. M^lits. 

Waters. Footman in the Rightbody household. The Great 
Deadwood Mystery. 

Waya. An Indian woman, servant of Dr. Ruysdael. Liberty 
Jones's Discovery. 

Wayne, Arthur. A young miner, who revolts from his brother's 
control and joins the revelers at Angel's. During the absence 
of McGee he meets the young wife clandestinely, and is shot by 
his brother while escaping from the house. The Bell-Ringer of 
AngeVs. 

Wayne, Madison. A frontier St. Anthony. Unrelenting in 
his Puritanism. The husband of the woman he loves chooses 
him for a companion, and innocently subjects him to great 
suffering by making him the guardian of his wife. Madison 
discovers the infidelity of Mrs. McGee, and shoots her escaping 
lover, who, to his horror, proves to be his own brother. The 
Bell-Ringer of AngeVs. 

Weaver, Calhoun. A thoroughly vulgar rustic from Kentucky ; 
a former neighbor of Mrs. Tucker. He visits her in San 
Francisco, and later becomes one of " Penelope's suitors." A 
Blue Grass Penelope. 

Wells, Jackson. One of a company of young miners on Zip 
Coon Ledge, who inherits a small property of which he takes 
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possession, to the delight of his partners, but with some mis- 
givings of his own regarding his cousin's superior rights. But 
all difficulties between the two soon settle themselves in an 
eminently satisfactory manner. A Buckeye Hollow Inheritance. 
Wells, Joscelinda. The daughter of Quincy Wells, who makes 
her home so unpleasant that she takes refuge with her uncle, 
Morley Brown. Consequently Mr. Wells leaves his property 
to his nephew. The cousins, remembering the quarrels of their 
childhood, at first meet in the same contentious spirit, but 
gradually the girl softens, and when her uncle diverts the water 
from Jackson's garden, she secretly prospects on the bank of 
the stream, finding gold, so that he has a mining claim, in 
which the two become partners for life. A Buckeye Hollow 
Inheritance. 
"West, Dr. The name assumed by Henry Guest, senior. Through 
cleverness unhampered by scruples. Dr. West secures a goodly 
slice of the Saltonstall estate, and develops it with all the re- 
sources of modern improvements. Soon after the accidental 
discovery of his son. Dr. West is murdered by Pedro, who sus- 
pects his intentions toward DoSa Maria Saltonstall. Manija. 

West, Miss. Shelby Fowler's sister, who assumes her mother's 
maiden name, and leaves her Virginia home to escape the ven- 
geance of Australian Pete. In England she meets Flint, alias 
Fowler, and consents to share the family name with him. Out 
of a Pioneer's Trunk. 

Wetherby, Captain Lance. Assistant Chief of Police of San 
Francisco, Deputy Sheriff, and ex-United States scout. He cap- 
tures the Mexican bandit, Murietta, mingling with the gang in 
disguise, and confides the outlaw's dagger to Lanty Foster, who 
with it sets free the robber, thinking him the mau she had 
twice seen. Murietta lingers about Foster's Ranch and is re- 
taken by Wetherby, to whom Lanty confesses her mistake and 
is forgiven. Lanty Foster^ s Mistake. 

Wethersbee, Bill. A citizen of Red Dog. An Heiress of Red 
Dog. 

Wheeler, Jim. A citizen of Poker Flat. The Outcasts of Poker 
Flat. 

Whiskey Dick. A friend to Daddy and Mammy Downey ; 
addicted to whiskey. Tioo Saints of the Foot-Hills. 

Whiskey Dick. See Hall, Dick. 

White, Vashti. The querulous and sanctimonious aunt of Cissy 
Appleby, She knows of the circumstances attending the wreck- 
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ing of the Tamalpais, in which she is an accessory after the 
fact. An Episode of West Woodlands. 

"White Violet. See Delatour, Mrs. 

"Wiles, Joseph. *• Don Jos^ " to his confederates. " A vagabond 
by birth and education, a swindler by profession, an outcast by 
reputation, without absolutely turning his back upon respecta- 
bility, he had trembled on the perilous edge of criminality 
ever since his boyhood." As an amateur metallurgist he de- 
ceives the four prospectors, and in so doing discovers a vein of 
quicksilver. He spends the next year in Washington fighting 
for the possession of the mine. The Story of a Mine. 

Wilkes. The unnatural but consistent father of the prodigal. 
He is saved from drowning by his repentant boy, who does not 
wait to be formally thanked. The Home-Coming of Jim Wilkes. ' 

Wilkes, Jim. The recalcitrant son of Farmer Wilkes. He 
adroitly avails himself of the insinuating manner of Editor 
Grey, and approaches his ancestral castle behind this shield. 
The Home-Coming of Jim Wilkes. 

"William Henry. A rattlesnake that Leonidas Boone has trained, 
and whose tricks he exhibits to Mrs. Burroughs, who plans to 
make use of the snake to the injury of her husband. A Mer^ 
cury of the Foot-Hills. 

"Wilson, Judge. A Secessionist, who holds a Federal judgeship 
in California. Clarence. 

Wilson, the Misses. Two young ladies, friends of Miss Amita 
Saltonstall. Maruja. 

Windibrook, The Reverend Mr. Selected by his ecclesiasti- 
cal superiors to minister to Ca&ada City, because he was a 
"hearty" man. "Certainly, if considerable lung capacity, ab- 

[ sence of reserve, and power of handshaking and back slapping 
were necessary to that town's redemption, Mr. Wiudi brook's 
ministrations would have been successful." A Belle of Canada 
City. 

"Windibrook, Mrs. The minister's wife, who suffers from con- 
stitutional depression, "partly the result of nervous dyspepsia, 
and her husband's boisterous cordiality." A Belle of Canada 
City. 

"Wingate, Joe. One of the pioneers in Sidon, who profits by its 
development into Tasajara City. A lounger at the Harkutt 
store. A First Family of Tasajara. 

Wingate, Tom. A citizen of Five Forks. The Fool of Five 
Forks. 
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"Winslow, Mr. A passenger on the Excelsior, who finds in 
Todos Santos an opportJunity for the display of his talents as 
a petty politician. He stirs up a miniature revolution in the 
peaceful pueblo. He has a " long, thin, dyspeptic face." The 
Crusade of the Excelsior. 

"Wood, Saponaceous. A member of the California bar. In 
the capacity of United States District Attorney, he loses the 
suit over the Blue Mass Mine; as an individual, he wins the 
property. The Story of a Mine. 

"Woodridge, Mr. Superintendent of the Union Company's 
rancho, where James Reddy is employed. A practical man. 
The Reformation of James Reddy. 

"Woodridge, Mrs. The superintendent's wife ; '< a large-boned, 
angular woman of fifty." The Reformation of James Reddy. 

"Woodridge, Nelly. The superintendent's daughter; a frank 
and pretty girl, with clear blue eyes and a boyish contralto 
voice; devoted to the reformation of dissipated men. Her 
influence saves Reddy from his gloomy despair, and they be- 
come engaged. Another subject for reform in the person of 
Louis Sylvester engages her attention and threatens to cause 
trouble, but Mrs. Merrydew promptly interferes, and takes 
Sylvester out of the way by marrying him. The Reformation 
of James Reddy. 

Woods, Mr. Milly's uncle. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Woods, Mrs. Milly's aunt. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Woods, Milly. One of Yerba*s school friends, at whose home 
Hathaway first meets his ward. A Ward of the Golden Gate. 

Woods, Piney. "A stout, comely damsel of fifteen," who 
elojH^s fn.>ui Sandy Bar with her lover, Tom Simson. They 
euoamp with the outcasts, not knowing the character of their 
hosts. The ^^arty is snow-bound, and she and the " Duchess " 
die of hunger and cold in each other*s arms. 7^ Outcasts of 
PoWr F*tU. 

Wragg, Mr. One of Mr. Spindler*s relatives, a Tulgar, ostenta- 
tious mau, who is angry at being invited to the Christmas 
^vj^riv. />iVv v^'i:>j>k;f.Vr\< Fayni^w Christmas. 

Writer of Stories, The. He falls asleep in a railway carriage 
and has a drt\-»ni. wherein snatches of a tale, after the manner 
of \ arums writers, art> fantastically mingled. A Romance of the 
I i'ie. 

Wyck. Mr, A stivkholdor in the Conroy mine. Gahrid Canroy. 

Wjubiook* Joe. A miner of the Wild Cat eanip, whose half- 
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serious talk about the blessing of a mother in a home, induces 
the simple-minded Prosper Riggs to adopt such a relative for 
the benefit of the camp. Prosper*s " Old Mother.** 

Wynford, Abe. A dyspeptic miner, a patron of See Yup's 
remedies. See Yup. 

"Wyngate, Ned. A partner in the Zip Coon Company. A 
Buckeye Hollow Inheritance. 

"Wynn, Miss Nellie. Daughter of the Rev. Winslow Wynn, 
and ** as inaccessible and' cold as her father was impulsive and 
familiar." A girl of eighteen, with " clear amber eyes," " im- 
perious red lips," and " sensitive nostrils." She has a faultless 
taste in dress, and exhales " an atmosphere of chaste and 
proud virginity." She conducts a secret but passionate flirta- 
tion with Low Dorman, and then coolly throws him over, when 
a more " eligible " suitor is pressing for hi^ answer. On the 
death of Dunn and Low, she readily makes the best of it and 
marries number three. In the Carquinez Woods. 

T?Vynn, Rev. Winslow. A Baptist clergyman of Excelsior, 
known among the miners as Father Wynn, and popular with 
them on account of his frank and hearty manner and the socia- 
ble way in which he drinks with them. He confesses (boast- 
fully) to an occasional use of the word "damn," and his 
familiarities with sacred names are blasphemous and disgust- 
ing. His frankness is only on the surface, for at heart he is 
vulgar and insincere. In the Carquinez Woods. 

"Wynyard, Joe. One of Colonel Starbottle's boon companions. 
A Ward of Colonel Starbottle. 

X., Baroness. A friend who meets Miss Trotter at a German 
Spa. Mr. Bilson*s Housekeeper. 

Yellow Bob. A Digger "buck," who owes his nickname to 
the ochre marks on his cheeks. He is a retainer of the Cul- 
peppers. The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh. 

Terba Buena. The daughter of Kate Howard. Her name is 
given her by the young secretary, Hathaway, from some fanci- 
ful association with the Spanish name of the first San Francisco 
settlement. She grows up to be a young heiress of consider- 
able attractions, to which she joins the romantic charm of her 
unknown origin. She herself connects her name with the old 
Spanish family of Arguello, who owned the island of Yerba 
Bueua, and when she becomes of age, she calls herself M.\s*'» 
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Arguello de la Terba Buena. Her real right to tbat name 
appears only after she has heard of her mother's shame and has 
renounced her pretensions. A Ward of the Golden Gate, 

7ork, Henry J. A solid citizen of California, honest and frank. 
At one period he is a partner of Amity Claim at Sandy Bar. 
For an account of his life- there, see Scott, Capt. Mat. In 
" The Poet of Sierra Flat," he makes his presence felt on the 
side of law and order. In << A Monte Flat Pastoral," he be- 
friends old man Plunkett and brings the wife and daughter 
home with him from the East, but too late to save the old 
toper's wavering reason. The lUad of Sandy Bar; The Poet 
^ of Sierra Flat; A Monte Flat Pastoral. 

yoto. The vicious Peruvian sailor on the Excelsior, killed by 
Perkins as a warning to his disaffected crew. The Crusade of 
the Excelsior. 

yuba Bill. A California stage-driver ; autocrat of the box-seat 
and the bar-room ; an expert in profanity, with a picturesque 
vocabulary and an abundance of withering sarcasm at his com- 
mand. A man of forceful presence, and so domineering that 
none but the tenderfoot ventures to dispute his slightest 
remark, yet good-hearted withal and uniformly chivalrous 
towards pretty women. This chivalry asserts itself in his con- 
duct toft-ards Miggles, in whose cabiu he and his passengers 
spend a rainy night. In " Brown of Calaveras " and " Mliss," 
we find him driving the Wingdam Coach. He assists Henry 
York and John Oakhurst in preventing an attack npon the 
Pv>et of Sierra Flat. He becomes the fourth and last husband 
of Mrs. Skaggs, and while visiting his ward, Tom Islington, in 
the East, he saves his life from the murderous assault of 
Sk.^<;:gs, who, mistaking Islington for Renwyck Masterton, is 
attowp:ing to wreak vengeance on his enemy. He then in- 
forms Skagv^s that their mutual wife is in jail for murder. In 
*• Hie Story of a Mine," he takes a violent dislike to the scouiv- 
drt^l Wile*, and renders Thatcher valuable assistance by " sor- 
ter Uftiusr" Wiles's bag out of the tail-board of his sleigh and 
h.^ndin^ it, with it;s interesting contents, to Thatcher. He is 
tb-e tirui frieiKi ami mentor of Jeff Briggs, whom he tries to 
lelp to a prv^htaWe ovvupation, and whom he protects from in- 
jury auvl jvrha^>s death by offering his own body as a target to 
tSo n\^d-ai:^'r.:s. lu ** In the Canjuines Woods,^ he has the 
pleasure v\t Miss Noli-.o Wyau's eorci^any for a few hours, and 
hiuiors V.er \*i:h :ho \>x-<seAt. In ••Suow-Bound at Eagle's,** 
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he drives the stage which is robbed by George Lee and hia 
companions. Offended by a newspaper editorial written by 
Captain Jim's friend, he raids the office, venting his rage on 
Captain Jim, and subsequently puts a temporary check ou 
Lacy Bassett's political career. Li " Cresay," he is quoted by 
Rupert Filgee as an authority on the young man in business. 
In '* An Ingenue of the Sierras," he and his passengers are im- 
posed upon by the simple and artless Polly. He brings Dick 
Spindler's child-cousins to Rough-and-Ready, and introduces 
them to the company assembled in the saloon. From his box 
he sees the Sacramento Pet dancing with Billy the Goat. His 
coach is " held up " by Snapshot Harry, and the express box 
taken, which has before been rifled by two treacherous mem- 
bers of that outlaw's gang; the thought of Harry's discomfiture 
thereat affording Bill huge enjoyment. In " Gabriel Conroy," 
we have an account of his hobnobbing with Jack Hamlin in the 
Wingdam Hotel. " The crowd hung breathless over the two 
men — awestruck and respectful. It was a meeting of the 
gods — Jack Hamlin and Yuba Bill. None dared speak." 
Miggles; Brown of Calaveras; M^liss; The Poet of Sierra Flat; 
Mrs. Skaggs's Husbands; The Story of a Mine; Jeff Briggs^s 
Love Story; In the Carquinez Woods; Snow-Bound at Eagle's; 
Captain Jim^s Friend; Cressy; An Ingenue of the Sierras; Dick 
Spindler^s Family Christmas; An Esmeralda of Rocky Canon; 
A Niece of Snapshot Harry*s; Gabriel Conroy. 

Zenobia. See Hennicker. 
Zephas. See Bu:nker. 
Zuleika. See Hays. 

Zut-Ski. A music-hall artist, who imagines herself a princess 
of ancient Egypt. " Zut-Ski " {Condensed Novels.) 
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DE THULSTRUP, T. 

■ COKSPIRACT OF MrS. BuNKEB, ThB 

You'd better put them on YIII. 424 

Sallt Dows 

Tou must not — it won* t do Vlll. Frontiyneoe 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page VIII. 

DILLMAN, FREDERICK 
Waip of the Plains, A 

H noae cm Indian «... IX. 16 

I*ve just found gold IX. 88 

ELWELL, R. FARRINGTON 
Miss Peggy's Prot^g^s 

There ain*t no b'ar in ten miles XYIFI. 226 

What Happened at the Fonda 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XVII. 

Widow of the Santa Ana Valley, A 

A serape-draped horseman . , , , • • « • • . XVII. 150 
WNK, DENMAN 

Lanty Foster's Mistake 

/ thought you were that horse thief XVII. 326 

J?LAGO, J. M. 
Barker's Luck 

You know I never meant that • X. 416 

Handbosie is as Handsome does 

He will get his dinner at some farmhouse • • I. 174 

Thankful Blossom 

You are wandering late. Mistress Thankful . . , ... XI. 44 
FOGARTY, THOMAS 

Treasure of the Redwoods, A 

Here is the treasure I am seeking XVIII. Frontispiece 

POOTE, MARY HALLOCK 
Her Letter 

With the man that shot Sandy McGee ...••... XII. 158 
Idyl of ReI) Gulch, The 

At the feet of the schoolmistress I. 6& 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story 

Jeff lifted her in his arrns IH. 220 

Reformation of James Reddy, The 

She stood watching him ••... X. 258 

Story of a Mine, The 

When can I leave this placet HI. 54 

FRASER, MALCOLM 
Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge, The 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page VIL 

Colonel Starbottle's Client 

The task is finished ' VII. 452 

Great Deadwood Mystery, The 

Dismal failure - III. 278 
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My Suburban Residence 
■ Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XTV. 

Neighborhoods I have moved from 

It was quite romantic to sit by the window . . . XIV. Frontispiece 
KELLAR, ARTHUR I. 

Judgment of Bolinas Plains, The 

The stillness of death followed the echoless report . XV, Frontispiece 

Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation 
She began to skip XV. 332 

Night on the Divide 

It 's rather, rough, you see XV. 302 

Salomy Jane's Kiss 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XV. 

Three Partners 
Steptoe scrambled to his knees, revolver in hand XV. 200 

Three Vagab6nDs of Trinidad 
Its jaws met in his throat XVII. Frontispiece 

Uncle JiAi and Uncle Billy 

I say, it ain't a her, is iti XV. 234 

LOWELL, ORSON 

Gabriel Conroy 

Still sitting by the fire XIII. Frontispiece 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XIII. 

Tie might hev got his pile XIH. 58 

Whence now, thou little blackguard XIII. 126 

The absurd figure bowed again XHI. 242 

The very picture of a fond, confiding tryst XIH. 304 

Arthur turned pale and red XIV. 160 

While he read aloud, in Spanish XIV. 182 

Hollow of the Hills, In a 

It was Collinson , . X. Frontispiece 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page X. 

How many men have you her el . i. X. 68 

Secret of Sobriente's Well, The 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XVI. 

Strange Experiences of Alkali Dick, The 
Swinging . . . a lily at her side XVI. 346 

Susy 
A youthful horseman flashed before the grille . . *. , . IX. 162 
And it was the truth IX. 212 

Two Americans 

Mr. Maynard and his family XVI. 304 

Mccormick, Frederick 

Desrorough Connections, The 

There . . . stood her father's name XVT. FronUqtiece 

Esmeralda of Rocky Canon, The 

Esmeralda, by the living Harry XVI. 112 

MERRILL, FRANK T. 
Clarence 

Viffnette on Engravecl I'itlc-Page «%••«.%••• IX. 
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Ghosts op Stukeley Castle, The 

A number ofjigures . , . came trooping in XI. 294 

My Friend the Tramp 

It was the tramp * XI. 98 

Views from a German Spion 

Vignette on Engraved Tiile-Page • . • • XI. 

PAPE, ERIC 
Mission Dolores, The 

The poor old mendicant . • XIV. 208 

Snow-Bound at Eagle's 

h nH that thing an eagle 1 V. 222 

REINHART, CHARLES S. 
Clarence 

Yon *ve done for him. IX. Frontispiece 

You have my permit in your hand IX. 354 

Dolly Varden ► > . 

/ *m Dolly Varden XII. 246 

YouN6 Robin Gray - < - - 

/ suppose you would call me Robbie XI. 380 

REMINGTON, FREDERIC 
Iliad of Sandy Bar, The 

The two opponents came nearer II. 4 

Knight-Errant of the Foot-Hills, A 

Don Jose Sepulvida and ^* Bucking Bob** .... V. Frontispiece 
Luck of Roaring Camp, The 

He rastled with my finger I. 6 

Society upon the Stanislaus, The 

An animal that was extremely rare XII. 132 

BICE, W. C. 
Vision of the Fountain, A 

She sketched rapidly XVIII. 162 

ROSE, GUY 
Episode of Fiddletown, An 

Is it mamma t II. 128 

Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, The 

Suthin' inteyestin* V. 416 

Man on the Beach, The 

A woman's face was always before him II. 300 , 

Mission of San Carmel, At the 

Vif/nette on Engraved Title-Page III. 

RUSSELL, CM.. 
Dick Boyle's Business Card v 

Two rifle shots cracked from the thicket . . . . . . XIX. 240 

The shock had broken the lndian*s neck ' XIX. 254 

SMITH, E. BOYD 
Apostle oF'The Tules, An 

Break for the Tules ' IV. 322 

Chatelaine of Burnt Ridge, The 

Further still 
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Cresst 

I peeped inter the winder , - VII. 36 

Hoio much is a true story VII. 90 

Dan'l Bobem 

This paper ... was drored up by ynu^ XVIIL 330 

First Family of Tasajara, A 

Comey Harkuttf buy my place VIII. 10 

He ledjhe way VIII. 116 

How Reuben Allen " Saw Life '* in Saji Francisco 

Merci, M^sieur^ good a* night XVIII. 120 

How Santa Claus came to Simpson's Bab 

Tell him Sandy Claus has come II. 83 

Left Out on Lone Star Mountain 

He looked curiously at his reflection ..,,.,,, ^ IV. 204 
Mission of San Carmel, At the 

Va listed Con Dios , . , , , III. 428 

Sappho of Green Springs, A 

Like the real minstrel VI. ^0 

Ward of the Golden Gate, A 

The returning Pendleton VII. 264 

STEPHENS, ALICE BARBER 
Ancestors' of Peter Atherly, Thb 

Lady Elfrida standing before him XVI, 48 

Carquinez Woods, In the 

The woman . . . stood be/ore him IV. Frontiqnec^ 

She caught him by the knees IV. 120 

Luke 

You *ve always been kind to us, Luke XII. 136 

Mermaid of Lighthouse Point, The 

Gazing flxedly at the growing light ........ XVII. 176 

New Assistant, The 

She glided across the floor VIII. 258 

STONE, SEYMOUR M. 
Trent's Trust 

A thickset figure lurched toward him .... XIX. Frontiqtiece 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XIX. 

Ward op Colonel Starbottle's, A 

A buggy was seen driving furiously up the grade . . . XIX. 150 
TAYLOR, W. L. 
Concepcion de Arguello 

He will come XII. 78 

Devil's Ford 

DeviVs Ford IV. 392 

Flip: A California Romance 

She picked up a broken hazel branch III. 304 

Mystery op the Hacienda, The 

She was like a picture , X. 138 

rOWNSEND, H. E. 
Mr. Bilson's Housekeeper 

Please don't ask me why XVII. 93 
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WOODBURY, CHARLES H. 
Devil's Ford 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page IV. 

Iliad of Sandy Bak, The 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page II. 

Luck of Roariko Camp, The 

Vignette on Engraved TitU-Page I. 

Mission Church, A 

Vignette on Engraved Title-Page XII. 
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Home-Goming of Jim Wilkes, The, z. 

197. 
Hoodlum Band, The ; or. The Boy Chief, 

The Infant Politician, and The Pirate 

Prodiffy, i. 213. 
How I Went to the Mines, xviu. 251. 
How Old Man Plunkett went Home, ii. 

224. 
How Reuben Allen '' Saw life " in San 

Francisco, xviii. 114. 
How Santa Claua came to Simpson's Bar, 

ii. Gti. 

Idyl of Red Gulch, The, i. 53. 
Iliad of Sandy Bar, The, ii. 1. 
In a Hollow of the Hills, x. 1. 
In a Pioneer Restaurant, vii. 454. 
In the Carquinez Woods, iv. 1. 
In the Tules, x. 378. 
Indiscretion of Elsbeth, The, xi. 425. 
Ing^ae of the Sierras, An, ix. 453. 

Jack and Jill of the Sierras, A, xriiL 65. 
Je£F Briggs's Lovo Story, iii. 183. 
Jersey Centenarian, A, xi. G3. 
Jimmy's Big Brother from California, 

xvii. 104. 
"Jinny," u. 351. 
John Chinaman, xiv. 220. 
John Jenkins ; or, The Smoker Reformed, 

i. 130. 
Johnnyboy, xiv. 318. 
Johnson's " Old Woman," vii. 472. 
Judgment of Bolinas Plain, The, xy. 262. 
Jungle Folk, xviii. 341. 

Knight-Errant of the Foot-Hills, A, ▼. 
462. 

"La Femme," after the French of M. 

Michelet, i. 142. 
Landlord of the Big Flume Hotel, The, 

xvii. 263. 
Lanty Foster's Mistake, xvii. 310. 
Left out on Loue Star Mountain, iv. 192. 
Legend of Devil's Point, The, i. 408. 
Legend of Monte del Diablo, The, i. 382. 
Legend of ^mmtstadt. A, xi. 392. 
Liberty Jones's Discover v, xv. 362. 
Lonely Ride, A, i. ,%"?2. 
Lothaw : or. The Adventures of a Young 

Gentleman in Search of a Religion, i. 

178. 
Luck of Roaring Camp, The, i. 1. 

Mteoenas of the Pacific Slope, A, vii. 365. 

Man and the Mount.iiu, Tlie. xvi. 2.'»2. 

Man at the Si»uiaphore. The. xvi. 124. 

Man from Solano. The, ii. 423. 

Man of no Account, Tlie, i. :<30. 

Man on the Bt-ach, The, ii. 298. 

Man whose Yoke was not Easy, The, xi. 

119. 
Marujn, v. 1. 
Mary McGilliip, i. 204. 
Melons, xiv. 187. 
Afercury of the Foot-Hills, A, xvii. 202. 



Mermaid of Lfghthoose Point, The, xvii. 

164. 
Mig^es,i. 27. 
Milhouttire of Bough-and-Ready, A, r. 

250. 
Mission Dolores, The, xiv. 208. 
Miss Mx, i. 103. 

Miss Peggy's Prot^g^ xviii. 219. 
M'liss : An Idyl of Bed Mountain, i. 234. 
Monte Fhit Pastoral, A, ii. 224. 
Morning on the Avenue, xL 90. 
Mother of Five, A, xiv. 290. 
Mr. Bilson's Housekeeper, xvii. 75. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation, xv. 306. - 
Mr. MacGlowrie's Widow, xix. 97. 
Mr. Midshipman Breesy: A Naval 01&* 

cer, i. 113. 
Mrs. Skaggs's Hnsbands, ii. 84. 
lir. Thompson's Prodigal, ii. 14. 
Muck-a-Muck: a Modem Indian Novel, 

i. 78. 
My First Book, x. 427. 
My Friend the Tramp, xi. 98. 
Mystery of the Hacienda, The. x. 126. 
My Suburban Besidence, xiv. 258. 

Neighborhoods I have moved from, xiv. 

248. 
New Aasifltant at Pine Clearing Sohocd, 

The, viii. 234. 
Niece of Snapshot Harry's, A, xviL 1. 
Night at " Glays," A. viii. 209. 
Night at Wingdam, A, i. 374. 
Night on thebivide. A, xr. 286. 
Ninety-Nifte Guardsmen, The, i. 96. 
NN : being a Novel in the French Puaf 

graphic Style, i. 153. 
Notes by Flood and Field, i. 345. 
No Title, i. 158. 

OfBce-Seeker, The, xi. 127. 

Ogress of Silver Land, The ; or. The Di- 
verting History of Prince BadfellaJi and 
Prince Bolleboye, i. 430. 

On a Vulgar Little Boy, xiv. 224. 

Outcasts of Poker Flat, The, i. 14. 

Out of a Picmeer's Trunk, vi. 453. 

Passage in the Life of Mr. John Oakhorst, 

A, ii. 171. 
Passing of Enriqnex, The, xvi. 71. 
Peter Schroeder, xi. 70. 
Phyllis of the Sierras, A, vi. 247. 
Poet of Sierra Flat, Tlie, ii. 38. 
Postmistress of Laurel Run, The, viii 

188. 
Princen Bob and her Friends, The, ii. 51. 
Private's Honor, A, xviii. 338. 
Prosper's •' OH Mother," xix. 155. 
Prot^g^ of Jack Hamlin's, A. x. 210. 
Pupil of Chestnut Ridge, A, xix. 211. 

Queen of the Pirate Isle, The, xiv. 269. 

Reformation of James Reddy, The, x. 

244. 
Reincarnation of Smith, The, xvii. 282. 
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Bight Eye of the Commander, The, i. 

398. 
Roger Catron's Friend, ii. 335. 
Romance of the Line, A, xviii. 168. 
Romance of MadroSo Hollow, The, ii. 24. 
Rose of Glenbogie, A, xi. 2d9. 
Rose of Tuolumne, The, ii. 197. 
Ruins of San Francisco, The, xiv. 264. 
Rupert the Resembler, xviii. 263. 

Sally Dows, viii. 326. 

Salomy Jane's Kiss, xv. 238. 

Sappho of Green Springs, A, yi. 403. 

Sarah Walker, xiv. 300. 

Secret of Sobriente's Well, The, xvi. 182. 

Secret of Telegraph Hill, A, iv. 417. 

See Tup, xvi. 144. 

*' Seemg the Steamer Off," xiv. 243. 

Selina Sedilia, i. 86. 

Sheriff of Siskiyou, The, viii. 460. 

Ship of '49, A, IV. 223. 

Sidewalkings, xiv. 231. 

Simla Reasons, For, xviii. 333. 

Sleeping-Car Experience, A, xi. 111. 

Snow-Bound at Eagle's, v. 140. 

Spanish and American Legends, i. 382. 

Stolen Cigar Case, The, xviii. 279. 

Stories of and for the Young, xiv. 269. 

Stories Three, xviii. 333. 

Story of a Mine, The, iii. 1. 

Strange Experience of Alkali Dick, The, 

xvi. 338. 
Suburban Residence, My, xiv. 258. 
Surprising Adventures of Master Snm- 

merton, xiv. 203. 
Susy : A Story of the Plains, !x. 121. 

Tale of Three Truants, A, xvi. 239. 

Tat>es of the Aroonaitts, ii. 1. 

Tennessee's Partner, i. 41. 

Terence Denville, i. 197. 

Thankful Blossom : A Romance of the 

Jerseys, xi. 1. 
Their Uncle from Califomift, xi. 259. 



Three Partners, xv. 1. 

Three Vagabonds of Trinidad, xvii. 186. 

Through the Santa Clara Wheat, vi. 

341. 
" Tourist from Injianny, A," ii. 385. 
Transformation of Buckeye Camp, Thew 

viii. 267. 
Treasure of the Galleon, A, viiL 260. 
Tbeasitbe of the Redwoods, A, xviii. 1. 
Trent's Trust, xix. 1. 
Twins of Table Mountain, The, iii. 123. 
Two Americans, xvi. 303. 
Two Saints of the Foot-Hills, ii. 361. 

Uncle from California, Their, xi. 259. 
Uncle Jim and Uncle Billy, xv. 202. 
Under the Eaves, xviii. 91. 
" Unser Karl," xvi. 361. 

Venerable Impostor, A, xiv. 196. 
Views from a German Spion, xi. 412. 
Vision of the Fountain, A, xviii. 166. 

Waif of the Plains, A, ix. 1. 

Waiting for the Ship : A Fort Point Idyl, 

i. 371. 
Wan Lee, the Pagan, ii. 262. 
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